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MEMOIR 

OF 

WILLIAM MAGINN, LL.D. 

BY DR. SHELTON MACKENZIE. 



William Maoinn, one of the most distingaisbed writers of his time, and 
very eminent for his knowledge of ancient and modem literature, was ao 
Irisliman. His father kept a classical academy in Marlborough-street, Cork, 
where William (the eldest son*) was bom on the 10th July, 1793. From tJw 
earliest age, he had a great aptitude for acquiring knowledge— so much so, 
that before he had completed his tenth year, young Maginn was sufiBcieiitly 
advanced to enter Trinity College, Dublin, The entrance examination there 
is nearly as difficult, after four years' study, as that on which students obtain 
their degrees at the Scotch and many other universities. Maginu's answer- 
ing was so good, on this examination, that (the rank being invariably given 
according to merit) he was ** placed " among the first ten, out of more than 
a hundred competitors, two-thirds of whom were double his own age. 

The distinction which he thus obtained, at the commencement of his uni- 
versity career, he preserved to its close. He passed through all his classes 
with credit, obtained several prizes, appeared to leara without an efifort, and 
graduated before he was fourteen. No one (since the brilliant career of 
Cardinal Wolsey, at Oxford) better merited the appellation of " The Boy- 
Bachelor." His college tutor. Dr. Kyle, then a fellow and afterwards Provost 
of the University,! repeatedly declared, in .after years, that Maginn, while in 
his teens, had more literary and general knowledge than most men of mature 
age whom he had ever met. 

* John Maginn, the second son, is now a beneficed clergsrman In the South of Ireland. 
Their sister, Miss Maginn, iras mistress of a school for yoong ladies, in Oork, and, being eru- 
dite and a blue-stocking, wrote a novel— which made no sensation when published. This was 
before my time, and if I ever heard, I have forgotten the name of this fiction.— M. 

t In iS30, on the death of Dr. St. Lawrence, Di . .Samuel Kyle was made Bishop of Cork and 
R>>ss, at tt)e head of which See he remained until his death in 1818. It was his fk'iendsblp 
which provided John Sluginn witli church-preferment. — M. 

Vol. V.-l 
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Jleturning to Cork, Maginn became principal assistant in his father's 
school. In 1813, his father died, and William Maginn, at the age of twenty, 
on whom was now thrown the necessity of supporting his femily, determined 
to carry on the school, — a course which he pursued, with marked success, for 
ten years, when he retired, his brother succeeding him. 

While Maginn resided in Cork, it obtained the name of ** The Athens of 
Ireland,'* and was highly distinguished for the energy and success with which 
its sons applied themselves to the cultivation of literature. Among the most 
eminent Irishmen of the present day, at least one-half belong to the city or 
county of Cork. An eminently social man, Magmn soon became " the life, 
grace, and ornament of society," in his native city. Nor did he spare the 
quip and the jest, the'epigram and the satire, upon his townsmen's vulnerable 
points. In his youth, he as freely and fearlessly hit at them, right and left, as, 
in riper years, at statesmen, publicists, and authors. Throughout his life he 
never could understand how, when the arrow had hit the mark, it was possi- 
ble for it to rankle in the wound. That, after the writer had forgotten the 
squib, the victim whom it had ridiculed could feel annoyed, was wholly out of 
his calculation, — almost beyond his comprehension. Never was satirist less 
influenced by ill-nature. There was no motive of malice in his wittiest sar- 
casms. The subject tempted him — ^he dashed off the impromptu — ^laughed at 
it, as others did — dismissed it from his mind — ^and saw no reason why he 
shouH not be as friendly as before with him whom he had made ridiculous. 

In 1816, being then only twenty-three years old, Maginn received the do 
gree of Doctor of Laws, from his Alma Mater.* His standing in the univer- 
sity was over thirteen years, and the degree — ^which never before had been 
obtained by one so young — was his, of right. 

Dr. Maginn, with some leisure, his head filled with learning and miscella- 
neous knowledge, and teeming with wit and frolic, took to authorship, almost 
as a matter of course. It is not worth while to notice his contributions to the 
local newspapers. His first communication to any periodical out of Ireland 
was sent, in 1819, to the Literary Gazette, which had been commenced not 
long before, and, from the peculiar character of its critiques, (giving full and 
well-«elected quotations from the newest books,) had obtained a large provin- 
cial circulation. He did not write, for a long time, under his own name, but 
signed his letters " P. J. Grossman." His articles for the Gazette, at this 
time, consisted chiefly of miscellaneous scraps in prose and verse, parodies of 
well-known songs, translations from and into several languages, bagatelles of 
all sorts, notices of books, and discussions on classical literature. All this 

* It may be proper to state tliat though the degree of Doctor of Laws Is conferred, by right 
or favor, (" caQ8& honoris,**) by the principal universities of Great Britain and Ireland, Ox- 
ford alone makes Doctors of Civil Law. Hence, all others affix the initials LL.D to the reci* 
picnt's name, while D.C.L. peculiarly denotes the Oxford man. — M. 
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^ras sent gratuitously. One of his hardest hits was a lively review of the 
errors of Debrett's Peerage, a reply to which drew forth a longer and more 
sarcastic notice. Thos early, also, had he began to exercise his great mastery 
of classic lore. One of his earliest Gazette articles was " The Second Epode 
of Horace done in a New Style," by which, he said, the powers of the trans- 
lator and the original could be both fairly represented in one book.* It com- 
mences thus : 

Blest man I who far from busy hum, 

Ut prisca gens mortalium, 

Whistles his team afield with glee 

Solutus omni foenore: 

He lives in peace, from battles free, 

Neq' horret iratiira mare ; 

And shuns the forum and the gay 

Potentionun limina. 

Blackwood's Magazine was rapidly making way, at this time, and it has 
been stated by A (D. M. Moir) that Maginn's first contribution was the 
translation of the old ballad of Chevy Chase into Latin verse, which appeared 
in the number for November, 1819. This is a mistake : Mrs. McWhirter'a 
song, on the Powldoodies of Burran, {vide " Christopher in the Tent," vol. L 
p. 98, of the- present edition,) was certainly Maginn's. It is Irish all over, 
and has the Doctor's mark upon it 

The translation of the first part of Chevy Chase into the universal language 
of Europe, Latin, was sent anonymously to Blackwoody and the writer, who 
simply signed 0. P., boasted, and not without cause, that he had '^ retained 
the measure and structure of the verse most religiously." It opens thus : 

L 1. 

The Percy out of Northumberland, PsBSiBVS ex Northumbria, 

And a vow to God made he, Vovebat, Diis iratis, 

Til at he would hunt in the mountains Yenare inter dies tres 

Of Cheviot within days three, In montibus Gheviatis, 

In the manger of doughty Douglas, Gontemtis forti DougliUo 

And all that with him be. £t omnibus eognatis. 

Here is Roger Withrington's gallant boast, spiritedly rendered : 
28. 23. 

I wot ye be great lords two, Vos estis magni comites 

I am a poor squire of land, Et pauper miles ego, 

I will never see my captain fight in a field, Sed pugnaturum dominum, 

And look on myself and stand ; Me otioso, nego : 

But while I may my weapon wield Sed corde, manu, enseque, 

I will not fail both heart and hnnd. Pugnabo quamdiu dego. 
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The coiicladiDg portion did not appear until June, 1820. In it, Percy's 
Apostrophe over the body of Douglas runs thus : 

14. 14. 

The Percy leant upon his brand, Persaeus nitens gladio 

And saw the Douglas die ; Douglasi vidit mortem^ 

' He tooi the dead man by the hand, Et manu capta mortui 

And said, " Woe is me for thee. Ploravit ejus soilenou 

15. 15. 

" To have saved thy life Fd have part- *' Tribus annis agros dederem 

ed with Servare virum talem ; 

. My lands for years three ; Nam fortior nemo fuit per 

For a better man of heart nor hand Begionem borealem." 
Was not in all the north countrie." 

The quaint stanza, on Withrington's gallantry, is rendered in this manner : 

30. 80. 

For Withrington my heart is woe. Pro Withringtono doleo 

That o*or be slain should be ; Quern fatum triste stravit ; 

For when his legs were hewn in two, Nam binis fractis eruribus 

lie knelt, and fought upon hb knee. In genibus pugnavit. 

In a note appended to the first ^tt« of Chevy Chase was a statemewj that 
the writer had also translated the poem into Greek, of which the firs* ^ersfe 
wiis given as a specimen : 

riepaaiog ix NopOsfiBpia^ 

Edxero rolg ^eoiaif 
Q7ipg,v kv Tptalv i^fiipaic 

Ev oUpeci XeStaTolciy 
Kdv ivT^xyoL AiyXaaoc 

2i)v iruatv krdpoiai. 

The translator added, ^ I was thinking of translating old Chevy into Hebrew 
— ^for I am a Masorite ; bat as Professor Leslie has declared Hebrew to ue a 
< rude and poor dialect,' in his book on Arithmetic, I was afraid to come un- 
der the censure of that learned gentleman. To be sure, he does not know {as 
I can prove from his writings) even the alphabet of the language he abfi&es, 
but still I am afraid he would freeze me if I had any thing to do with it." 

At this time, Professor Leslie had just succeeded Playfair in the chair of 
natural philosophy in the University of Edinburgh — ^he had been elected to 
the chair of mathematics in 1805, and met with great opposition from the 
strict Presbyterian clergy, on the ground of his supposed scepticism. He •vaa 
a very strong Whig partisan, also, and a contributor to the Edinburgh B§ 
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mev. From these causes, nnd probably others more peraonal, Blackwood 
strongly opposed Leslie, and the challenge, as to his scholarship, thrown down 
by Magimi, induced Mr. Blackwood to write to his new and miknown contriba- 
tor, begging that he would pro v& Leslie's ignorance, as to Hebrew. A letter, 
headed " Leslie v. Hebrew," accordingly, appeared in Blackwood for February, 
1820, in which the accusation was fully proved. This was followed, in No- 
vember, by another letter signed 0. P. (which BUukwood changed into " Oliii- 
thus Fetre, D.D., of Trinity College, Dublin,") which repeated the charge 
tliat Leslie <' did not know even a letter of the tongue he had the hnpudence to 
pi^etend to criticise," ridiculed his pretensions to be considered a great ma- 
thematician, alluded to Brewster* s Journal having accused him of ** convey- 
iug" his doctrines and discoveries rei^)ecting Heat from the Philcsophicai 
Transactions, and glanced at his presumed disbelief of the Scriptures and Rev- 
elation. All this, boldly written and fi^arlessly published, in a manner com- 
pelled Professor Leslie to vindicate his chacacter in a court of law. He com- 
menced a libel-suit against Blackwood, and obtained — a fiEurthing damages I 

In the interval, Maginn continued to contribute extensively to the Magazine. 
The quantity, variety, spirit, and valne of his articles made him an excellent 
assistant His private letters to Mr. Blackwood were signed " R. T. S," but, 
being urgently solicited, he relaxed, so far as to subscribe himself Ralph Tuckett 
Scott. He had never alluded to remuneration. Blackwood, who was very 
liberal, entreated him, if he would not accept money, to receive such books as 
be might require to complete his library. When, as he thought, he had at 
last got his contributor's name, he sent a cheque for a large amount, payable to 
Ralph Tuckett Scott, or order, and Maginn (who still maintained his incognito) 
wrote him an amusing letter, detailing the difficulties which he encountered in 
getting cash for a cheque drawn in fisivor of and endorsed by an imaginary 
person. 

From the appearance of the Latin version of Chevy Chase, scarcely a 
number of Blackwood appeared without one or more articles by Maginn. Ho 
soon assumed the sobi-iquet of Morgan Odoherty — a sketch of whose (pre- 
tended) life had been given in 1818. 

In May, 1820, when vacation was so near that he could leave the manage- 
ment of the school to his brother, who now was his assistant, Dr. Maginn visited 
Edinburgh. Mr. Blackwood, writing to Delta, said, ** 1 have living with me 
jBst now, my celebrated Cork correspondent, who pummelled Professor Leslie 
in such a grand style. He has come over quite on purpose to see me, and, 
till he introduced himself to me on Monday, I did not know his name, or any 
thing of hiaa, except by his letters under an assumed signature, like yourself." 

His introduction to Blackwood was original and amusing. He called at 
Blackwood's place of business ; assumed a very strong Irish brogue ; presented 
imnself asag^itlemau from Cork, who had been grossly libelled in Maga; 
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demanded the writer's name, inquired whether " one Tuckett Scott " did not 
contribute; nearly frightened Mr. Blackwood out of his wits ; and finally said, 
pulling out a bundle of letters, " I suppose you will not deny your own hand- 
writing ; may be these letters are not written to Scott, and may be you'll say 
that I am not the man ? I am Dr. Maginn, of Cork." They shook hands, 
and the result was, for the six weeks of Maginn's stay in Edinburgh, he was 
Blackwood's guest, and was introduced to, and became famUiar with, Wilson, 
Lockhart, Gillies, Captain Hamilton, (Cyril Thornton,) William Harrison, 
(tlie M. de Peudemots, so much praised in " Peter's Letters,") and the other 
leading writers in Maga. 

Maginn returned to Cork in the middle of July, 1820, and resumed his pen, 
with his wonted industry and ability. In 1823, he married a lady named 
Cullen, and determined to give up his school, and make literature his profes- 
sion. His Blackwood articles, the authorship of which was now well known, 
had won him considerable reputation, and he was received in London as a 
well-known writer, of great wit, readiness, learning, and Toryism. Theodore 
Hook invited him to conduct a Wednesday's newspaper, which the proprietors 
of the John Btdl intended to raise on the ruins of half-a-dozen nearly defunct 
journals. He was employed, also, on the London Literary Jowmalf (a weak 
and short-lived rival to the Literary Gazettej) and wrote several articles in the 
Quarterly Review, Indeed, so high did he stand; at this time, that when it 
was determined, on what was called " the destruction " of Lord Byron's auto- 
biographic manuscripts, that Moore should not write the Life of the noble 
Childe, it was Maginn that Murray selected for that purpose. Mr. Kenealy, 
the friend and biographer of Maginn, says, " Nothing can more clearly show 
the high opinion of those best qualified to judge of his abilities, than this fact. 
A young man, firom an Irish provincial town, who had never written a book, 
and whose name was little known, intrusted with the biography of the greatest 
of England's poets, by one of the shrewdest bookseUers that ever lived, is a 
spectacle not often seen, and Maginn used to speak of it with no little satis- 
faction. The papers and letters of his Lordship were accordingly placed in 
the Doctor's hands, and remained in his possession for some time, but no steps 
were taken in the biography, and it was finally intrusted to Mr. Moore." 

In 1824, when John Murray started his daily journal, called " The Represen- 
tative," he sent Maginn to Paris, as foreign correspondent ; he remained there 
for some months, returning when the speculation became a decided failure. 

Whether in Cork, London, or Paris, he maintained his fealty to Blackwood. 
The NocTBS AmbroslslNJS were his suggestion, and he occasionally con- 
tributed largely to that brilliant series. The whole of No. IV., where Byron 
and Odoherty, at Pisa, are the only speakers, was written by Maginn. His 
poetical compositions are scattered over the series ; — most brilliant among them 
are " Cork in the Aiden, for you, love, and me "-—the slang song from Vidocq's 
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Aiemoirs, — ^thc liatin version of " Back and side go bare," — the Irishman, and 
the imitation (of which Peel was the hero, not Brougham, as stated in the 
Irish Quarterly Review) of B6ranger's ." Monsieur Judas." 

The London evening newspaper, called The Standard^ was commenced in 
1828, and Maginn was appointed its junior editor, under the present able con- 
ductor, Dr. Lees Gif&rd. It was an ultra Tory Journal, and advocated the 
political principles which Maginn always held. At this time his time was greatly 
and profitably occupied. He produced a political novel, caUed " Whitehall, or 
the Days of George IV.," which is now forgotten, but is as suigular a work of 
fiction as I have ever perused. It would not be understood, in this country, 
with the personalities which are to be found on nearly every page, without 
careful annotation. Maginn also wrote largely for the Annuals — ^his stories 
called " A Vision of Purgatory," and " The City of the Demon," appeared in 
the Literary Souvenir, for 1828-1829, and were specimens of his " Tales of the 
Talmud," which was repeatedly announced as " nearly ready." 

In the winter of 1829, the first number of " Fraser's Magazine for Tomi 
and Country" saw the light It "was projected by Maginn and his frieni/ 
Hugh Fraser. They wrote nearly the whole of the first three numbers. V ery 
soon, a great deal of the floating talent of London was employed on this peri- 
odical, which had the distinguishing points of fearlessness and power. I'he 
Gallery of Illustrious Literary Characters (which opened in June, 1830, with 
a pen-and-ink sketch of Jordan, of the Literary Gazette, to accompany a very 
clever etching ) was a feature so attractive that, ere Eraser's Magazine was 
a year old, its circulation was considerable. * 

The portraits in this " Gallery " were executed by Daniel Maclise, one of 
Maginn's townsmen, and now among the first historical painters in London. 
The series was not completed until April, 1838, when No. LXXXI. exhibited 
no less a personage than the Rev. Sydney Smith. A prose description, occu- 
pying not more than a page, accompanied each portrait, and, with one or two 
exceptions, all these were written by Maginn. I have been told that he would 
dash these off, as readily as another man would write a letter. They are more 
or less personal, — ^lively, witty, sarcastic. The series included nearly all the 
principal male and female British authors of the day. 

The editorship of Fraser naturally tended to draw Maginn away from Black- 
wood's Magazine. In 1834, however, he resumed his connection with Ebony, 
his " Story without a Tail," and " Bob Burke's Duel with Ensign Brady," 
being among his new contributions. The " Tobias Correspondence," whi. b 
satirically exposes how newspapei*s are conducted in England, was published 
in Maga in July and August, 1840. 

An article in Fraser for August, 1836, severely personal on a novel writtec 
by the Hon. Grantley Berkeley, led to a duel between that person and 
Maginn. Berkeley, a large and powerful man, went to Eraser's shop, mel 
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the pablisber there, closed the door, and, while Craven Berkeley (his brother) 
kept watch, beat the unfortunate bibliopole (a small and infirm man, in bad 
health) with the butt end of a loaded whip, planting the blows upon the head 
and neck. On this, Maginn informed Berkeley that it was he who had written 
the oflfcnsive critique, and in the duel which ensued, each party fired three sliots, 
quitting the ground without exchanging a word. For the assault upon 
Fraser, a jury made Berkeley pay £100 damages. 

" The Shakspeare Papers " were begun in 1837, and the Homeric Ballads, 
of which he published sixteen, !n 1838 : — ^the very last was dictated on hia 
death-bed, to his tried and faithfid friend, Edward Kenealy.* 

But the evil days had arrived. As Mr. Kenealy truly says, " The rock 
upon which Steele and Burns 8{^it, the sole blot upon Addison, the only 
stigma upon Charles Lamb, that which exiled Fox from the Cabinet of 
England, and reduced Sheridan to poverty and shame, was the ruin, too, of 
the late Willian Maginn." Irregularities caused by such indulgences led to 
the cessation of his connection with The Standard, &ndj to a great extent, 
now excluded his articles from Fraser, Imprudence accompanied the other 
evil. He was beset by duns, pursued by sheriff's ofiicers, and passed his time 
between imprisonment for his debts and concealment, in obscure and mean 
retreate, firom his creditors. 

In 1839, he was induced — ^partly by the promise of a good salary, and 
partly from the hope that he would by distance escape persecution from the 
myrmidons of the law — ^to go to Liverpool, as editor of a weekly papier called 
the Lancashire Herald, Uufortunately, the proprietor of this paper was 
hospitable, with an excellent cellar. Maginn became his guest and — the 
result may be imagined : he wrote as little and enjoyed himself as much as 
he could. His articles, chiefly political, were only occasionally good. The 
end speedily came. The proprietor had not money enough to maintain the 
newspaper until its pecuniary outlay was returned. He failed. Maginn rt> 
turned to London, at the close of 1839, bringing with him some half-dozen 

♦ Edward Yanghan Hyde Kenealy, a native of Cork, born to 1819, entered Trinity College, 
Dablin, while yet in his school-boy's jacket and cap. He has^ acquired a remarkable know- 
ledge of languages, having translated a variety of songs and ballads from and into the Greek, 
Latin, French, Italian, Portuguese, Dutch, German, Spanish, Swedish, Danish, Romaic, 
Magyar, and Irish. In this respect he merits a place between Dr. Maginn and the authors 
of ** The Prout Papers." When Francis Mahony ceased to write for JfraseTj his place was 
taken by Kenealy, whose Brallagan Correspondence made it very attractive. He has con- 
tributed to the leading periodicals of the day— including a curious "Polyglot Paper," in half- 
a-dosen languages, in the Ditblln Univertity Magazine. His last work is " Goethe ; a new 
Pantomime,"— a sort of Faust-ish drama, in poetry, full of learning, strange fancies, and 
severe, but not unmerited, reproof of Goethe's worldliness. BIr. Kenealy is a barrister, on 
the Oxford Circuit, in England, and in such good and increasing practice as to render it likely 
that he will not soon woo the Muse again. Of all Magiun's many friends, he was tlie only oa^ 
to tend him in his dying days, and record the incidents of his life. — M. 
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cliap'ers of a romance, the scene of which was in Liverpool, which he had 
called " John Manesty, the Liverpool Merchant." After his death, Mr. 
Charles Oilier, gleaning from Miss Maginn her ideas of what her fietther had 
intended to write, completed the work, which was published, in two volumes, 
with illustrations by Cruikshank, for the benefit of the family. 

In 1840, Maginn commenced the publication, in weekly numbers, of 
•* Magazine Miscellanies, by Doctor Maginn." They were badly got up and 
brought out. In his palmy days, such a selection of his best articles would 
have sold extensively. Now, only a few numbers were issued. The only 
complete copy (containing ten numbers, and extending to 160 pages, small 
folio) is in the possession of Mr. Kenealy, who has favored me with a list of 
the contents for my forthcoming edition of Maginn's works. 

After suffering imprisonment for debt early in 1842, and obtaining his 
liberty by passing through the Insolvency Court, Maginn partly resumed his 
connection with Eraser j and chiefly depended upon a very inadequate salary 
for writing for a paper called 3^ Jge. His health was quite broken. He 
had been the able and consistent champion of Toryism for a quarter of a cen- 
tury, and had some reason to expect to be remembered and rewarded, when his 
party came into power. They obtained office — ^hopes were held out that he 
should have a minor diplomatic appointment at Vienna. He was forgotten. 
Rir Robert Peel personally remembered him, and, hearing of his failing health, 
delicately sent him £100 from his private purse. Maginn retired to Walton- 
on-Thames, (a rural suburb of London,) whither, in July, 1842, Mr. Kenealy, 
almost his only remaining friend — and a brother in affection — was summoned 
to his bedside. He was penniless, but very confident that a sea-voyage or a lew 
months at Cheltenham, neither of which he could afford, would restore his health. 

In this extremity, Mr. Kenealy wrote a letter to Peel, simply stating the 
facts. Immediate relief, from his own purse, as before, was largely given by 
Sir Robert ^Peel. Maginn's family, probably from dread of exciting him, did 
not apprise him of this gift, and he died, of consumption, on August 21, 1842, 
ignorant of the Premier's humane liberality. He was only forty-nine years old. 

Maginn left a widow, a son, and two daughters, wholly unprovided for. Sir 
Robert Peel presented the son with a cadetship in the East Indies. A public 
subscription was raised, if I recollect rightly, for Mrs. Maginn and her daugh- 
ters, of whom only one now survives. 

Maf^nn's Magazine articles were not coi]fined to Blackwood and Fraser, 
There are some papers of his in the Quaiierly, and man^ in Bentley's Miscel- 
hwy, and in the firet and second volumes of PuncJu Most of the flash songs, 
and nearly the whole of Turpin's Ride to York, in " Rookwood," were written 
by Maginn. Like most literary men of active mind, he was full of projects. 
One of these was the production of " Tales of the Talmud "—another was 
a work on the subject of " Jason " — a third was a tragedy to be called 
" Q lecn Anne." He lold Mr. Croker that he intended to wt^ ?^ ««3jVs^ 
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work on the Greek Drama. In 1824-5, be certainly wrote an original 
work of fiction, the scene of which was laid in Paris, the hero being a stu« 
dent who passes to the last resting-place of the Morgue, through a variety of 
powerfully-drawn incidents of riotous living. The manuscript of this work 
was in Blackwood's hands in 1827, wi^ duly returned to Maginn, and has not 
since been heard of. 

In person, Dr. Maginn was rather under the middle stature, slight in 
figure, active in motion, and very natural in manners. He was gray at the 
age of 26, and, during his last ten years, was almost white — exhibititig the 
peculiarity of bright, keen eyes and youthful features with the hoary locks 
of age. Of the two portraits which have been publisiied — ^by Maclise, in 
Fraser, and by Skillin, in the Dublin Univenity Magazine — ^I think the latter 
is the better hkeness. It forms the frontispiece to this volume. 

It would be gross injustice to a most able and amiable man to conclude this 
notice without referring to the afifecting narrative of Maginn's life and death 
which appeared in the Dublin University Magazine for January, 1844 : — a 
truthful narrative, in which I know not whether most to admire the scholarly 
inlfiUigence which pervades it, the labor lovingly bestowed in the collection 
of facts, or the truly Christian spirit of humanity with which it speaks of such 
of the errors of mortality as " profaned the spirit, sank the brow " of William 
Maginn, as gentle a creature, in all the relations of society, as ever breathed 
the breath of life. 

Whoever has to learn or to write any thing about Maginn, cannot do 
either, satisfactorily, without studying this biography by Kenealy. In this 
Ripid sketch I have drawn largely upon that memoir, and shall have to use it, 
yet more extensively, perhaps, in the life of Maginn which will be prefixed to 
the Collective Edition of his Miscellaneous Writings, which I have undertaken 
to select, superintend, and annotate.* Of all men living, Mr. Kenealy is best 
fitted to execute this duty. He writes to me, " Seeing no hope of a republica- 
tion of his writings in this country, [England,] I dismissed tlie matter wholly 
from my thought, but not without regret that no such monument should be 
raised to his &me and memory. I am delighted that it has fallen into such 
competent hands as your own to collect his works, for the great Ameiican 
peojie, and I have no doubt it will far exceed any thing of the kind I could do.*' 

He adds, " You have a glorious opportunity to edit a rare work, where you 
have no fear of libel law before your eyes. Maginn's best things can never 
be republished here, until all his Victims have passed from the scene." 

* In concluding thiif outline of a memoir, (for the fUll biography, with personal anecdotes 
and trattd of character, properly l>elougs to the forthcoming edition of Maginn's writings.) I 
hitvo to aoKnovledge a supply of personal recollections, kindly furnished m^e by Mr. Keneaiy, 
by ]S4r. Richard Martin, barriMter, (of the Middle Temple, London,) and by my brother, J. 
Cjtn)pbell ^lackenzie, of QaHf/nanl'^H M'ftsenger^ Paris. All of these I shall make ua« of in the 
Htv"ded Mempir, to be pipfi^e.^ to Pf. Majjinn<« cQllpptp(^ ^yritings.— M. 
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BCENE — The Snv^gery—'^OKm at his Dessert— Time^ seven 
o'clock — ^Ambrose the lord in waiting. 

Nort7i» Wretched raisins — ^paltry prunes— infamous filberts 1 

Ambi-ose. Sir! sir! sir! sir! sir! 

North. Walnuts ! ! ! 

Ambrose, Yes — sir. 

North, {(.racking one hettoeen forefinger and thvmb). Another 
devil's snuff-box ! 

Ambrose. Most misfortunate. Depend on it, gracious sir, that I 
shall institute the most rigid inquiry into this affair ! 

Nwrth {Sturting toiWy). What affair? 

Afnhrose. How, sir, (pardon, I beseech you, for my presumption,) 
that pluffy imposter found his way into a picked peck of walnuts, 
purchased but yesterday, for the ergoyment of my Tbest — 

North {with spltUtering noise rejected). Curse all apples ! what 
call you the infemals ? 

Ambrdse. The basket on your right, sir, is Bibstone— -on youi 
left, sir. Golden Pippin — in front, sir. New York — ^the row beyond 
you are chiefly Clyderdales — and in the distance you perceive, sir, 
the products of France. 

North. France ! Citizen-King ! Louis Philippe 1 Baroness de la 
Feucheres ! Last of the Condls !* Suicide ! Strangulation ! Mur- 
der! Murder! Murder! 

* This refers to a sad tragedy. The Prince of Condd, an aged man, and father of the Due d'En- 
eliein, shot iiy Napoleon in 1804. was the nenr and wealthy relative of I^ouis Philippe. He had an 
Euglish m'stress named Sophy Dawes. To conciliate him. Miss Dawes was created Karonexs d ' l\ 
Feacheres. To conciliate her, "the Baroness" was tictually received by Louis Philippe and l)is wi n. 
The result was, Madame do la Feucheres induced the Prince to be<^urath his vast estates (cxc* pt a 
large slice for herself) to the Due d'Aumale, Louis Philippe's third son, and, shortly after, thn 
Pruice of Condd was found himging in one of his own apartments August 27, 1830. It wh8 giv< n 
out that he had committed suicide owing to the distraction ot his mind on account of the i ec-e t 
revolution, but the counter-belief, all through Europe, was thnthe had been murderei — sis from 
the pusition of his corpse, suicide was impossible. In December, 1831, the Princes de lldhaii 
broui^ht 11 8ui^at-law, in Parla, to set aside this veill, on the eroundi} thxt it had bcon olitducd hy 
iuiproper mean^ and th^t the Prince de Condd (to whom they were belrs-at-luw) bad not coma 
tairly to liis death. A.ttT a long trial, the will was confirmed. — M. 
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Enter in consternation MoN. Cadet, Sir David, King Pepw, 
Tappitoury, the Pech, and " the rest,'* 

The Pech, Loshy-days! loshy-days! loshy-days! Is Mr. North 
and master fechtin ! Hech ! if they're no in grupps ! - 

Ambrose {shaking his black brows), Avaunt, vermin! — {They 
evaporate,) 

North, How consid)»rate in the creatures 1 

Ambrose, Don't try to cough it up, my dear sir, don't try to cough 
it up. 

North {gulping gaspingly). Can't swaHow it. 

Ambrose, Heavens, sir ! Cough it up, my dear sir, cough it up 1 
It's only one of the seeds. May I dare, my lord, to give you a 
slight on the shoulder ] Yet the very idea is impious — 

Norths Asthma — ^Ambrose — asthma ! 

Arkbrose, No, no, nOj no, no, no, no—sir ! No, no, no, no, no, no, 
no — ^my dearest Mr. North — ^not asthma— not asthma-— 'tis but a 
seed — a damned seed. 

North, Hush. I'erhaps the hooping-cough. My childhood was 
not like that of 6ihet-^— {Severe Jit,) 

Ambrose, I'm sure, sir, it was not. I know you had none of the 
diseases incident to common — Oh, dear 1 oh, dear ! cough it up, 
sir! do cough it up ! 

North, Ach ! ach ! ach ! That shoe pinches. 

Ambrose, This must indeed be the kinkcough. Oh, sir! do not 
grow so black in the face, if you can help it, my dear sir j for I fear 
to look on it — ^but I do trust you are not angry, sir—- 

North {crowing like a cock), I feel somewhat relieved now. Am* 
brose. 

Ambrose, How happy would I be could I believe that were a 
voluntary imitation ; but alas ! I fear it was the wild work of the 
cruel complaint— 7 

North {crowing again). Did ye hear that, Ambrose ! If — I am 
—to be— cut off — ^you— will— atr— least— al— low — that I die — 
game. ( With a l^inguid smMe,) \ 

Ambrose, Be cheery, sir — ^be cheery. After the kinkcough, you 
will have to go through the measles, and the scarlet fever, anO 
the — 

North, O mother ! mother ! why was your little Kit never inocu 
lated? 

Ambrose, Not too late yet, sir, for vacillation. Many public char 
acters — 

North, At my time of life. Am — ^brose ! 'twould be fatal. 

{Ser:ercst Jit.) 

Ambrose, Let me venture to volunteer holding your honored 
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head on my breast. There, sir — ^there, mj dear sir— oh 1 saj that 
yoxCre easier now, sir ! Don't speak, sir ! 

North. " Murder most foul, as at the best it is, 

But this most fotd and most unnaturaL" 

Ambrose. I would fain hope, honored sir, that you are not wax* 
ing delirious. 

North. Not much. She devil ! 

Ambrose. Ha ! now you begin to look like yourself again, sir. 
Thank heaven, the worst is. over. 

North. Thank you, Mr. Ambrose*. My lungs, that even now did 
crow like chanticleer, are comfortably clacking like a hen at brood. 
But my head has left a white stain on your black velvet vest, mine 
host. Let me wipe it off. 

(North dttsts away the hair-powder from Ambrose's black 
velvet vest — the same which Picardy first sported on being 
presented to George the IV. in Holyrood^ by Southside,) 

Ambrose (botving tvith blushes). Prouder of that badge, sir, than 
were it a star. 

North. I suspect, my good Ambrose, that I have got the jaundice. 

Ambrose {smiling). The jaundice, sir ? No— no— no. That dis- 
ease dare not attack a man of genius. Nature, sir, will not suffci 
such eyes to look distemperedly on her works. 

North. Finest of flattery, conveyed in the noblest of sentiments ! 

Ambrose. In the jaunoice, sir, a man sees all things yellow. 
The patient would think those pale pink panels ochre — ^nay, the 
snows of his mistress's bosom woidd seem to nim a bunch of oande- 
lions — — — 

North. I have got the jaundice. All the fruits on the table are 
of one hue — ^that of the forsaken^^nuts, apples, pears, oranges, all 
of the same green and yellow melancholy — and you yourself, Am- 
brose, a glower of gamboge I 

Ambrose. In all humility, sir, I trust not. No hint of the kind 
has dropped from any of the household ■ 

North. Because I alone have got the jaundice. {VvUing a fexo 
shillings from his purse.) Look there ! If I did not know them to 
be shifiings, I should swear thev were guineas. 

Ambrose. But are yoii sick, sur ] 

North. Very very sick — sick of you — sick of the world — sick of 
life — ^sick of myself ! For what are we— one and all — ^but so much 
animated brickdust ? 

Ambrose. "Eureka! Eureka!*' I have discovered the cause of 
your disease ! — {Laughing joyfully.) 

North. I fear, sir, you are becoming somewhat too familiar 

Ambrose. If I am, then banish me from Snuggery and Saloon in 
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9(fcu!a sceculorum. Forgive me, sir ; but if my gracious master will 
but doff these specs 

North {loosening the pressure of the elastic silver). Creation has 
recovered its character — the whole world of Jiature and of art. 

Ambrose, These spectacles, sir, belong to a queer creature of an 
optician, at present one of our lodgers, who has a craze for staimiig 
glass of all colors — but how they got here is a mystery 

North, How potent imagination ! I was as sick as a dog. But 
are you sure, Ambrose, that my face is not like one of these oranges 
— ^in color, I mean 1 — ^for in shape, I believe firmly, that it is much 
longer. 

Ambrose, Why, the rose on your cheek, ar, is brightening like 
the daybreak. 

Noi'th, Ambrose, you are a poet. 

Ambrose {like one of those dovm-looJcing busts). Why, sir, I do 
sometimes indulge in a little 

North, Flirtation with the Muses, when Missus is at market, eh ? 

Ambrose, Just so, sir. 

North, Publish no new poem, Ambrose, till after the burial of the 
Reform Bill. 

Ambrose, Just so, sir. You may depend upon it, sir. Politics 
and poetry cannot live in the same atmosphere. The one thrives on 
the loul smoke of cities, the other breathes empyrean air remote 
from the hum of man, in rural-— or mountain — solitude. 

North. Whew! 

Ambrose {enthusiastically). For poetical inspiration, sir, nothing 
like a jaunt in a gig to Peebles. 

North, With a sleety wind in your face, on the first of June, as 
you jog through that loveliest pastoral scenery encircling that 
" cynosure of neighboring eyes," the WeUington Arms. 

Ambrose, A friend of mine is taking in arable land there from the 
moss 

North, That is rational ! He must be a sensible man. To at- 
tempt improving a poor soil, seems to me the last stretch of patriot- 
ism—of the love of the natale solum, 

Ambrose, I much fear you won't pay, sir. 

North, Oh, yes ! Wages, profit, and rent. 

Ambrose, Are you serious, sir ? 

North, Marked you never, Ambrose, the potatoe crop on those 
lazy beds ? None of your big busy green shaws, plum-clusteriw 
yellow : but they '' are lean, and lank, and brown, as is the ribbda 
sea-sand." Woe-begone, they look as if some misbegotten abortion, 
the untimely produce of a conjunction between an old docken and a 
middle-aged nettle. 

Ambrose, A bad cross. 
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North. Very. Pull them tip, and lo ! a parcel of poteightytoes, 
like marrowfats, or the waxen cells of the humble bee, that " bigft 
its byke" in the mossy greensward, or amone the roots of a thorn, 
on which the magpie stills her chatter within her round prickly nest, 
even by the roadside unafraid of the heedless traveller. 

Arnbrose. Boil them, and, sir, how scabby ! 

North. Then the barley-patch, pining in green sickness on the 
bosom of the cold, wet, black moss 

Ambrose. Fuzionless and plashy — ^in which the nnherded stirk 
sinks up to his knees, for the scanty braird, yellowing long before it 
is shot, imprudently forsaking the more nutritious heather. Pardon 
me, sir. 

North. There goes a snipe. 

Ambrose. Living by suction, it contrives to keep soul and body 
together, ar; but 'tis a mere bunch of feathers, sir, for the very 
slugs are slender in such poor mud ; and shallow water, crisp with 
ice nine months of the year, is fatal to the race of worms. 

North. Does nothing ripen ? 

Ambrose. Nothing, sir — ^not even powheads. Few grow into 
£roggies — and of these last, scarce six in a summer become full- 
sized spangers; yet spangers they must not be called — ^for they 
again are so weak, sir, that they cannot hop, and but crawl like 
toads. 

North. Never saw I such stirks. It is wonderfnl to see such 
atomies walk. I presume they are bred merely for the skins. 

Ambrose. I understand, sir, the tanner gets the bones into the 
bargain. 

North. They are kept in countenance by the sheep. Never saw 
I such a spectacle of human misery as that old ram. His body is 
partially clothed with an extraordinary commodity, neither wool nor 
hair; but bare, bare, bare, poor feUow, are his hips; and what 
years of hunger and starvation are wreathed round his indurated 
horns ! 

Ambrose. All unfit, sir, for snuff-mulls. 

North. Such a seraglio ! Dk ewie but a pound o' tawty woo* — 
here and there one with a four-legged something staggering at her 
side, which may be conjectured to be her lamb ! 

Ambrose. Did you ever notice, sir (pardon me for being so bold), 
the bees in that region ] 

North. The foggies ? 

Ambrose. Yes, sir. Or the red-dowps 1 

North. Less than bummers. The foggies are of a dirty yellow, 
instf .•d of a bright brown ; red-dowp is a misnomer, for the black 
wretches terminate suddenly in a spot of mud — and what a feeble 
biza! 
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Amhi'ose, And think you, sir, thev have stings ? 

Noi'th. Something of the sort — but they have not power to use 
them — and the impotents are angrier in their wretchedness than 
wasps. But in the midst of all this misery, the Wellington Arms is 
by no means «n uijicomfortable howf in a sleet'^squash. Seldom 
have I tasted l;etter cheeise. They import then: own meal— on her 
girdle the gude wife heats into crumpinoss a fair farl*— ^nd she is 
famous for her hams. 'Tis a Jiouse of call for carriers, you know, 
Mr. Ambrose; and unpromising as is that bare exterior that knows 
no other shelter from the storm than sometimes a row of wagons to 
windward with every inch of ., canvass set, yet within bums a cheer- 
ful fire, and there may be heard the gurgle in which the heart of 
the weary wayfarer rejoices, the music of the big-bdlied bottle 
vomiting from its short throat, the liquid lapse of the clear barley- 
bree, whose smack reminds you of Grlenlivet, "alike, but, oh ! how 
different" — and awakes a passing sigh for the far-off Highlands, 
whose mountain-tops rise before you in a visionary dream. Yon 
know the "Wellington Arms, Ambrose 1 

Ambrose. Yes, sir. I bate riternately there, and at LeadbumtoU. 
I have generally found, sir, that in the absences o^f interestiiig exter- 
nal objects the fancy is more fertile 

North, Do you understand, Ambrose, the distinction between 
fancy and imagination, as drawn by Coleridge in his Biographia 
Literaria) and Wordsworth in one of his philosophical prefaces, in 
which he labors to tell us whai poetry is^ in despair, I presume, of 
being able to effect that purpose by ins verses] , 

Amtyrose, I read no philosophical criticism, but in the magazine. 
As far as I h^ve been able to master the occa^onal h^s thrown 
out in that immortal work, it seems to me, sir, that fancy is the 
faculty by which the human mind collects round any object of 
thought a certain conglomeration of corresponding and congenial 



images, united rather by some acddental and capricious, associations, 
which consequently are, in comparison, feeble and evanescent, inas- 
much as they are obedient, as well in their going as in their coming, 
to moods moving along the surface of the mind, than by those ever- 
lasting links of feeling or of passion, nr, which, though oftentimes 
invisible, are nevertheless always felt, when the capacity of emotion 
is brought into power, and the creative ftmctions of the soul is at 
work to reproduce, and in the reproduction beautifies the essential 
and primordial elements of emotion, one of these beins, beyond all 
doubt, intellectual perception,^ and another intellectual conception, 
thus gradually growing into new and original forms, which, when 
intensified into lue by the true Promethean fire, arc universally con- 
fessed to be, even while the mystery of their generation remains a 

* Fori- a cake.^M. 
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secret to tLe minds of those affected hj them to Very transport, 
forms of the ima^nation. 

North. Ambrose, we must have you appomted Professor of 
Poetry in the University of Dumfries.* 

Ambrose {draining him^eU'wp proudly). Pardon me, sir, my glory 
in all future ages will be, that beneath iny roof were celebrated the 
famous NpcTES.AMBROSi^N-fi — mpre poetry in them, inv venerated 
sir, and more of the philosophy of poetry, than in the Dialogues of 
Plato, the Utpi lioitiriKm of Aristotle, Blair's Lectures, La Harpe'a 
Course of Literature, 'and all t^e lucubrations of both the Schlegels, 
with those of Goethe and Tiec^e to boot. A thousand thaid^s^ sir, 
for your offer— but no, I must nofc— cannot— will not go— Professor 
of Poetry — to Diunfries. Appoint the editor of &e Dumfiids 
Courier. 

Noj'th. He is to be Professor pf J!>(atural History .t 

Ambrose. I fear, sir, that I have been allowing my tongue un- 
warrantable license ; but your cpi^descending affiabiilUy 

North. No man is a hero, Ambn>se, to his valet-de-chambre. 

Ambrose. But a philosopher is a philosopher, venerate, sir, at all 
times — yea, even to the hiunblest/pf hi^ aoxnirers-^to him who now 
glories in the name of " mine host." 

North. " I think like a' M^e, but I feel at a maa.'' 

Sit down, my good Ambrose, sit down; .and let me pour forth my 
confessions into your honest heart. 

Ambrose. I obey. (Mr. Ambrose aits down in Southside*s curuU 
chair.) 

North. The best bre4 man in Europe since the time of Lord 
Stair. Take au orange. Tesr-suck it — and scorn silver blade. 
Sour?t 

Ambrose. Honey-sugar sweet, sir. 

North {lying back toith shut eyes on Auchie's patent Sloping^ 
Easy). I am the most miserable of men, 

Ambrose. Oh I say not so, sir. You who make all the world 
happy by delight and instruction. 

North. Bemember, Ambrose, that this confidence is sacred*— that 

* Which does not exbt—M. 

f The Dumfiiu CourUtt under Uie editorship of John M'Diarmid, was one of the best pro- 
vincial papers in Scotland. It was distinguished, abore all other papers, for its incredible ac- 
counts of eggs hatched with penny pieces in the centre, miraculous anecdote! of instin^ the 
nrowth of mammoth turnips and gig^ntio cow cabbages, two-headed calves, and six-leggod 
tombs. What a man woula M'Diarmid hare been to conduct a newspaper on the borders of 
^at part of the Atlantic which the sea-sei pent doth most frequent I He might Htb for a ccn- 
turyjj^ut the sea^ser^nt would be certain of some mention in erery publication. — IH 

t The £arl of Stair was Ambassador to one of th; French kines, and bom a high name fttr 
politeness. To try him, the king one day asked him to take a rido in the royal carriage, and 
when they reached it, motioned his lordship to enter it first This was done with merely a 
simple buw of assent, and tiie . king afterward said, " Lord Stair u a very well-bred man. kay 
otiier would have delayed me with apologies for pix'cediug me, but my lord went in i< 
once."— U. 

Vol. v.— 2 
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not a word of what I am now about to reveal must ever murmur 
from your lips— or glimpse from your eyes— or pass in shadow along 
that capacious forehead. You must be mum as the grave. 

Ambrose. But then, Mr. Gumey, sir ? 

North. Fear not Gumey. He is hocussed. list! Don't you 
bear him snore I 

Ambrose. For some time past, sir, have I heard that sound, but I 
thought it was the water beginning to run again into the water-pipe 
from the roof after the thaw. 

North. No— 'tis fancy. I have drugged his drink — ^have given 
him a potent posset. After life's fitful fever he sleeps well — ^he 
will extend not his short hand to tell our secret. He awakes not 
till midnight. 

Ambrose. A strange awe comes over me, sir. Bemember, sir, 
that I have a wife and children, and that anytlung very dread- 
ful 

North. Ambrose ! If yon have any tears to shed, prepare to 
weep them now — ^Blackwood's Magazine is the curse of my 

EXISTENCE. 

Ambrose. Alas, and alack-a-day I 

North. " I am acquainted with sad misery, 

As the tanned galley-slave is with his oar!" 

Ambrose. Then is the sun miserable, while man and nature bless 
his orb, as he sheds the seasons over all the variegated earth, from 
his rolling car in heaven. 

North. Seek not, my Ambrose, to veil from my soul, in such daz- 
zling imagery, the sense of its own doom ! 'Tis the great and gra- 
cious law of- nature, that old age should have rest. Like some 
mighty mountain seemingly made of snow, deeper far its hush than 
of any cloud-range that ever breathed the spirit of its stillness far 
and wide over the cerulean sky, and beautified by sunset that seems^ 
to look with love on its stainless sleep, to my imagination, world- 
wearied, and now sore averse to all passion's strife, rises up the fair 
idea of repose ! 

Ambrose {apparently mitch relieved). I too, mr, sometimes delight 
in indulging myself in a dream of retiring from public into private 
life— of purchasing a small 

North. As Wordsworth sublimely says — " To be laid asleep in 
body, and become a living soul !" Quietism, fathomless as the 8ea» 
and as the sea transparent, when it is one with heaven, and ships 
from clouds you know not, so motionless hang they, single or in 
fleets, with shade and sunshine alternately revisiting their idle sails ! 

Ambrose, I have seen such a sight between Leith pier-head and 
Inchkeith, a hundred times, sir : but then I could not have said that* 
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sir, Had I lived a thousand years. Were I struck blind, I should 
gee again listening to your words. They would be to me, sir, like 
fitunbeams. 

North. For such spiritual quietude, nature yearns ''with love and 
longings infinite," as in the evening of life, longer fall the shadows 
from the mountains. 

Ambrose, Sir? 

North, Nay, the soul seeks not — she demands release from the 
bonds of this world's day-darg life ; and, like waves agitated no 
more, she expects all her thoughts to be at least settled down into 
a tideless calm, even like that sweet line of watery light that strews 
with stars the summer shores of the Mediterranean sea. 

Ambrose, I could go to sleep, and dream of the ocean. 

JVorM. " blessed retirement ! Friend of life's decline !" 

Ambrose, What more beautiful place about all the suburbs, sir, 
than Buchanan Lodge. 

North, Oh ! the wisdom of old age, serene as simplicity of child- 
hood ! the light wandering in the west ere yet it fade in darkness ! 
-—as gentle and as gorgeous, too, as in the east the day-spring about 
to run his race in heaven ! 

Ambrose, Pardon me, sir, for not speaking when you stop ; but 1 
hope you will allow me to listen 

North,. Instead of all this, there is that Infernal Magazine, 
THE CURSE OP MY EXISTENCE, idiotically Called monthly, but, in 
truth, an annual, a perennial, a perpetusd, an everlasting, an eter- 
nal CURSE ! 

Ambrose, You make me slmdder, sir — ^indeed, sir, you make me 
shudder. 0, sir, say not another such sentence ; or if you' must, I 
beseech you to say it quickly, for this state of fearful excitation is 
worse than being in a shower-bath with the string in one's hand. 

North, With a long pull, a strong pull, and a pull altogether — ^I 
began in sadness, but I proceed in rage. Maga holds her head too 
high, Mr. Ambrose ; and, would you believe it, has more than once 
had the audacity to cut Christopher. 

Ambrose, Oh ! no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no ! 

North, Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes, yes ! I, her own dearly beloved 
editor — so, in her wheedling fits of hypocritical fondness, she de- 
lights to call me — ^her Kit — ^her Kit-cat — ^her Norry Norry ^have 

been — grasp firm hold of the elbows of your seat, Ambrose — ^A re- 
jEci'ED contributor ! ! ! 

Ambrose, I am sick at heart. (Sinks into a comatose state, be- 
ttreen a swoon and a dwatom.) 

North. The slut solicited me for an opening article to Part Sec- 
ond of this very month, and there she had it — ^in two sheets — The 
Hindu Drama ; as powerful an opening article as ever did honor to 
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the Cock of the North ; when, whew ! she shoyeame and.my article 
adde, for sake of an Irishman, who, with all his blarney, can not 
love her as I have loved her — and {here the old man absolutely shed 
tears) as I will continue to love her, in spite of all her ungrateful 
cruelty, to the last hour of my life* (He sobs.) 

Ambrose (in a state of somnolency). Whruhu?— ^whruhu — ^whrulni 
— whruhu ! 

North. I see — ^I hear that I hare your sympathy, Ambrose. May 
then this right hand, laden as it is with chalk-stones formed by toils 
in her service — ^the ingrate ; yes, may this nght hand wither like a 
shrivelled leaf — ^these lack-lustre eyes, bedhnmed for her sake by 
many a wakeM midnight, the little vision lose that still is left 
within their faded orbs---if e'er again — (oh ! hear me now, ye spirits 
that delight in just revenge !) — if e'er again I waste ink in her cause 
^if e'er 

Ambrose (tvith astonishing energy). Whruhu — ^whruhu — ^whruhu 
—whruhu! 

North. Was that a trumpet ? Such air-bom warnings are not to 
be rashly despised by the soul of man, when, troubled by passion, it 
trembles on the verge of some— perhaps fatal— vow — and may be 
about to sell itself to perdition— to the Enemy ! It may have oeeu 
the voice of my Genius. 

Ambrose. Whruhu — ^whruhu — ^whruhu — ^whruhu! 

North. Well — ^it matters not, if a man's soul be saved*— by what 
instrument — -whether by a snore or a clap of thunder. 

Ambrose (wakings and turning a sleep-drencTied pair of poppey^d 
eyes on North). Whawawharawbraw — ^brr — ^ach ! 

North. A bit of Miss Kissirving's unknown toiigue.* I said toasts 
ink in Maga's service. Now I shelter myself under the double sense 
of that word. I may write — ^Madam — an occasional article for your 
miscellany— but, mind what I now saj—ihe first r^ected article 
shall he the la^t — ^and I will go over in a body to the Edinburgh 
Beview. 

Ambrose {starting up). Beg pardon for not answering the boll 
sooner, sir ; out I have this instant returned with Leezy Lightfoot, 
who is preparing such a board of oysters, sir, as has not been wit- 
nessed in modem Athens since the erection of the pillars of the 
Parthenon. 

North. " Sleep hath her separate world as wide as dreams." 

Ambrose (apparently disabused of his dwavmiing dream). I fear 
that I have sinned beyond hope of forgiveness. 

North, I never dreampt an oyster. Seems it, in sleep, more spir- 
itual in the shell % 

* At this time, there were vRrioui exhibitions of " the unknown tongues" in the Rev. £<i-«rard 
Inring'f Chape], in London.— M. 
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Ambrose. Frodigioos Pandores all ! Meet for the months of 
giants. 

North. Most melancholy must it be to the entranced spirit as it 
j*clapse8 into Traking, to see the magnificent spiritaal oyster of a 
dream dwindling down into the mean material conch, half opening 
its Ups on the way up from ,Preisitonpan»l 

Ainhrasie, Mj dream was twofold, sir. But I shudder to tell its 
other vision. Methought I j heard you toMt nerer more to waste 
ink — 

North. Hush. What an inconsistent and contradictory creature 
is man ! To have iby addresses to Maga rejected once in a twelve- 
month, sends wrath boiling, like a lava-fiood, through my whole 
frame, from head t^ heei--4md yet— thinking of the contributions 
she levies-'-exadts from mei-^-^-almost in the same breath have I called 
her the curse of my existence ! 

Ambrose. She is your lawful wedded wife, sir, and you must 
stick to her, tooth -and naU-UI quote your own words, sir — ^to the 
last. , :■•■• 1 

North. O these printer's devils! Eike urchins on an icen^lide, 
keeping the pie wa/TW, ft*am cock-crow till owl-hoot do they continue 
in unintermitting successionto pour from -the far-off office aown upon 
Moray Place or Buchanan Lodge^ one imp idniost.on the very shoul- 
ders of another^— without a minute devil-free— crying " Copy ! Copy !** 
in every variety of intonation possible in gruff or shrill ; and should 
I chance to drop asleep over an article, wotn down by protracted 
sufferings to mere skin: and bone as you see, till the wick of my 
candle — one to Ihe pound— i-hangs drooping down by the side of the 
melting mutton— -the two i?nnk stories are swarming with them — all 
a-hum! Many, doubtless, die during the year ; but from such im- 
mense numbers they are never miteed, any more than the midges 
you massacre on a iultry summer eve of being eaten alive. Then 
the face and figure of one devil are so like another's-^though people 
who have time to pay particular attention to their personal appear- 
ance — ^which I have not^-*say they are different as sheep — that 
tipsy Thammuz is to me all one witli Bo:wzy Beelzebub ; so that, 
bewildered by that infinite series of small satans, 

"At the close of the day when tl^e hamietis still. 
And mortals the sweets of forgetfulness prove, 
When nought but the torrent is heard on the hill, 
And nought but the nightingale's voice in the grove;" 

I am haunted by the mysterious thought of •* one-in-many," and the 
still more mysterious thought of "many-in-one," each' individual 
devil having the might of a million, and the million having the in- 
tensity of each individual devil, — a state of mind, I assure you^ Mx* 
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Ambrose, which it is not easy for a rational man like yon to ima^e^ 
difficult to describe, and impossible to envy. 

Ambrose, Reverend sir — 

North (eyeing the door with a raised expression). Look — ^look — 
look — ^there they come— through the key-hole ! 

A?nbrose {in superstitious Jear). In spite of the key ! Nay — ^yon 
are frighting me — sir. ( Trying to s-tnile) 

North. One day in the seven--even they — and I too — are at 
peace. 

Ambrose. And one night in every month — 

North. The Noctes AmbrosianflBl — "and thus the year spins 
round." 

Ambrose. Self-tormenting genius loves often to darken its lot by 
the shadow of a thunder-cloud of its own wilful gathering ; but then 
how it exults in the illumination of the lightning ! 

North. Why you electrify me, Ambrose I 

Ambrose. Any power of expression I have, sir — and of course any 
power of feeling or of thought — ^I owe to The Magazine. Till 
Maga mounted the throne, Ambrose may be said to have vegetated ; 
— since that era — ^he has flourished — green all the year round — and 
brightest of all in winter — ^like the laurel. 

North. Ambrose ! I envy the equable current — ^the calm flow — 
of your existence. Then 'tis much for happiness to be an universal 
favorite. 

Ambrose. On that principle, sir, as on every other, I venture again 
to say, that you must be the happiest of men. 

North. The world — ^the poor ignorant deluded world — ^thinks me 
happy ! Happy, forsooth, because I live " in the blaze of my fame !" 
Pitch-black all the while to me is meridian day as the noon of night 
And hideously haunted by phantoms ! 

Ambrose. Oh, dear ! Oh, dear ! Oh, dear ! That I should live to 
hear this, my beloved benefactor ! 

North. Hideously haunted^^because lovely bevond all endurance 
are the pale, silent, beckoning phantoms ! Trackless do they conx^ 
and go in soul-subduing succession, each with its face of sunshine 
soon overcast with clouds, and then dissolving in strange showers 
of tears ! They are the friends of my boyhood — of my youth— of 
my manhood — and sheeted and shrouded all> as if rising from far- 
off and long-forgotten graves ! Gliding away, they disappear ; and 
leave behind them but the troubled memory of the names they once 
bore among the living — ^names overgrown by white moss on the 
simken grave-stones — ^haply in churchyards that are now burial- 
places no more— the very kirk evanished, whose small bell tinkled 
the joyous school-boy to worship on sunny Sabbaths sleeping stilly 
over the green gowany braes ! 
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Amhrose {much qff&'.fed). We have all of us lost Mends, •> ; and, 
if tlie truth were known, sweethearts too — 

North. Ambrose ! To me the living seem the dead — ^the dead 
the living ! The sole realities are ghosts. What, in my eyes, can 
any human being appear, whose birth has been within these last 
forty years? Nothing — less — ^worse than nothing! What can 
they know of Christopher North, now a puny, peevish, bent, de- 
crepit, old gray-headed man ? Once — bear witness ye bold, yci 
bright, and ye beauteous dead — once strong, joyful, straight, as the 
sea-bathed eagle, shooting skyward through the rainbow-fragment 
that gave the calm of beauty to the bosom of the storm ! 

Amhrose. We have all heard, sir, and we all believe, that you 
were once the handsomest young man in Britain — 

North, Seeing is believing — but believing is not seeing ; and the 
eyes that beheld me in my prime, they are all extinguished in death. 
Their orbs dust ! FuiMUS Troes ! In these two words is com- 
prehended a power of pathos that m^ikes existence a burden heavier 
than I can bear. Best — as said the melancholy Euripides — ^never 
to have been bom ! 

Ajnbrose. Surely, sir, you would not have had a world without 
any inhabitants ; or, if the world had had its other inhabitants, and 
yet been obliged to whirl round the sun, without hope of ever hav- 
ing YOU ; why then, indeed, sir, I agree with you, that better it had 
never been created ; but as it isi I confess, for my own part, I look 
cheerfully upon the universe. 

North. Over them I poured the whole power of passion resident 
in my soul. I hoped — I feared — I loved — ^I hated — ^I blessed — I 
ciirsed — I — 

Ambrose, No— no — ^no — sir. You never cursed any mould of 
clay, however mean, that was shapen by the hand of God. 

iW^. Mean! Mighty — ^Ambrose — and magnificent. There were 
giants in those days — ^and then the daughters of earth were like 
denizens of Heaven. With them 

" I strove with weapons made of clay, 
And conquer'd in the world's own way ;" 

with them my soul blended in bliss ineffable — ^while Hate, in . its 
grandeur, was dear to my spirit as in its gentleness was Love. 
But now-a-days, the things called women are but as dolls flun^-; 
scomftilly by adolescents into a comer, discovering them to bo hvX 
smeared wood ; and as for those other moveables, men, they seem 
to me all Cockneys, so far below contempt, as to be safe from thr.f 
crutch which owes it to itself to smite no perishable body uninhab- 
ited by an immortal spirit. 

Ambrose. Sumphs say, sir, you are not suflSciently severe this seaso 
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NartJi, Wait. You have read Homer, Mr. Ambrose ? The Eiad ? 

Ambrose. The Critiques on Sotheby in the Magazine, sir, which I 
feel assured are superior to the onginal.* 

North. To me there is nothing in all the Iliad so affecting as the 
character of Nestor. 

Ambrose, Till I was set right by your matchless critiques, sir, I 
had always imagined that Nestor was a heathen god ; whereas now, 
I find that he was, what is far better, a wise old man like yourself, 
sir, whom the chiefs of his country consulted on all state affairs. 

North. What made you think him a god 1 

Ambrose. Because my grandfather, who was a schoolmaster in 
Yorkshire, called our parrot Nestor— our parrot, sir, that you may 
now hear 

North. I have lost a link, surely, Ambrose, in the chain of your 
reasoning ; for why should that have convinced you that Nestor was 
a heathen god 1 

Ambrose. My grandfather, sir, was a learned man, and had a 
mastiff, sir, whom he called Jupiter. 

North. Oh. But what is the wretch screeching? "List! 
list! if ever thou didst thy grandfather love!" I ask you again, 
sir, what is the wretch screeching ? 

Ambrose [in great confusion and alarm). 'Pon honor — sir — 'pon 
conscience — as I hope to be — 

North. O Ambrose 1 Ambrose ! The enemy is within the gates 1 
But if the Apostle Poll preached such politics, he must be plucked, 
nor one feather left to cover his nakedness. The wretch has grown 
a radical within sound of the Snuggery. With his thick, dry, Indian- 
rubber-like scoop of a tongue, the green goose gutturalizes, " Re- 
form I Reform ! Reform 1" " The Bill I the whole Bill, and nothing 
but the Bill !" I am sorry to find that there is a reaction in favor 
of the measure. How is this, sir ? Mr. Ambrose, how is this ? 

Ambrose. Availing themselves, sir, of my occasional absence from 
home, as a member of various committees on affairs of police, some 
members of the Political Union have insinuated themselves through 
the folding-doors, and sometimes succeeded in establishing them- 
selves unsuspected in the parrot-parlor, Of course, the first thing 
they did was to set all their wits at work to corrupt the principles 
of the creature in the cage, who, I grieve to say it, has committed 
to memory a number of expressions, which, according to the doc- 
trine of constructive treason, might, were he brought to trial 
at the instance of the Right Honorable Francis Jeffrey, Lord 

♦ William Sotheby, nuthor of Homeric translntions, on which Wilson wrote several eloquent 
articles. — He was glanced at by Byroxi, who said, speaking ot the Turkish women- 

•*No bustling Bothorbys have they to show *em — 
That charming passage in the last new Poem."— M. 
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te for Scotland, and convicted, subject him to capital pnn- 

♦ 

I. Not the first parrot that has thus suffer ed^ while his teach- 
e escaped. Ludicrous were it, but that 'twould be most 
,ble, to see the Apostle Poll, as you facetiously call him, 
d for high-treason. Only think of the hangman holding np 
3vered development over the edge of the scaJTold, and crying, 
s the head of a traitor." 

'ose (smiling shvdderingly). At once funny and fearsome, sir. 
L But you must contrive to exclude the Political Unioni8ts.t 
)sperity depends on the respectability of the house. 
'ose. One of my waiters, sir, was so infatuated as, unknown 
56 to me, to become a member of the Union — ^bribed by the 
an office-bearership. 
L What! Sh- David] 
'ose. Oh ! no, no, no, no, sir ! 
L King Pepin ? 

'ose. Oh ! no, no, no, no, no, sir ! 
L Tappitoury? 

^ose. Oh ! no, no, no, no, no, no, sir ; oh no, no ! 
h. The Pech ? 

^ose. Oh ! oh ! oh ! no, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, sir ! Oh I 
no! 

\, Who the devil then ? Mon. Cadet ? 
'osc. Heaven forbid ! You might as soon suspect me, your 
servant, sir, till death, of being President. 'Twas an idle 
'^ou never saw — a sort of boots — 

\. Just so. But I was directing your attention, Ambrose, to 
racter of Nestor in the Iliad. To me his long speech to 
J, on receiving from that most courteous of all heroes a prize 
his former exploits in war and in the Games, is more pa- 
lan the last interview between Hector and Andromache. 
'ose. May I be permitted to say, since you have deigned, 
r to let me be seated, but even to converse with you, sir — a 
e which I humbly hope I have not abused ; and which, were 
;o abuse, might my head shake, and my limbs dwine away 
leral palsy — ^may I venture on the strength of that gracious 
• say, " That in the whole range of inspiration," to borrow a 
l1 phrase from the Magazine, as far as I have travelled 
t, there is not another passage so pathetic as that interview ; 

was promotnd to the office of Lord Advocnte for ScoMand by the Givy ministry, got 
nent, where he introduced the Scottish Reform Bill, und failed im a Hpeaker. lie watf 
to the bench on the first vacancy. — M. 

, Thomas Attwood, who was a banker, in Birmingham, Toundrd the Political Unions, 
ed desizn being to obtain Parliamentary Reform. In a short time, most of the worlc- 
entered this fraternity, and in 1831-2, seriouHly threatened and contemplated marcb< 
london to compd Parliament to pass the Reform tiilL — M. 
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that is to saj, sir, as yon have brought it out into more moomfiil 
light, in your immortal critique on Southey 

North. Sotheby. 

Ambrose, Pardon the lapsus ltngU€B, sir. As a proof how true to 
nature that picture is, as drawn by yourself, sir, and Homer, not for- 
getting Mr. Sotheby, whom I do not remember ever having seen 
here 

North, You will see him here, Brosey, before we all die. 

Ambrose. I shall be proud indeed, sir. As a proof, sir, I may 
mention that it came across me, a£Pecting me even to tears, last time 
I parted with Missus in front of the Black Bull, when about to set 
off for Yorkshire, on the top of the mail-coach. There was Missus, 
with our youngest bairn in her arms. 

North. Astyanax. 

Ambrose. The child's name, sir, is Daniel. 

North. The strength of the city. 

Ambrose I had a far-cap on my head, sir — 

North. I know it. Fox-skin, with the brush brought over ; like a 
helmet with a waving crest. Ambrose in the character of KopveatoXos 

Ambrose. The bairn, sir, frightened at the fur, gave sucli a 
squall — ^ 

North. 

" He spoke, and stretched his arms, and onward prest 
To clasp the child, and fold him to his hreast ; 
The while the child, on whose o*er-dazzled sight 
The cap's bright splendor flashed too fierce a light, 
A.nd the thick fox-hair, as it wavy play*d. 
From the high bonnet cast its sweeping shade ; 
Scared at his father's sight, bent back distressM, 
And, shrieking, sank upon his mother's breast. 
The child's vain fear their bitter wo beguiled. 
And o'er the boy each parent sweetly smiled : 
Then* Ambrose slow the brushy cap unbraced, 
And gently on the ground its terror placed ; 
Then kiss'd, and dandling with his infant play'd. 
And to the gods and Jove devoutly pray'd— 
' Jove ! and ye gods ! vouchsafe that Ambrose' boy. 
Another Ambrose, all surpass in Troy (Edinburgh), 
Iiike me in strength pre-eminently tower. 
And guard the nation with his father's power 1 
Heard be a voice, whene'er the landlord bends. 
Behold the landlord who his sire transcends ; 
And grant, that home returning, charged wiUi oil. 
His mother's smile repay the hero's toil.' " 

Ambrose. What a memory, sir J 

North. " Mutato nomine^ de te 

Fabula narratur,^ 
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Ambrose. " One tonch of nature makes the .whole world kin.** 

North. Shakspere. 

Ambrose. 'Tis a Ime I often see in the Magazine, sir, and I 
always read it with additional delight. I thought it had heen your 
own. 

North. The truth is, that my style is so like Shakspere's, that 'tis 
^ften impossible to know whether some of the fine lines in Maga 

long to the Swan of Avon or the Blackbird of Buchanan Lodge. 

Ambrose. I fear, sir, that I am sitting too long here — but such is 
the witchcraft — ^pardon me if there be any iabuse of that word— of 
your conversation, my honored master, that several times, when T 
have attempted within the last quarter of an hour to rise, it has been 
as if my coat-tails were fastened to the wood of the chair with nails, 
and my breeches glued ■ 

North. Don't crowd too many images together, Ambrose. 'Tis 
the crying sin alike of my own written and oral discourse. The 
same splendida vitia are often apparent in your style ; yet prodi- 
gality is better than poverty, and the most lavish profusion prefer- 
able to a niggardly prudence. 

Ambrose {making violent but fruitless efforts to rise). If I do go, I 
must carry the chair along with me, sir. 

North. You must on no account do that, Ambrose, for I expect 
Mr. Tickler this evening, and he will rage if he miss his free-and- 
easy. You have done me much good, my dear Mr. Ambrose ; and 
that mild pleasant face of yours, 

** The soul, the music breathing from that face," 

charms away the blue devils into their native limbo. 

Ambrose, Should Mr. Tickler see me sitting in his chair, he will 
cei-tainly put me to death. 

North. Shallow critics, Ambrose, have seen in Nestor but the 
personification of garrulous old age— old age wise indeed from expe- 
rience, back-thought being fore-thought — but still interesting, chiefly 
because his garrulity is true to nature, yielding unconsciously to the 
prosiness of dotage. True that he avails himself, of course, of hia 
privileges of uninterrupted and endless discourse. But what colors it 
all with an air of melancholy 1 That not one is alive who witnessed 
his doings in the days of old ! With him now all is but sayings ; 
and though surrounding heroes, in their youth or their prime, heaf 
his words, how languidly must they hsten ! The images of his tri- 
umphs pass before his own eyes alone — and visit not theirs, occupied 
with all their orbs by the glorious pageant. The aged hero, no 
doubt, desires that the living should be persuaded by his tales of 
triumph, that he too was groat in his day, greater than any of them- 
gelves— only less than Achilles. But the impulse that beax^ Vmkv 
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along on the stream of silver speech, is the imagined sympathy of 
the men of might whom his emotion re-embodies and reanimates 
from the dust. He forgets the world on which he stands a hoary 
orator, soothing many asleep. Across the chasm in which lie buried 
two generations, he is borne on the wings of desire and regret, and 
believes himself in his golden prime, victorious in battle against 
chiefs whose sons fell afterward before the gates of Thebes. Speak- 
ing of them, he feels as if speaking in their hearing ; as if the life, 
and the world, in whose brightness his youth rejoiced, had undergone 
no change, were not rolled away from all memories but his into 
oblivion. But the sadness of the decay— of the change — of the 
revolution— comes ever and anon across the old man's soul, and 
brings upon the dream of the past, in which he was all, the melan- 
choly reality of the present, in which he is nothing. For to be 
eloquent and wise, and reverenced for eloquence and wisdom, is 
nothing to him, whose glory was in war, and who had been num- 
bered among the heroes. His speech, therefore, is often addressed — 
not directly, indeed, but in an indescribable earnestness that can 
only be accounted for by its holding communion with the spirit of 
the times gone by — to the heroes coeval with his prime ; sometimes 
it seems to be almost a soliloquy — and in soliloquies, how strangely 
are we separated by passionate imagination into two selves ! — and 
then again, it is so shaped as to gain credence from the living, whose 
sympathies, faint and dull as they must needs be, are yearned for, 
because they are human, and because their expression, though but 
in the silence of the listening eye — and the eye does listen along 
with the ear — reminds him of the flashes and of the shouts that 
hailed his victories of old, when Nestor was as young and as invin- 
cible as now is the son of Thetis. 

Ambrose. Very fine — ^very fine, sir. I remember, sir, once being 
in a mist on the moor, a kind of glimmering golden mist, sir, that 
kept opening and shutting, showing me now bright breadths of 
rocky heather, now the blue glimpses of sky ; and more frequently 
what at first I knew not to be the tops of mountains — ^for at first 
they scarcely seemed to be stationary, but became, as I gazed, fixed 
as fate. Sir, you will pardon me, sir. 

North. My conversation likened by Ambrose to a Scotch mist. 
My tablets ! ( Writes in his note-book,) 

Ambrose. It is impossible, sir, for me to express my delight in 
seeing you restored to your wonted cheerfulness, my honored patron. 
These clouds will — 

North. Sometimes they blot the sun from the day, till life is like 
death, and then comes despair. Sometimes they but deform the 
sky, and then I see sights of pain or sorrow. Often do they melt 
over the atmosphere, till it is all an obscure dim haze to my old 
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eyes, Ambrose, and Christoplier then is II Penseroso — ^you might 
take him for the author of Burton's Anatomy of Melancholy* — ^nor 
are such moods undelightful — ^for then it is that he is most musical, 
and chirps, at least, like a sparrow, plaintive in the night-eves, if 
he singeth not hke a very nightingale. But on those bold bright 
breezy days, when the sun burns like a globe of fire, yet consumes 
not the asbestos clouds that go sailing unharmed across the furnace 
— ^then it is, ! St. Ambrose, that, stretched beneath " the umbra- 
geous multitude of boughs," and eyeing through the " loop-holes of 
retreat," the far-withdrawing vale bedropt with cottages, single 
although not solitary, and round the knoll the parish church hang- 
ing, roof over roof, in one harmonious cluster — ^then it is that through 
these shrivelled veins of ours, the glad pulsations again begin to 
play, that, fifty years ago, were familiar to all our frame, and so 
inspired it with conscious energy, that matter was felt one with 
spirit, and the delightful union to be indeed life — then, as if bom 
again — ^Ambrose — ay, even like a serpent shedding the scurf, and 
glorying in the burnished beauty of a new skin, that startles the 
meek-eyed flowrets that pass their days in shady places, far within 
the woods — ay ! then it is — " the aged harper's soul awakes," and 
gives vent on the spot to a leading article. 

" Wherewith all Europe rings from sitlo to su]c !" 
{Loud clanking noise heard coming along the corridor,) 

Ambrose {starting up), Mr. Tickler ! Mr. Tickler ! These are 
Southside's cuddy -heels — ^beg pardon, sir — the iron crescents of his 
Wellingtons. I must be off. First, Timothy, you know, is proud 
as Lucifer. What am I saying — ^what am 1 saving 1 — God bless 
you, my dear friend, my — ^my — forgive me — but your honor's con- 
descension this night shall never be erased from my memor/ — 
Spirittis dum hos regit arttis. 

North, Poo — poo — bad prosody, Picardy. Vanish. 

{Exit Picardy, toith a napkin in his handy crestfallen into his 
customary manner as **m>ine host,'* and re-enters, bomng) 

Tickler. Suaviter in modo, Jbrtiter in re. That's the motto of 
St. Ambrose's, isn't it, my boy ] 

Ambrose, Yes, Mr. Tickler— just so, sir — of our branch — South- 
side {Susurrans), 

Tickler, Ah ! thou courtier. Have you provided relays of waitora 
for the oysters ? 

Ambrose, All harnessed, sir. 

Tickler, Listen to me, Ambrose, with all the faculties of your soul. 
Imprimis, Let there be relays for — stews. 

* Byron repeatedly raid that Burton's Anatomy of Melancholy was the bonk out of which n man 
night easily puM off fur on excellent scholar, so rich U it in clasdic lore. — AL 
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Ambrose. How many, sir 1 

Tickler, Six. In rebu^ secundis — scallops. 

Ambrose, Six relays ? 

Tickler, Six relays, and let missus — ^my love to her — " be nothing 
if not critical" in her collection of shells. 

Ambrose, How would you wish, sir, to have the raws ? 

Tickler, You must establish the raws all at once on the board (if 
boards. I forget its dimensions. 

Ambrose, Nine feet by nine, 8u\ 

Tickler, Eighty-one. Leave a moderate fringe of unoystered 
timber, which strew with rizzars,* interspersed at intervals, yet not 
' like angels visits, few and far between," chiefly indeed for effect, 
for 'tis rarely indeed that either North (ha ! North ! how are you, 
my old cock ]) or I eat much fin after shell-fish. 

North, Rarely, indeed. How are you, Timothy ? 

Tickler, Barely, indeed. Just come from hearing the Bohemian 
Chatterers. 

North, They have been accused of being Whitechapel Jews. 

Tickler, I aid not, to my knowledge, deliver their mothers, nor 
have I even seen the certificates of their baptism in Bohemia. Per- 
haps they are natives of that Bohemia celebrated by Shakspere^ 
and come from one of its seaports. Jews or Gentiles, Christians or 
Heathens, they are extraordinary singers. Kit — and all the four have 
admirable voices. They chirp and chant in perfect unison — ^bird or 
bard-like — and he who says they^^do not keep both tune and time 
must be no harmonist. Some of their native aii-s are beautiful — and 
tJiey sing them like natives — • — 

North, Not oysters. 

Tifjkler, Don't be silly. There is no humor in mere nonsense. 

North, I'm told the Basso Relievo roars like a Bull of Bashan. 

Tickler, Don't be silly. I tell you again there is no humor in 
mere nonsense. The Basso Relievo, as you idiotically call him, 
does not roar like a Bull of Bashan. Next to my own he has the 
profoundest bass heard in pubhc since Baii;leman.t 

North, How low can he reach? 

Tickler, O. I go to Z. You will be amazed. North, with what 
I am now going to tell you, my old buck. By a douceur I induced 
the Bohemians to let me join them in a quintette — the finale. 

North, Coram Pop 1 

Tickler, Pro bono Pub, Of course I put on the national dress* 

North, The kilt? 

* Wzzrtr*— ball-dried and half-salted fiah.— M. 

\ The Bohemian singers were by no means entitled to thn praise h»Me givpn them. Theijr 
rbit'f merit was their natural simplicity of style.— Jnmes Bai tinman, ai>oveniKiitioned, was, in his 
d y, the first bass-singer in England. Either by nHturnl coiistruciiun <>t his vocal organs, or by 
rfl.-idoous practice, he had obtained the power (most nnusnnl tor a ba^^s) of sinirinif. and even 
ot >>olding the G of the second line of the treble clef in hia chest voice, lie died in 1831.— M 
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Tickler. Don't be silly, you old dolt. The Boliemian garb- 
green — like sharpshooter's nnifonn — belted round the waifit — and 
broad-brimmed hat with plume of feathers. I gave my face a touch 
of varnish 

North, Which Ambrose uses for his top-boots 

Tickler. No— for his mahogany tables. It brought out the brown 
most outlandishly, and I frowned like Pharaoh. I pulled a pair of 
whiskers, and ditto of mustaches out of an old chair in the vestibule, 
whose bottom was rather ragged ; and thus equipped I advanced to 
the rail, and bowing gi-acefully, with my hand on my heart, I ad- 
dressed the audience in choice Bohemian, to the effect that I was 
the fifth brother of the most musical family in the universe, that I 
sang with " most miraculous organ," and had that morning amved 
from Madeira, at which 1 had touched on my voyage from the me- 
tropolitan port of Bohemia, on account of a galloping consumption, 
by the air of that climate reduced to a walk, or rather a stand-still, 
originally, I believed, brought on by endeavoring to go below zero. 
This address, you may easily believe, was received with the most 
uproarious applause, and I took my place at the right of 

No7th. The Bull of Bashan. 

Tickler, My brother was evidently jealous — indeed he bore me 
an old grudge — so at least the people seemed to think, who were 
inclined at one point of our contest to hiss him, but by putting my 
finger to my nose, I prevented that ungentlemanlike and unladylike 
mode of disapprobation. • 

North, By that most gentlemanly and ladylike mode of preven- 
tion — Hookey Walker ! 

Tickler, Well, my dear North — he drops down along the gamut, 
just as you may have seen in a gymnasium a strong-arme^ scholar 
descending a ladder by his hands, till he comes to K, where ho 
thought he liad me fast as in a vice. Poo — whoo ! I came down 
waveringly, careeringly, and flourishingly, just as you have seen a 
lark from sky to fuiTOW, without expanding my breast, or starting a 
single vein in my throat that towered white as snow from my shirt- 
collar, well flung back over my gawcy shoulders, from A to K ; 
and dwelling upon the note with that proud reliance on my powers 
which gives assurance to the most timid of auditors that they are 
listening to a mighty master, without growing in the slightest de- 
gree black in the face, but simply showing such slight flush, or tinge 
on my cheek as the rose reveals within its inner leaf, while the 
zephyr turns it up to the light with the loss of its dew-drops, I chal- 
lenged my brother with the tail of my eye, to L, M, N, 0, succes- 
sively, and successively ; but there, my dear North, there he stuck 
fast in O, as a " pig in a gate," at his last grunt, I then began, 
Uke a wise man, to mind my P's and Q's ; and one peal, or rather 
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succession of peals, after anotlier, had they been understood, would 
liave told the crowds of people on the street, in front of the Assem- 
bly-Rooms, listening in wonder, as tliey thought, to the mysterious 
voice of the building, that the best of all Bohemians was on my way 
down from A to Z, which no sooner had my voice reached, that is 
to say, as soon as I thought it no longer safe for the audience to bo 
kept at zero, then up went my voice in retrograde exultation — tho 
expression is hardly accurate — till it reached the point A, where 
we — my brother and I — had started ; at which point, what could 
satisfy the inspiration of my soul but to challenge the contr*alto, to 
terrify the treble, North, and to leave even tenor on his way, pant- 
ing far behind like a broken-winded bogtrotter 1 Suffice it to say, 
that I did so — I ran up in that direction even higher, proportionally, 
than I had run down in the other ; and if, in my first triumph, the 
power of my voice was like that of a lion laying his jaws to the 
dust, to disturb the desert quaking through Sahara to the roar-growl 
that silences the hum of the caravan, even as it first catches sight 
of the wheels beneath the palmy shade ; so, in my second, 'twas in 
its silver chiming, clear as that of the bell-bird at morning or even- 
ing gloaming, listened to with delight by Waterton the Wanderer, 
in the wilds of Demarara,* while miles distant from the magician 
singing his roundelay from the top of living tower heaved over some 
cathedral-wood. 

North, I give in — and shall speak truth during the rest of the 
evening. 

Tickler, If so, I am off. I did not come here to hear you speak 
truth during the rest of the evening. You do not speak truth well. 
North ; at the same time, I do not deny that you may possess veiy 
considerable natural powers of veracity^-of truth-telling ; but then, 
you have not cultivated them, having been too much occupied with 
the ordinary affairs of life. Truthiness is a habit, like every other 
virtue. There I hold by the Peripatetics. How unreasonable then 
■ — ^how presumptuous in you, to announce an intention of speaking 
tmth during the rest of an evening scarcely yet begun — ^for 'tis but 
ten o'clock — ^you who have retired from practice, I may say, for 
nearly half a century 1 For shame. North — foi shame ! 

North {chuckling — as is his wont, when hard pressed with gfggery). 
South side, by study of which of the fine arts, thinkest thou, the am- 
ateur is most speedily reduced to an idiot ? 

Tickler, Not easy to decide. I am tempted to say — ^music. 

Noi'th, So am I. Your true musician is a jewel — ^your pretender 

Easte. But among amateurs — and of these alone I now speak— 
ow few true musicians — how many pretenders ! 

* Charles Waterton, traveller and natui-alist, whose great exploit whs riding a caymHD in tho 
West Indies I— M. 
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Tickler. Pretenders, but not impostors. Pretence is easy — impo- 
sition difficult — in music it requires at least — an ear. By the by, 
North, do you know the cause of what is called the want of a nan- 
Bical ear? 

Narth, No. 

Tickler, Then I'll tell you. Every man has two ears 

North. Indeed! 

Tickler. And if it should so happen — which it not unfrequently 
(!oes — that the one ear is finer — or coarser let me rather say — 
than the other — the two together make sad work of it — and on 
their tympanums there can be no concord. 

North. Ay ? But supposing the wretch in question has a musical 
ear, so far as to be in that respect on the ordinary level of human- 
ity, and becomes an amateur. By the time he plays upon the fiddle 
with half the taste and quarter the execution of the common run of 
blind cat-gut-scrapers at penny-weddings, he presumes to find fault 
with Finlay Dun ! He leads a concerto, perpetrated by a gang of 
murderous amateurs in a private parlor — and thenceforth expresses 
a poor opinion of Paganini ! 

Tickler. Catalani squalled — Pasta yelled — Sontag shneked — and 
Wood squeals.* He lays down the law 

Ncyrth. The Fa La. 

Tickler, And while a vast audience entranced in delight, are still 
as death, he purses up his small disgusting round hole of a mouth, 
wrinkles his hairless eyebrows, perks his captious ears contemptu 
ously towards the orchestra, and at the close of the strain divine, 
from lip or string, cheeps "Poor! poor! poor!'* though St. Cecilia 
herself seemed to sing, and to harp Apollo. 

North. Equally loathsome is your amateur in painting and in 
sculpture. Nothing makes even the most distant approach to his 
heau ideal. He is discontented with even Wilkie's portrait of our 
late noble King. Yet 'tis equal to the best of Vandyke's 

Tickler. Though nothing similar — either in conception or execu- 
tion. No more glorious Highland chieftain ever trod the heather. 
Gazing on him, you feel the lines of Campbell, 

** Where the hunter of deer and the wanior trod. 
To his hills that encircle the sea." 

The harmony of the coloring is perfect — so is the drawing — and the 
attitude is regal. There he stands, 

" All plaided and plumed in his tartan orray ;" 

** every inch a king." The amateur lisps " *Tis too efiPeminato" — 

* Finlny Dun, the best violinist of his time in Edinburgh.— Nicolo ragnuini, who made the in- 
■tniment all but speak. — Catalani and Pasta, successively Quenns of Sung. — Sontae, who eingf 
almost as well in 1854 as I have heard her in 1828. — Joseph Wood, the tenor, and husband to 
Mary Anne Paton.— M. 

Vol. v.— 3 



24 . NOCTES AMBROSIAN^. 

having no idea of a hand but a bnncli of brawn, or of a foot but a 
brogueful of muscle. Graceful, elegant, magnificent ! 

North. Chantrey's statue is distinguished by dignity and gran- 
deur. With what natural and habitual grace the King holds his 
left arm across his breast, supporting the folds of drapeiy — and on 
the right how lightly leans the sceptre ! The advanced right leg 
and thigh is majestic and commanding, and the whole figure that of 
a monarch standing proudly before the gaze of his loyal subjects in 
the metropolis of his happy dominions. The head crowns that bold 
broad bust with an air of empire — and from shoulder to heel, the 
robes have that wavy flow well becoming the princely wearer, easy 
in his state, and unencumbered by its pomp, as if 'twere the garb of 
his daily life. 

Tickler, Chantrey in a bumper.* {Looks all over the Circular in 
amazement) Where's the wine ? 

North, I am a member of the Temperance Society. 

Tickler, So am I — ^but not of the Abstinence. A man, surely, 
may drink a few glasses, without nmning the risk of swallowing a 
couple of bottles ? 

North, Not without running the risk. At least you will allow 
Timothy, that there is less danger of swallowing a couple of bottles 
if you have no bottles to swallow. 

Tickler {ringing the hell violently). Enter, Ambrose. 

iVw^. The Raws ! {Exit Amero^i^.) 

Tickler, Ambrose — Ambrose — hollo— you deaf devil — a riddle of 
claret ! 

North, You may as well shont upon the wind, in a calm night. 
You may have a pot of porter, or two— but neither wine nor spirits 
shall wet your wizen this night. Tickler. Remember, I am— by 
agreement — ^Lord Paramount of this Noctes — there — read the 

RECORD.t 

TickJ^er, I wonder what this wicked world will come to at last I 
The Noctes Ambrosianse converted into a monthly meeting of the 
Temperance — the Abstinence Society ! 

{Enter Picardy, Mon. Cadet, King Pepin, Sir David Gam^ 

Tappytoury, the Pech, and the Novice, hearing on their 

heads the Board of hoards.) 

North, Behold the Procession introductory to the Feast of Shells! 

Tickler, They stagger not, neither do they faint in their courses. 

Ambrose, IS.sltl Make ready ! Lower! Deposit! 

( The household deposit the Board of hoanh on the Circular, 
It creaks,) 

• Wilkie'8 own biographer admits that the full-length of Georffe IV., in Highland costume, 
U'RS not successfiil. Chantiey, who whs the host biist-maluT in Eiiulaiid, was more suoccsafui 
*'ith the king's statue, erected in Ech'nhui-gh.— M. 

t A rcligioi^s paper, edited with ability, ou tlic Low Cliurch side, and published in London,— M. 
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North, " Flowers of all hues, and without thorn the rose !" 

Tickler, Have you numbered the city ? 

Ambrose, A gi*oss and a half, sir ; Mr. North bid me leave a broad 
border, sir. 

{Exit PiCAHDY, smnging his tail likf" a lion rampant) 

Tickler. O you sucking turkey ! Yes — sweet are the shells. 
How sappy. Kit, the sea-juice ! 

North, Mm — Mm — ^Mm — ^Mm — ^Mm ! 

Tickler. Intense power of palate. 

North, Verra. 

Tickler, Two dozen in two minutes. One— eveiy ^yq seconds — 
or thereabouts. Twelve minutes — ^at that rate — to the gross ! 

North.Jyon'i — ^Mm — ^Mm — mind — ^me— Tickler — eat — Mm — Mm 
Mm — Mm — away — ^Tim. 

Tickler, Mm — ^Mm — Mm — {he lays down his watch on the Board 
of hoards) 

North, The porter. Hark you, my dear Tickler — {draifu the 
junior silver tankard.) Did you hear my ears crack ? Now I'll 
ang you an appropriate song — 

STANZAS TO MUSIC. 

Whkrb are thy fountains, music, where the deep mystenous tide 
That rolls through all creation^s bounds its restless waters wide 7 
Though art may wake its dulcet stmins, and bid the soul rejoice, 
They're but the feeble mimicry of Nature's mightier voice. 

There is a spell of harmony that reigns o'er earth and sky, 

And tones to one accordant strain the universe on high ; 

With songs the glittering host of Heaven awake the dawning light. 

And pour their choral melody on the listening ear of night. 

Oh ! Nature hath a thousand songs — a thousand varied lays, 

Thar send to Heaven's etenial throne the harmonious stniin of praise; 

The murmuring streams — the whispering woods — have each their own bright soofCy 

And the mighty ocean proudly rolls in melody along. 

There's music on the breath of eve, when, fading in the west, 
The summer sun adorns the skies with bright and gorgeous vest— 
The rustling boughs — the dying breeze— the soft and whispering rill, 
And the voice of plaintive nightingales that echofs from the hill ! 

There's music in the glorious mom, when, waking from repose. 
All nature starts to light and life, and earth all brightly glows ; 
Oh ! sweetly on the gentle breeze those cheerful muimurs flow— 
The lark's sweet matin song above — the waterfall below ! 

Nor less when all is dark, and clouds the angry skies deform- 
There is a tone of music in the wildness of the storm, 
The thunder's diapason voice, the wind's tumultuous song, 
And ocean waves, that, with deep bass, the choral strain prolong ! 

But yet, oh .' sweeter far than these — kind feelings power con call 
A music from the heart of man more lovely yet than all ; 
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Though Nature sings her thousand songs on earth and Hoavei above. 
There's nought like that sweet voice within — the harmoniuus strain of Lovo ! 

Yes, minstrel, wake the impassiouM lyre, invoke the heavenly Nine, 
The heart can tune its passions yet to sweeter lays than thine. 
Thy notes are but the semblance faint — that speak, with mimic art, 
Anection, fiiendship, love, and all the concord of the heart ! 

Tickler, "A childish treble!" 

North, I am not one of the Bohemian chatterers. Yet at a sim- 
ple lilt 

Tickler. You do trill like the lintie on the thorn. Allow me, sir, 
to repay the pleasure you have now impai-ted, with — ^the last oysters. 
Open your gab. 

(North opens hi^ gab, and Tickler plops in the last of all his 
race.) 

North. These civilities touch ! 

Tickler. *Twas but a — ^beard. Such is the selfishness of tfee most 
generous, that the last oyster is. little more than a name. 

North, Tip us a stave, Tim. 

Tickler, I will. You know Beranger's Roger Bontemps. 

Nwth, I do well. 

TuMer, Mutatis mutandis. 



ROGER GOODFELLOW. 

A SONG. 

To be sung to all sorry rascals. 



1. 



Small sii*s, so melancholy 

In patriotic wo,— 
To cure your carking folly 

Comes Roger Good fellow ; 
To live as best it list him. 

To scorn who does not so^ 
Ha, ha, this is the system 

Of Roger Goodfellow. 

2. 

At iield the earliest whistling ; 

At kirk the doucest seen ; 
On holidays a-wrestling 

The stoutest on the green ; 
Thus on in frank enjoyment 

And grateful glee to go — 
Ha, ha, 'tis the employment 

Of Roger Goodfellow. 



Round Roger's cabin dangle. 
From curious cai'ved pins. 

Ail wonders of the angle, 
All mysteries of gins ; 



While in his cupboard niche, is 

A pewter pot or so — 
Ha, ha, these are the riches 

Of Roger Goodfellow. 

4. 
To know the wind and weather 

Will make the salmon spring; 
To know the spot of heather 

That hides the strongest wing ; 
To tell the moon's compliance 

With hail, rain, wind, and snow— 
Ha, ha, this is the srience 

Of Roger Goodfellow. 

6. 

For wine to think nought of it. 

With jolly good ale when lined; 
Nor ma'am my lady covet. 

So housewift; Joan be kind; 
While of each old state-housewife, he 

Doth nothing ask to know— 
Ha, ha, 'tis the philosophy 

Of Roger Goodfellow 
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6. n. 

To say, " O mighty Maker, H(», ho, ye wheezing whiners; 

I bless thee, that them here Ye kill-joys of the land I 

Hast made me thus partaker State-malady-diviiiers ; 

Of love and lusty cheer : Yam-spinners out of sand ! 

As older still, oh, goyer, On common-sense who'd trample, 

And jollier may I grow"— And lay religion low; 

Ha, *lis a worthy prayer For God's sake take example 

Of Roger Goodfellow. By Roger Goodfellow.* 

North, Thank you, sir, you have outdone the Frenchman! 
Heavens ! Tickler, what a burst of literature there will be after 
the burial of the Reform Bill !t All the genius of the land has 
been bottled up for a year and more — and must be in a state of 
strong fermentation. Soon as the pressure has been removed by the 
purification of the atmosphere, the corks will fly up into the clouds, 
and the pent-up spirit effervesce in biilliant aspiration. 

Tickler, Not poetry. " The wine of life is on the lees," in that 
department. We must wait for the vintage. 

North, All the great schools seem effete. In the mystery of 
nature, the number of births by each mind is limited — and we must 
wait for fresh producers, Scott, Wordsworth, Southey, Coleridge- 
all the sacred band — ^have done their best — their all — but on the 
horizon I see not the far-off coming light of the foreheads of a new 
generation of poets. That dawn will rise over our graves — per- 
haps not till the forlorn " hio jacef* on our tombstones is in green 
obliteration. The era has been glorious — ^that includes Cowper and 
Wordsworth, Bums and Byron. From what region of man's spirit 
shall break a new day-spring of song? The poetry of that long 
era is instinct with passion — and, above all, with the love of nature. 
I know not from what fresh fountains the waters may now flow— 
nor can I imagine what hand may unlock them, and lead them on 
their mazy wanderings over the still beautified flowers and herbage 
of the daedal earth — ^the world of sense and of soul. The future is 
all darkness. 

Tickler, Mighty fine. But how should you ! In that case you 
were the very poet whose advent has not yet been predicted — and 
which may not be haply for a hundred years. Are there no yonn- 
kers? 

North, A few — but equivocal. I have good hopes of Alfred 
Tennyson. But the Cockneys are doing what they may to spoil 
him — and if he suffers them to put their birdlime on his feet, ho 
will stick all the days of his life on hedgerows, or leap fluttering 
about the bushes. I should be sorry for it — for though his wings 
are far from being full-fledged, they promise now well in the pinions 

* This translation wns by Dr. Mnginn. — M. 

1 There was h birth, nut a burial ; a few months later Ihe three Reform Bills became the la^ 
oftheland.-^M. 
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— and I should not be surprised to see him yet a sky-soarer. ffia 
" Golden Days of good Haroun Alraschid" are extremely beautiful. 
There is feeling — and fancy — in his Oriana. He has a fine ear for 
melody and harmony too — and rare and rich glimpses of unagina- 
tion, He has — genius. 

Tickler. Affectations. 

North. Too many. But I admire Alfred — and hope — nay trust 
— that one day he will prove himself a poet. If he do not — then 
am I no prophet.* 

Tickler. I love L. E. L. 

North. So do I— and being old gentlemen, we may blamelessly 
make the public our confidante. There is a passionate jmrity in all 
her feelings that endears to me both her human and poeticaJ. char- 
acter. She is a true enthusiast. Her affections overflow the 
imagery her fancy lavishes on all the subjects of her song, and 
color it all with a rich and tender light which makes even confusion 
beautiful, gives a glowing charm even to indistinct conception, and 
when the thoughts themselves are full-formed and substantial, which 
they often are, brings them prominently out upon the eye of the 
soul in flashes that startle us into sudden admiration. The oi-iginal- 
ity of her genius, methinks, is conspicuous in the choice of its sub- 
jects — they are unborrowed — and in her least successftil poems — 
as wholes— there is no dearth of poetry. Her execution has not 
the consummate elegance and grace of Felicia Hemans — but she is 
very young, and becoming eveiy year she lives more mistress of 
her art — and has chiefly to learn now how to use her treasures, 
which, profuse as she has been, are in abundant store ; and, in good 
truth, the fair and happy being has a fertile im«agination, — the soil 
of her soul, if allowed to lie fallow for one sunny summer, would, 
I predict, yield a still richer and more glorious harvest. I lovo 
Miss Landon — for in her genius does the work of duty — the union 
of the two is " beautiful exceedingly" — and virtue is its own reward; 
far beyond the highest meed of praise ever bestowed by critic— 
though round her fair forehead is already wreath e*d the immortal 
laurel. 

Tickler. Her novel is brilliant. j 

North. Throughout. | 

" This morning gives us promise of a glorious day.'* "" 

You admire good Latin verses, Tickler ! Here are some — by that 
accomplished scholar, the Rev. G. J. A. Drake, who is willing they 

* Alfred Tennyson, now Poet Lnnn»nt>», has fnlfill^d the prediction. — Of the others nnmed here^ 
L. E. L. (Miss Landon, aftHrwnrds Mrs. M'Lran), died in Afiica, in 1838. ju-t as her poetry was 
acquiring a depth and power it had not posse-'Pejl b««forn. L E. L.'s tiiVt novel was " Romance 
ana Reality." Mrs. Hemnns, too (who died in 1835). fhowed the poetic strength more truly in her 
katterdayi of illness than when she mjuycd health and the capacity fur enjoying lite. — iL 
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ihonld appear m our pages, in whicli are sometimes set a few raro 
classical gems. 'Tis thus he does honor to the Hemans. Let me 
recite the lovelj original — 

THE FREB'D BIRD» 
BT MRS. HEMANS. 

Return, return, my bird ! 

I have dressM thy cage with flowen* 
*Ti8 lovely as a violet bank 

In the heart of forest bowers. 

"I am free, I am free, I return no more i 
The weary time of the cage is o'er ! 
Through the rolling clouds I can soar on high, 
The sky is around me, the blue, bright sky ! 

" The hills lie beneath me, spread far and clear, 
With their glowing heath-flowers and bounding deer| 
I see the waves flash on the sunny shore-— 
I am free, I am free — I return no more '" 

Alas, alas, my bird ! 

Why seek'st thou to be free 7 
Wer*t thou not blest in thy little bower, 

When thy song breathed nought but glee? 

" Did my song of the summer breathe nought but glee t 
Did the voice of the captive seem sweet to thee T 
~-0 ! hadst thou known its deep meaning well, 
It had tales of a burning heart to tell ! 

** From a dream of the forest that music sprang. 
Through its notes the peal of a torrent i-ang ; 
And its dying fall, when it soothM thee best, 
Sigh'd for wild flowers and a leafy nest/' 

Was it with thee thiw; my bird ? 

Yet thine eye flushM clear and bright! 
I have seen the glance of sudden joy 

Jn its quick and dewy light. 

" It flash'd with the fire of a tameless race. 
With the soul of the wild wood, my native place ! 
With the spirit that panted through heaven to soar-- 
Woo me not bock — I return no more ! 

"My home is high, amidst rocking trees, 
My kindred things are the star and the breeza 
And the fount uncheck'd in its lonely play. 
And the odors that wander afar away !" 

Farewell, farewell, then, bird ! 

1 have call'd on spirits gone, 
And it may be they joy'd like thee to part. 

Like thee, that wert oil my own > 
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" If they were captives, and pined like me, 
Though love may guard them, they joyM to be free ! 
They sprang from the earth with a burst of power, 
To die strength of their wings, to their triumph's hoiir ' 

" Call them not back when the chain U riven. 
When the way of tlie pinion is all through heaven ! 
Farewell ! — VVith my song through the clouds I soar, 
I pierce the blue skies — I am earth's no more !" 



CARMEN LATINE REDDITDM. 

Jam redi, dilecta Avis, ad puellam 
Flore quee multo decoravit aulam 
Dulcd frondosse ut violis olentem 
Abdita silvse. 

Libera ego ! non unquam ad te captiva redibot* 
Fessaque praeteriit carceris hora mihi. 

Nubila per liquidi sublimis deferor al2 — 
^there cingor ovans — sethere cseruleo ! 

Despiciam longd subsparsa cacumina, gaudet 
Cervus ubi croceis luxuriare jugis : 

Despiciam aprici quAm candet fluctus arenfi: 
Libera sum ! reditus immemor astra peto ! 

Hei mihi 1 dilecta Avis, ah I vagari 
Quis tibi suasit? luerat cubile 
Nonne pergratum, melos ut dedisti 

Nil nisi Isetum 7 

Lsetum ego visa tibi perfundere tempore carmen 
^stivo 7 aut captae vox tibi Iseta fuit 7 

Si tantum audieras, etiam graviora referri, 
Quantus inest cordi carminibusque dolor ! 

Ingemu^re modis absentis somnia silvae ; 

Et melos irrueret more mentis aquas ; 
Te quoque cum raulcens, leni expimverat aurfi, 

Fronde torum cecini floriferumque nemus. 

Me fefellisti, mea Avis 7 nitore 
Usque perclaros oculos repentd 
Gaudii, rore ut liquido, micare 

Lumine vidi ! 
Indomitss micudre superbo lumine gentis— - 

Silvae animS indomitae, silvae ubi nata fui ! 

Per spatia ampla poli cupidissima solvere pcnnos- 

Carpere, non unquam restituenda, viani ! 



* I'he fault of nearly all Latin translations of English verse is their giving only the idea and 

V?o" is but 
, , _ itmgham, 

Dr Maginn, and Father Prout (Francis Muhoney), have endeavored, and lusuully with success, to 
give an equivalent for every word of the original. — M, 



* The lauic oi neariy an Liaan iransiaiions oi Angiisn verse is ineir giving oniy toe taa 
neglecting the peculiar turn of expression. Thus, in the first verse here. "Jam redi" doe 
convey the plaintive iteration of " Ketum. return ;'♦ and in the second, the •• Libera ego" i 
a weak reflection of the joyous " I am free, I am free," of the original. Archdeacon Witmg 
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Est domus arboreee nutanti in vertice frondis, 

Sunt germana anima? sidus et aura it.sih; 
Fonsque procul aoU qui ludere gaudet areni-^ 

Undique qui circk dulc5 Tagatur odor. 

Jam vale, dilecta Avis ! evocavi 
Forsitan Isetos comites abire, 
Te velut, sperans retinere amoris 

Vincula cordi. 

Languida si mecum membra et captiva trahebant 

Quamvis Amor custos— -desit Amoris opus. 
LeetitiE exiliunt vinclis, tcrrasque relinquunt, 

Viribus alatis, lo triumphe ! canunt. 

Nee revoca sublata — novam nee finge catenam 

Per spatium ea^Ii earpit ut ala viam. 
Jamque vale — aseendo per nubila earniine gaudens, 
, iEtheris hie subco caerula — Terra, vale! 

Tickler, Worthy of Tibullus, or — ^Vincent Bourne.* 

North, Great things remain to be said and sung, Timothy, of the 
Bea. 

Tickler, Before the reading public be sea-sick. 

North, A mighty Marine Poem is a desideratum in the literature 
of the world. 

Tickler, Do you mean a long poem by a marine ? and if so, foot 
or horse marine ? 

North, Don't be silly, Tickler. There is no humor in mere 
nonsense. 

Tickler, Plagiary ! 

North, Falconer's Shipwreck is a most ingenious performance— 
and affecting, not only in itself, there being in it not a few passages 
of the simplest human pathetic, but for the sake of the seaman who 
composed it on many a midnight watch, and perished in the Apollo 
frigate, when she went down with all her crew, " far, far at sea." 
Yet 'tis little read, I suspect ; and has inspired no kindred but supe- 
rior strain, though more than half a century 

Tickler, Seamen have seldom time to write long poems. Kit ; 
and then their education is what it ought to be, practical, not 
poetical 

North. Their whole life is poetry, Timothy 

Tickler, Interspersed with some severe prose, Kit, as you would 
know, my man, had you ever been at the mast-head on a look-out 
for a lee-shore in a squally day when the master had lost his reckon- 
ing — and . 

North, Hold your tongue. You are murdering the King's Eng- 

* ThfS Latin poetry of Vincent Bourne (who was oub-mnster of Westminster school, mora 
than a centary ago,) is remarkable for its singular purity and elegance. — M. 
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lish. If our William were to overhear you, or Basil Hall, or Mar- 
ryat, or Glascock,* you would get "a dozen," you land- lubber, for 
your lingo, which is about as like the true sea-tongue, Timothy, as 
the paw of a tortoise-shell cat like that of a white bear. 

Tickler, The technical language of no art should ever be admit- 
ted into poetry. 

North, Sumph ! How else could a poet show a ship sailing on 
whitey-brown paper, as on the blue-green sea ? 

Tickler, By flashing her into life and motion by the creative 
energy of general tei-ms. 

North, Good, my dear Tickler. Much may be so done — ^witness 
Campbell's glorious Mariners of England. And indeed a ship is, in 
the imagination of the merest squab, a thing so majestical, that she 
is like the devil himself— only speak of her and she appears. 

Tickler, Good, my dear Kit. I owe you one. 

North, But what then ? Can not she bear being spoken of, aye, 
in the loftiest flights of song, in the language sanora love, the lan- 
guage dear to Britannia as she sits enthroned on the cliffs of Albion, 
and, who, long as tides obey the moon, shall rule the waves ? 

Tickler, Hear ! hear ! hear ! 

North, Dryden has been jeered by surly Sam for the use of some 
technical nautical terms in one of his poems — and justly ; for never 
was there such ahme, such laughable ignorance, as therein exhibited 
by that illustrious Cockney. Mr. Place, the tailor, might as well 
call a marlinspike a needle. Now, sheer ignorance, on whatever 
subject, by sea or land, but especially by sea, assuming uncalled-for 
the office of rarest knowledge, is disgusting even in a great poet like 
** glorious John." Besides, even had he employed such teims aright, 
they had been absurd, bolting out suddenly in a single stanza, and 
never more seen or heard of, in a poem stinking of shore, instead of 
smelling of sea. But let a poet who knows and feels the grandeur 
of the character, and occupation, and appearance of the ocean-roam- 
ers, speak of them in calm or storm, in battle or on the blocks, in 
language ennobled and consecrated to eveiy patriot's soul by the 
naval triumphs of England — ^let him speak of a man-of-war in a 
style that shows he knows a frigate from a throe-decker, a cutter 
from a schooner, a brig from a ship, and the captain's gig from a 
Quaker's whisky — and Neptune shall be to him Apollo, the Nereids 
the Muses, and every Jine shall be a line of light — all a-dazzle with 
appropriate words, surcharged with the imagery of the great deep. 

* "Our WilUam** waa then King of Eneland.— CHptain Bnpil Hall, author of •• Travels in North 
America," and a variety of other works, died, insane, in 18-14. Hid sen-iiarnitiires ai-e i>ol(l and 
faithful.— Captain Marryat, the best naval novelist £nglnii(] has yet pnxlucfHJI, wnc founder 
of the admiralty code of signals which bears his name. He vintcd the Unitetf hlrXea in 1837.' 
and died in 1&16.— Captain Glascock, though a lively writer, is much inferior to Hull and 
Marryat.— M. 
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Tickler, Hear! hear! hear! 

North, No "technical terms of art in poetry." O snmph of 
sumphs ! why say est thou so ? What ! not of the art that lays its 
hand on the ocean's mane, and emholdens man to scorn the monster 
in his foamy wrath, as if he were a lamb lying asleep on the sunny 
hrse ! But I speak of the science of the sea ; and its language is in 
itself magnificent, many of its words are like winds and wavefr-^ 
imitative harmony of sound and motion, and light and gloom — 

Tickler. Stop — stop— stop— harmony of light and gloom ! 

North. Yes — ^you blockhead. But — 

Tickler. What do you mean, sir, by-^BUT ? 

North. Would you weigh anchor in a poem, with a ship before 
your eyes, as if you were putting the mail-coach in motion from 
the inn at Torsonce ! Is starboard a mean word ? or larboard ? or 
heating to windward ? or drifting to leeward ? or eating ye out of 
the wind ? 

Tickler. The wild ass is said, finely, to devour the wind — 

North. Well, gulp away. Or the wind's eye?— or — ^but — 

Tickler. What the devU, sir, do you, can you mean, sir, by eter- 
nally using the word BUT ? Do you mean to be personal ? 

North. My dear Timothy — lend me your ears — ^here are some 
verses that give all such shallow and senseless critics the squabash* 

THE FORGING OF THE ANCHOR.* 

Come, see the Dolphin's anchor forged ; 'tis at a white heat now: 

The bellows ceased, the flames decreased ; though on the forge's brow 

The little flames still fitfully play through the sable mound ; 

And fitfully you still may see the grim smiths ranking round ; 

All clad in leathern panoply, their broad hands only bare ; 

Some rest upon their sledges here, some work the windlass there, 

The windlass strains the tackle chains, the black mould heaves below ; 

And red and deep, a hundred veins burst out at every throe : 

It rises, roars, rends all outright — O, Vulcan, what a glow! 

Tis blinding white, 'tis blasting l^right ; the high sun shines not so ' 

The high sun sees not, on the earth, such fieiy fearful show ; 

The roof-ribs swarth, the candent hearth, the ruddy lurid row 

Of smiths, that stand, an ardent band, like men before the foe ; 

As, quivering through his fleece of flame, the sailing monster, slow 

Sinks on the anvil — all about, the faces fiery grow— 

" Hurrah!" they shout, " lenp out — ^leap out;" bang, bang, the sledges go; 

Hurrah ! the jetted lightnings are hissing high and low ; 

A hailing fount of fire is struck at every squashing blow ; 

The leal hern mail rebounds the huil ; the rattling cinders strow 

The ground around; at every bound the sweltering fountains flow; 

And Uiick and loud, the swiaking crowd, at every stroke, pant "ho !" 

^Samnel Fergiwson, nuthor of this glorious Iny, is yet alive, in Ireland, and baa writton muoh 
Bui wtrll— but nothing tu equal this, whicH beats i^chiller'a Cabtlng of the Bel).— M. 
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Leap out, leap out, my masters ; leap out and lay on load . 

Let's forgo a goodly anchor: a bower, thick and broad: 

For a heart of oak is hanging on every blow, I bode ; 

And I see the good ship riding, all in a perilous road. 

The low reef roanng on her lee ; the roll of ocetai pour'd 

From stem to sturn, sea after sea ; the mainmast by the board ; 

The bulwarks down ; the rudder gone ; the boats stove at the chains; 

But courage still, brave mariners — ^the bower yet remains, 

And not an inch to flinch he deigns save when ye pitch sky high. 

Then moves his head, as though he said, " Fear nothing — here am I ' 

Swing in your strokes in order; let foot and hand keep time, 

Your blows make music sweeter far. than any steeple's chime ; 

But while ye swing your sledges, sing ; and let the burthen be, 

The anchor is the anvil king, and royal craftsmen we ! 

Strike in, strike in — the sparks begin to dull their rustling red; 

Our hammers ring with sharper din, our work will soon be sped: 

Our anchor soon murt change his bed of fiery rich array, 

For a hammock at the roaring bows, or an oozy couch of clay ; 

Our anchor soon must change the lay of merry craftsmen here. 

For the yeo-heave-o , and the heave-away, and the sighing seaman's cKoer« 

When, weighing slow, at eve they go, far, far from love and home; 

And sobbing sweethearts, in a row, wail o'er the ocean foam. 

In livid and obdurate gloom he darkens down at last; 
A shapely one he is, and strong, as e'er from cat was cast— 
O trusted and trustworthy guard, if thou hadst life like me, 
What pleasures would thy toils reward beneath the deep green sea! 
deep sea-diver, who might then behold such sights as Aou ? 
The hoary monster's palaces ! methinks what joy 'twere now 
To go plumb plunging down amid the assembly of the whales, 
And feel the churn'd sea round me boil beneath their scourging tails I 
Then deep in tangle-woods to fight the fierce sea unicorn, 
And send him foiled and bellowing back, for all his ivory horn ; 
To leave the subtle sworder^fish of bony blade forlorn ; 
. And for the ghastly-grinning shark to laugh his jaws to scorn ; 
To leap down on the kraken's back, where 'mid Norwegian isles 
He lies, a lubber anchorage for sudden shallow'd miles; 
Till snorting, like an under-sea volcano, off he rolls; 
Meanwhile to swing, a-buffeting the far astonished shoals 
Of his back-browsing ocean-calves ; or, haply in a cove, 
Shell-strown, and consecrate of old to some Undine's love, 
To find the long-hair'd mermaidens; or, hard by icy lands, 
To wrestle with the sea-serpent, upon cerulean sands. 

O broad-armed fisher of the deep, whose sports can equal thine T 
The Dolphin weighs a thousand tons, that tugs thy cable line; 
And night by night, 'tis thy dehght, thy glory day by day, 
Through sable sea and breaker white, the giant game to play- 
But shamer of our little sports ! forgive the name I gave— 
A fisher's joy is to destroy — thine office is to save. 
O lodger in the sea-kings' halls, couldst thou but understand 
Whose be the white bones by thy side, or who that dripping band. 
Slow swuyiug in the hea\'ing wave, that round about thee bend, 
With sounds like breakers in a di-eam blpssjng their ancient friend — 
Oh, couldst thou know what heroes glide with larger steps round theo 
Thine iron side would swell with pride ; thou'dst leap within the sea I 
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Give honor to their memoiies who left the pleasant strand, * 

To shed their blood so freely for the love of father^land— 

Who left their chance of quiet age and grassy churchyard grave 

So freely, for a restless bed amid the tossing wave — 

Oh, though our anchor may not be all I have fondly sung, 

Honor him for their memory, whose bones he goes among ! 

Tickler, That will do. Three cheers — ^my old boy — ^for the 
"Wooden Walls ! (Hurra I hurra ! hurra /) 

North. Had I kept to the navy, Tim, *tis needless to say who had 
won Trafalgar. 

Tickler. Kept to the navy ! So you were once a Middy ! 

North. I served before the mast — a volunteer. 

Tickle?'. Pressed at Portsmouth, while sowing your wild oats. 
Poor Poll ! But is the " Forging of the Anchor" your own — ^Kit ? 

North. I wish it were. But the world will yet hear of the writer. 
Belfast gave him birth — I believe — and he bears the same name 
with the true poet of our own Scotland — Fergusson. Maga will be 
proud of introducing him to the world. There are not such a noble 
race of men in the wide world as our sailors and soldiers — and I 
rejoice to see that they have their own organ now to record and to 
emblazon the deeds of the brave — ^to defend their rights and privi- 
leges — and vindicate, against all shabby civilians, the character of 
their order — the United Service Journal.* . 

Tickler. A spirit-stirring work, full of useful instruction in these 
troubled times — ^North. 

North. Contributed — edited — read by men — and gentlemen — and 
I will add — Christians. For, war there must be in this world, for 
some centuries to come ; and therefore let us fight with as much 
humanity as is consistent with the end in view, the overthrow or 
destruction of all our enemies. 

Tickler. What is the meaning of all this savage slang in the 
Radical newspapers against some article or other in the last number 
of that admirable Journal ? 

North. Some say there's a secret under it; it seems to my 
simple and unsuspecting mind, the pure spite of baffled sedition and 
rebellion. Some excellent soldier, whose countenance would get as 
red as his coat at the thought of shame befalling a brother in arms, 
when called upon to preserve property or life from the wicked mad- 
ness of an infuriated rabble, has therein explained the plan that the 
military iought to pursue with mobs whose immediate object is fire, 
robbery, i»pe, and murder, and their ultimate object the same as 
that of the demagogues who drive them to such desperate crimes— 
the destruction, namely, of all social order, and the overthrow of the 
state. 

* The United Service Journal, a monthly magazine, published In London, and edited, for many 
years past, b^- Sir John PhiliparU— M. 
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Tickler. Proper — and patriotic. 

North, Most considerate and humane. But — ^tben death to the 
hopes of traitors. Hence gnashing of teeth among the cowards of 
the press-gang, and vomitings of fetid bile upon the brave, who 
would fain save, by forewarning, the " swinish multitude." 

Tickler. Burke got abused for that epithet — 

North. As he did for many others as eternally truthful; and 
therefore I say " swinish." Let the ruffian stand forth from the 
rabble, who dares to insult us for that word " swinish," step into the 
ring, and strip, and in one round. Old North will give him his 
quietus. I appeal to two hundred numbers, nearly, of this Maga- 
zine, in proof of our love for the people. Their virtues we have 
eulogized — ^as have all our contributors ; their sufferings we^-the 
Tories have sympathized with — and done our best— (what pauper 
patriot, bankrupt alike in fortune and in honor, dare deny it ?) — by 
pen and purse to relieve ; are we, therefore, to abstain from the use 
of the most appropriate word in the English language, when we see, 
with our verv bodily eyes, a whole legion of devils entering into a 
raging rabble, and transforming them, with a sudden change be- 
yond the power of all the sorcerers of sedition, into a herd of swine, 
that, instead of rushing into the sea and grunting out bells and 
bubbles till their carcasses float filthily together like one multi- 
farious carcass in a drowned death, have gathered themselves, 
under that demoniac possession, from the lanes and alleys, where 
they had their styes, of a great city, into the streets and squares, 
and obedient to their now brutal nature, making use of the human 
faculties still left them, to set the city on fire, scampering up and 
down the lines of burning houses, while the cry of the Raaicals 
is sent up with the sparks that kindle the night-sky, " Reform ! 
reform' tyrants! Behold and tremble at the Majesty of the 
People !" 

Tickler. Good — strong — ^true. 

North. Would I hang the rioters 1 Not if I could help it. But 
if such incendiaries be pardoned — ^there is no law any longer in this 
land.* 

Tickler. Unless their lives be spared, that punishment may fall 
on the — ^instigators. 

Nwth. Who are they ? The Ministry and the Press. Not 
every member, perhaps, of the revolutionary Ministry — ^not every 
member, certainly, of the revolutionary Press; but those who 

* This refers to the riots, in the autumn of 1831, durini? the Reform excitement, when the city 
of Biistol was for two days at the raeicy of a mob (who wero at once incendiaries, thieves, and 
drink-maddened eotp), the cnstle ol Nottingham wan burned down, and the town of Derby was 
invtided by armed delegHtea from NottinghMra. Trials, convictions, executions, and banishments, 
woro the n^sult. Colonel Brereton, on whom a court-mmtiHl was held, for not having acted, in 
the Biistol riots, as commander of the troops, with requisite firmneBS and dec*-ion, committed 
•uicidc before the trial was over, — M. 
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preaclied to the populace such sermons that the sole practical con- 
clusion ignorant congregations could draw from them was — " Let n.? 
break their bonds and cut their cords asunder — ^let ns terrify our 
tyrants — and fire set us free." 

Tickler, The Morning Herald itself, a reforming paper, but con- 
ducted in an honorable and a humane spirit, has admitted almost 
all that you have now said — ^has proclaimed it ; and the charge is 
proved against the guilty in high and in low places, unless indeed 
words be but empty air, and sinless, therefore, the mere syllablings 
of sedition. Poor Brereton ! 

Narth, Peace to his ashes. He saw not the " coming events," 
even when they "flung," not only their "shadows before," but 
their own grimness black on his very face ; and if he had not his 
secret instructions from the government, which I do not believe, ho 
had his open instructions from the press it patronizes, and obeying 
them, but with no congenial s^^t, he delivered himself up to shame, 
sorrow, and death. 

Tickler. The unfortunate man believed that it was his duty to 
behave as he did to the mob. The belief showed weakness of 
understanding, and caused conduct, in which the honor of the soldier 
was sacrificed to a vain desire and hope of conciliating the base and 
brutal mob, by treating them as fiiends and brothers embarked in 
the same cause. " I, too, am a reformer !" Alas ! alas ! And so 
saying, as a smith indignantly testified, he shook hands with the 
" lowest of the low" — and that, too, after he had declared his fears 
that they would murder the dragoons ! For his own life, Colonel 
Brereton had no fears. Doubtless, he was personally brave. But — 

North, And yet there are public writers who have proposed pay- 
ing marks of honor to his memory, as a soldier on service — ^that the 
conduct, which his sensibility to shame drove him to expiate so 
lamentably, might be held up to the admiration and imitation of the 
British army ! 

Tickle, Incredible baseness ! — ^if any baseness were incredible in 
the sulky, sullen, and savage soul of a revolutionist. 

North, Yet had Colonel Brereton acted with ordinary energy, 
my Lord Althorp might — ^would have spoken with disgust and in- 
dignation — ^little accustomed though he be to " speak eloquently" — 
of the " Bristol massacre." 

Tickler, Ay ! Ministers, who are not only the courteous corre- 
spondents, but the humble, obhged, and grateful servants of Political 
Unions, by themselves denounced as illegal, and which passed 
seditious resolutions in their very teeth, are the likeliest men in the 
world to ha\e desired to break a military officer for dispersing by 
the edge of the sword one of their own mobs. You remember the 
7th Epod. of Horace ? 
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HORATIAN VERSION (EPODON VII.) 

OM MKETING THE BIRMINGHAM MOB, DECEMBER, 1831. 

Whither away, ye duty de\'il8 7 
Why liave ye dmwn your fire-shovels, 
Shouldered your pokers, and left your hovels f 
Not enough yet of your Bristol revels? 

Not, 1*11 warrant, like lusty fellows. 
Going to save us from Whiggery*8 malice ; 
Handsomely handcuffing down from the palace. 
Old Touch-me-not to a goodly gallows. 

No ; but fulfilling the infidel's cravings- 
Lending yourselves to your own enslaving^— 
Where are the Whigs, so rank in their ravings; 
Asses so mad in their misbehavings 7 

Snooks, I sny, is it cold or hunger? 
What ails Snivel and Snake. I wonder- 
All run mad after rape and plunder. 
Bit by a Revolution-Monger ? 

Scabs of the Legion-leper ? are ye ! 
Why do I ask, when your faces carry 
Lechery, treachery, gluttony — Marry, 
God send you a merciful adversary I 

So stands England's penal charter; 

Even so, in eveiy quarter, 

Shall a red atonement smart her 

For the sacred blood of a Royal Martyr ! 

North. Ay ! that's right — ^let's he cheery — I challenge you 
contest of alteraate song. I give the subject. 

A NEW SONG TO BE SUNG BY ALL LOYAL AND TRUE SUBJE< 

Nortk 

Ye good honest Englishmen, loyal and true, 

That, bom in Old England, look not for a New, 

And your fathers' old principles love to pursue. 

Join, join in our chorus, while yet we may sing, 

Spite of treason and blasphemy — " God save the King I" 

Tickler, 

Priests, Prelates, and Churchmen, who honor the creed 
For which martyrs have bled, for which martyrs may bleed^ 
When Atheists and Papists your flocks shall mislead; 
Join, join in our chorus, and loyally sing, 
From fiendish conbpiracy— " God save the King '" 

Xorth, 

Ye that mean to stand firm by a Protestant throne. 

Nor would see Church or King bo deprived of their own; 

Nor for bread to the poor would but give them a stone ; 

Join, join in our chorus, and resolute sing. 

With the true voice of loyalty — ** God save the King ' 
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Inkier. 

Ye that know well the plots of fool, knave, and profane. 

That the very first act of the Devil*g own reign 

Would episcopize Cohbett, and canonize Paine ; 

Join, join in our chorus defiance to fiin/s: . 

At their blasphemous rage, and cxy— " (Sod sare the King I' 

North. 

Ye that know when Wliig Radical Orators shine 

And bewilder the mobs whom they urge to combine. 

What mischievous devils get into the swine ; 

Join, join in our chorus, and give them a ring, 

To keep them from delving— so, " God save the King !" 

Tickler. 

Ye that honor the laws that out forefathers made, 

And would not see the laurels they twined for us fade. 

Nor would yield up your wealth to the cant of " firee trade ;** 

Join, join in our chorus, and let the world ring 

With our commerce and glory — and *' God save the King !" 

North. 

All ye that are foes to mean quibbles and quirks, 

And twopenny statesmen, well known by their works. 

That have used the poor Greeks ten times worse than the Turkj; 

Join, join in our chorus, and manfully sing. 

With good English honesty — " God save the King !" 

Tickler. 

Defend us from hypocrites, save us from quacks. 
From saintly Macaulays,* and some other Macs, 
And from white sugar said to be made by free blacks; 
Join, join in pur chorus, and still let us cling 
To our ships and our colonies — " God save the King T' 

North. 

From, of all the vile humbugs that ever was known. 

That vilest and direst. Sierra Leone, 

That makes savages howl, and poor Englishmen groan ;t 

Join, join in our qhorus, the downfall to sing 

Of malice and slander — and " God save the King !" 

Tickler. 

Ye nobles, stand forth, and defend us, ye great, 
From political sophists, their jargon and prate, 
Defend Church and King, and keep both in their state ; 
Join, join in our chorus, a blessing to bring 
On the land of our fathers — and " God save the King f 

Notth, 

Defend us once more from the Regicide Bill, 

And the Bedlamite Whigs, that have caused so much ill, 

And would bind our bold King to their absolute will ; 

* Znchary Macaulny, father of the orator and historian, was a warm friend of WilberforM 
(who waa head of the AiiU-Slavery and teriotu party in England), and died May, 1838, aged 
•eventy-nine. — M. 

f lOackioootPs Moigazine always contended that the British settlement, at Sierra-Leone, iiras a 
mere job, to benefit Mapaulay, by opening a new market for his ntercantiln bouse of Macaalay 
gnd Babington.^M. 

Vol. v.— 4 
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Join, join in our chorus, and still let us cling 

To the laws of Old England—- and "God lave the King!" 

Inkier. 

From Lord Chancellors save us, who flop on their knees,* 

And pretend tt) give up, while they bargain for fees, 

And sneer about Bishops, and envy their sees ; 

Join, join in uur chorus, and loyally sing, 

From scheming hypocrisy—" Qod save ihe King !" 

yorlh. 

That give fi-iendly advice to the Lords they should shun. 
That keep the King's conscience, and let him have none, 
And strip him of all his tried friends one by one ; 
Join, join in our chorus and faithfully sing. 
From evil advisers all—" God saveUie King!'' 

Tickler. 

From a new House of Peers, that shall pull the old down, 
And reciuit from the Tinkers of Brummagem town, 
And set a moMlily over the Crown ; 
Join, join in the chorus, and let the rogues swing. 
And thus be exalted — so "God save the King !" 

N^crth. 

Front national robbers, call'd " National Gkiards,*' 
That for pike and for gun quit their thimbles and yards, 
To hunt down the gentry, proscribed in placards ; 
Join, join in our chorus, and roar as we sing, 
From Frenchified villainy—" God save the King !" 

Tickler. 

From a Citizen King, and a new La Fayette, 

With his sword in the scales to weigh down a just debt, 

And beggar the world for the whims of Burdett; 

Join, join in our chorus — all ready to spring 

To the rescue from tyranny — " Gpd save the King !" 

North. 

From a dastardly Ministry, cringing and mean 

To their sovereign mob, and reserving their spleen 

To insult and to bully — a woman — a Queen ! 

Join, join in our chorus — true homage we bring 

To the wife of our Monarcht— and "God save the King !" 

Jlckler. 

Emancipate Ireland once more from the thirst 
Of rapine and murder, with which she is cursed, 
From Prime-Minister Shell, and O'Connell the First ; 

* The allusion is to Broughnm, who was then Lord Chancellor, and coucTaded his speech os 
the Reform Bill, when it came before the Lords, by entreatine them, '• Yea, even on bended 
knee," to pause before tht»y rojeoted a measure which the Bi-itiah nation were resolved to have. 
He also recommended the Bishops, if they meant to vote against the Bill, **to set their house in 
order."— M. 

t Queen Adelaide, wife of William IV., was what is cnllfid "a red-hot tory," and very much 
opposed to the Refgrm Bill. In November. 1834, when the M^Ibonme Cabinet was dismissed a 
notice appeared in the Times to this elt'ect, *• The Ministry are turned out— the Queen has done it 
all." This notice was attributed to Brougham.— Willinm IV. died in 1837, and Adelaide (who 
- bad a dowry of £100.000 a year, besides other emoluments and rent-free oalaoea is and nesJ 
lin«Hlon), survived him more than twelve years.— M. 
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Join, join Iq our chorus, and spurn all who wring 

From the >ieggar his pittance — here's ** God save the King !** 

NwtK 

From defiance of law, and from Catholic rent, 

On open sedition by demagogues spent. 

And from Parliaments held without England's consent; 

Join, join in our chorus— a downfall we sing 

To all turbulent scoundrels — so " God save the King !** 

Twkler. 

Brave William, stand forth from your Radical rout, 
And trust your old Peers, that will stand you about ; 
And, oh ! above all, kick your Ministers out ! 
And hark to our chorus— for that's the true thing, 
Hurrah for our country — and " God save the King J" 

Nwlk 

And if they cling fast, wrest them off like a winch, 

Though they bully and storm with their mobs, never flinch, 

Be the King of Old England, ay, every inch ; 

And fear not your people will thankfully sing 

With true hearts and harmony—" God save the King !** 

{Left ff Mtty.) 
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No. LXI.— APEIL, 1832. 

SCENE — The Blue Parian- — Time, Six o'clock — Occupation, Wine, 
Desaertt ^c, Sfc, — Present, North, Tickler, Young Gentle- 
man. 

North. German literature, Hal, is all very well in its way, and 
Maga was the first periodical work in this country that did any thing 
like justice to it. She confined not herself to mere criticism, but 
gave specimens — ^translations of many of the finest things executed 
in the finest style by Lockhart, De Quincey, Gillies, Blair, Mrs. 
Smythe, Mrs. Busk, and other ladies and gentlemen of genius and 
erudition, who in general improved upon their originals, often 
changing geese into swans, and barn-door fowls into birds of 
Paradise. 

Tirlder, Some years having elapsed since the last of those arti- 
cles, I begin to breathe more freely now. North, in reliance on your 
promise to afilict the world no more with such visitations. 

North. They were indeed severe. 

Tickler. Yet such is the natural buoyancy of my spirit, that, 
even during those dismal days, when no man could assure himself 
for a month against the black vomit, a burst of sunshine would oc- 
casionally make me happy in the midst of the misery of all your 
readers ; or if happy be too strong a word, pleased with life, in spite 
of the liability of my existence to the embitterment breathed from 
the conviction, too often recurring, that Goethe was not yet dead, 
but growing more grievously garrulous as he continued to write his 
way to the grave. 

Y. G. I beseech you, Mr. Tickler, not to be so sarcastic on " The 
Master." 

Tickler. Ay, there is an appellation sufficient to sicken a horse. 
He has little credit in his scholars, for, with two or three brilliant 
exceptions, they are sumphs. 

North. It is indeed laughable to hear obscure and muddy dunces 
acknowledge in jargon that would have seemed queer even among 
the builders of the Tower of Babel on the day of the confusion of 
tongues, the obligations their intellects, forsooth, ay, their intellects, 
labor under to the " Illustrious Sage." 

Tickler. Old Humbug, Such jargon is not so laughable, Kit, as 
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loathsome. The intellect of a fungus. Thomas Carlyle i c-icuse— ^ 
he is entitled to be crazy — ^being a man of genius.* 

Norili, And of virtue — as Cowper said of his brother — " a man 
of morals and of manners too !" 

Tickler, But oh ! sir, the impudent stupidity of some of the sub- 
scribers to that Signet-Seal ! 

North, Hopeless of achieving mediocrity in any of the humbler 
walks of their native literature, the creatures expect to acquire 
character by acquaintance with the drivel of German dotage ; and, 
going at once to the fountain-head, gabble about Goethe. " The 
Master !" Yes — and I beseech you, Hal, look at the flunkies. 

y. G, In the soul of every " British man," delight in his own 
country's genius ought, I grant, to be paramount ; nor can I com- 
prehend how idolatry of Goethe could from any enlightened mind 
banish worship of Shakspere. 

North. Superstition sometimes steals into consecrated shrines, 
Hal, putting to flight religion. 

Tickler. Oh ! the old Humbug ! 

North. Thomas Carlyle, my lads, has a soul that sees all that is 
good and great, beautiful and sublime, in the works of inspiration. 
And old Humbug, as you rightly call him, Tickler, — Goethe, — ^is, 
you know, a man of extraordinary genius. 

Tickler. I know no such thing. North. Millions of men have 
some genius — ^thousands much — ^hundreds moie — scores great — doz- 
ens extraordinary — " the stars are out by twos and threes" " in the 
highest heaven of invention" — and one only — need I name his name 
— by night the moon — by day the sun — Shak — 

North. Spere! 

Tickler. Now, why, pray, should any " Bntish man," with the 
devotion of a disciple, prefer making mental pilgrimages to Weimar, 
rather than to Stratford-upon-Avon ? 

North. With Thomas Carlyle obvious is the reason. Shakspere 
has been long enthroned in installation. The glory of Goethe is yet— 

Tickler. Won't do — won't do — 

North. Carlyle's eloquent eulogiums on the Man of many Medals 
— for he is bedizened, I have heard, with paltry orders, and proud 
as a Punch of knots of ribandst — show that his fine mind is more 
possessed by the author of Faust than of Hamlet, of Charlotte and 
Werter than of Cordelia and Lear. He always writes as if 'twcro 
impossible to be ignorant of Goethe and to know nature. 

* Unqu option ably a man of genius — but voluntarily yielding too much to its eccentricities, off 
Bbown by his pfciiliHrly Giirmaiiized language.— A lady waa aski^d, in Cailyle'a pn>8ence, whether 
Bhe had road his latest work? With h very sweet smile, she answered that she had not, as she 
waited for the new edition, which, she hoped, would contaiu a glossary to tbo Carlyleaii dia* 
lect.— ftL 

t Goethe was said to have been as proud of having been ennobled and decorated by the Dako 
of Saxe Weh.wr, as of having written Faust 1->AL 
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Tickler. In that sphere alone will his mind deign to move — nor 
can you deny, North, with all your admiration of a friend so admi- 
rable, that he can not conceal his pity, perhaps his contempt, for all 
whose vision is confined within the limits of the horizon of England's 
poetry. 

Noi'th, Enough. No man need be melancholy whose spiritual 
eyes have swept that range. Germany cannot bear comparison 
— for a moment — ^in greatness — with England. Set Shakspere 
aside — 

Tickler. Suppose that he had never been born ! Then had 
human nature not known " how divine a thing a woman may be 
made." 

Y. O. " Two will I mention dcnrer than the rest. 

The gentle lady mairied to the Moor.*' 
North. " And heavenly Una with her milk-white Inmb I" 

Y". G. Bless Wordsworth for the exquisite beauty of these im- 
mortal lines ! They link him with the poets whose divinest crea- 
tions they memorize — Shakspere, Spenser, Wordsworth. Knowing 
well their works, I can reconcile myself to an imperfect knowledge 
of Goethe 

North. " The Master" 

Tickler. Oh ! the old Humbug ! 

North. Setting Shakspere aside, think of the old English Drama. 
What has Germany to show in competition with that glory of the 
golden days of good Queen Bess. 

Tickler. Golden days, indeed — ^before and after the rise of the 
virgin Queen of the West, whom none but dolts despise, because 
she was not so fair as that beautiful murderess— — 

Y. G. Whom she beheaded. 

No7'th. Show me the German Spenser 

Tickler. The High Dutch Fairy Queen. 

North. The Gennan Milton. 

Y. G. Klopstock. 

North. As Coleridge said, " a very German Milton, indeed !" 

Tickler. A German Dryden, or Pope. All the fire of human pas- 
sion that ever burned in all Gennan bards, concentrated into one 
focus, would be extinguished by one flash from the Fables of glori- 
ous John ; and indulge me so far as to imagine for a moment their 
misty metaphysics glimmering beside the clear common sense, and 
ethereal brightness, that gervades, like cloudless daylight, the noblo 
Essay on Man ! 

North. Germany has never had, nor ever will have — ^lier Kamsay, 
her Burns, her Bloomfield, her Hogg, her Cunningham, her Clare. 

Tickler, Such flowers spring not from her sluggish soil. 

Y. G. "Igneus est ollis vigor et coelestis origo." 
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North, These are the representatives of the genius of our people. 
The " schoolmaster is abroad" but he made not these men. They 
are Nature's children — and she gave them an education such as 
Saxon never had by the Rhine. 

Tickler, Much they say and much they sing of that river. Its 
water seems to induce a drowsiness unfavorable to poetic dreams — 
and I should be slow to suflfer any considerable quantity of it to get 
mto a jug of toddy intended for my own tipple. In great quantities 
it would kill unchristened Glenlivet. 

North, Germany has no Crabbe. There is not sufficient passion 
in all her lower orders to furnish subject matter for one such tale as 
those in which that good old man delighted, so full at times, in their 
homeliness, of strong or simple pathos. Of what variegated texture, 
rough and tough, and fitted for the wear and tear of this weary 
work-day world, is the web of life in England, that it could Ornish 
such patterns to such a poet ! The hero of one of his most touch- 
ing tales is absolutely a tailor, who, I believe, served his time with 
Mr. Place. 

Tickler, No dung, but a flint. 

North, The Germans admire Byron. 

Tickler. And Scott. 

North. All right. But do they understand those prevailing poets t 
Not they. Byron they imagine mystical-^which he never is ; and 
of all his works they least esteem the noblest far, Ghilde Harold. 
But where is the German Byron. That is the question. Such a 
** child of strength and state" — ^they cannot show among all their 
nobles. Yet probably Puckler Muskaw* conceits that he is like 
Don Juan. 

Tickler, There's a vulgar beast. 

North, Very. 

Tickler, Begotten — one might conjecture — by some grovelling 
Irish bogtrotter on the body of some burgomaster's frow, who haa 
shifted in her wanton widowhood from Amsterdam to Vienna. 

North, The Baron de la Motte Fouquet and his wife — I mention 
their names with the utmost kindness — are all that Germany has 
got to show by way of Sir Walter Scott — they are her *' mighty 
magician." 

Tickler, lake a big boy and a grown girl riding on sticks — 
equally astride-— in imitation of knights at a tourney. 

North. And no bad imitation either — the cane worthy of the cav- 
alier-^and the mop a palfrey suitable to his lady-love, who scometh 
a side-saddle. 

*Prince Puckler-Miifkaw.whoflP plpnsant and splfopininnnt^d Tour of a (Icrman Priace,had 
jast been translated and published in Loudon. — M. 

1 The Baron wrote the beautitul and raMcifu) e^tory uf Undino, which has been tnmslated IntK* 
Biaoiy languages, and waa greatly admired by Wnlior d<ott — ^M. 
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Tickler. Of all German poets Schiller is the best. His Wallen 
stein is a fine drama. 

North. It is ; but rather the work of a great mind than of a great 
genius. His soul was familiar with exalted sentiments, and beheld 
the grandeur of the character of him he chose to be his hero. But 
8chiller had not a creative imagination. If he had, it at least gavo 
forth few products ; his muse had to follow the muse of history ; 
and even then had power given to her over no wide range of events 
or variety of characters. He was no Shakspere. 

Tickler. "With more philosophy, he was in other respects not su- 
perior, perhaps, to Otway or Rowe. And in many respects inferior 
to both those best dramatists of our middle tragic school. 

North. If the Germans really were what their most enthusiastic 
admirers imagine them to be, they would worship Wordsworth, the 
most philosophic of poets. But they do not. Some of his lyrical 
ballads are esteemed for their simplicity, and not for the beautiful 
pathos in which they are steeped, like violets in dew, "by the mossy 
stone, half hidden to the eye ;" but few have read more than ex- 
tracts from the Excursion. His poetry is too true to universal nature, 
to be understood by the disciples of " the Master." He is a magi 
cian — but has no dealings with the devil. He confines hunself to 
earth and heaven. 

THckler. And leaves the Gentleman in Black to George Oruik- 
shank. 

North. His angels and fiends are human thoughts and feelings, 
and he can awake them at will from the umbrage of the old Rydal 
woods. 

Tickler. Yoimg Gentleman ! are you dumb 1 

Y. G. No, sir — ^nor deaf. But my knowledge of German litera- 
ture, poetry, and philosophy, is but slight — ^and through the medium 
chiefly of translation — and I hope that I know when it is my duty 
to be silent. To listen to such speakers, is to leani. 

North. We have a host of illustrious living poets besides the few I 
have alluded to, to whom Germany can show no equals — Southey, 
Coleridge, Campbell — — 

Tickler. We are their superiors out and out in Criticism, and in 
the Philosophy of Taste. 

North, And in all the fine arts, except Music. There they excel 
— ^why or wherefore I know not — ^but music, though celestial, is 
sensuous rather than intellectual or moral, and is a mystery, from 
Handel and the organ, to the black servant of the late Sir Michael 
Flemming and the jews-harp. 

Tickler. The Germans are dabs in Divinity. 

North. Yes— dabs. 

Tickler. Michaelis and Eichhom and 
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North. Whish ! Jeremy Taylor, Isaac Barrow, and old South, 
knew more " of man and nature and of human life," and of the Bi- 
ble, WHICH IS THE Book, than all the German theologians 

Tickler. That ever grunted. 

North. I call upon Thomas Carlyle to contradict Christopher 
North and Timothy Tickler. 

Tickler. He can't. And then, mercy ! what shoals of silly, 
sliallow, shilly-shallyers in all the inferior grades of the subordinate 
departments of the lowest walks of literature overflow all the land ; 
flocking annually to the great fair of Leipsic to deposit their spawn 
upon the stalls ! 

North. A flitter of spawn that, unvivified by genial spirit, seems 
to give for a time a sort of ineffectual crawl, and then subsides into 
stinking stillness, unproductive of so much as the scriggle of a 
single tadpole. I shall take a sweeping survey soon, in a series of 
articles 

Tickler. Oh ! not a series ! 

North. Of the German mind. In natural history they have done 
a good deal — a good deal, too, in illustration of the classics 

Tickler. I back Bentley, Porson, and Parr,* against Wolfe, 
Heyne, and Herman. But what will you make of their metaphysi- 
cians. Kit, — Schelling, Kant 

North. Show that they are as mice to men, when compared with 
Bacon, Berkeley, Locke, Hume, and Reid,t whom they plunder, rob, 
murder, and in vain try to bury in mud 

Tickler. Come, come, we must loosen the tongue of this younker. 
Yet it may be perilous to set it going ; for good listeners are some- 
times, when solicited to open, interminable talkers — and we sup at ten. 

North. I love the society of young people. What is your age, 
HaU 

Y, G, Twenty-one. • 

North. Youth's glorious prime. Child — ^boy — ^lad — ^youth — mnxi 
— ^all in one. Passions keen but unpolluted — sensibility sound but 
delicate — imagination bright and bold as an angel's wing — treason 
strong in intuition — ^the light of the soul tender as dawn, clear as 
mom, and shining more and more unto the meridian lustre of the 
perfect day. Twenty-one ! and you and I, Timothy, both entering 
on our 

Tickler. Whish ! Curse chronology when it becomes personal. 

North. Thine, Hal, is the world of Hope— ours of Memory — 
the dazzling lights of nature are all thine — ours, alas ! but the pen- 
sive shadows! 

* " Scholars, and ripe one V such as England once conid boast of.— M. 

t Thuse distinguished philosophers and mcrnphysicians had one surpassing mcrit-^boifraTO' 
cloaely thsy reason, or to what depth or extent, they are iutelJigible, and do not lose IJcafl In 
mere woniiuess. — M, 
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F. G. I am ambitious, sir, to attempt an Essay on Hope for 
Maga 

Ttckler, Oh ! oh ! oh ! Sink the shop. 

North, An Essay on Hope 1 First, perhaps, of a series — ^No. I^ 
on the Passions ? In verse or prose ? 

Y". G, In prose, sir. 

Tickler, In the true Blackwoodian style — full of the splendidd 
vitia of the author 

North, Silence, Tim. 

Tickler, Of 

North. Silence, you sinner. 

Tickler, L 

North, Whish ! Let me suggest a few hints, Hal, which you can 
expand and work up into a regular philosophical disquisition. 

Ticklei'. Alas ! alas ! poor young gentleman ! and iij thine — ^with 
its fine, free, bold sunny smile — the face of a wretch doomed to be 
a contributor ! I pity your poor mother. 

North, Yes, my good boy, Hope is, as David Hume I believe 
says, though I forget perhaps his precise words, joy alternating with 
and overpowering mistrust. The joy which is produced by the pos- 
session of the good, by the immediate foresight of its possession, and 
by the trusting expectation, is essentially the same joy. Is it not 
so, my son 1 

Y, G. I cannot doubt it, sir. Your explanations of all states. of 
mind are equally perspicuous and profound. I 

Tickler, Socrates and Alcibiades ! 

North, Silence, sir. It has been commonly and truly said, my 
dear boy, that Hope attends us through life. It may be likened in 
tliis respect to that supposed good genius, or guardian angel, which 
lias been thought ^p be attached to eveiy human being at his birth, 
and faithfully to accompany him till he drops into the grave. 

Y G. And then, sir, 

Hope, with uplifted foot, set free from earth. 
Pants for the place of her ethereal birth ; 
On steady wings sails through the immense abyss, 
Plucks amaranthine flowers from bowers of bliss. 
And crowns the soul, while yet a mourner here, 
With wreaths like those triumphant spirits wear. 

Tickler. Well recited, Hal, though with somewhat of a sing-song 
after the lilting elocution of the Lakers. 

North. So should such poetry be said and sung— elevated in 
musical modulation, in which the harmony of the verse flows sweetly 
and strongly along, like the composite voice of a river that loses not 
the undertone of still streams and murmuring shallows even in the 
mellowed thunder of its >Yateifalls, 
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TicJcJer. Pntty enongh image, and not unillnstrative — ^yet if 
sifted, probably nonsense. What are you glowering at, you j'oung 
gawpus ? 

Y". G, Beg your pardon, sir. But to liear such a word applied, 
even in jest, to— 

Tickler. Downright, absolute nonsense. Have you the "\aiiity to 
believe, lad, that you spout like the Tweed '? I would have you to 
know, boy, that he is no Methodist preaclier. 

Y. G, {s7niUng through a blush). I — I — 1 — 

Tickler. No farther apology, child. Your style of recitation, 
though peculiar, is not unpleasant — ^like the drone of the bagpipe. 
But remember that there are other kinds of music besides the Coro- 
nach. The lays, though solemn, were not lugubrious — ^liker a hymn 
than a dirge — ^yet you wailed them as if at a funeral. 

North. He recited the lines like a poet — " most musical, most 
melancholy" — ^like a nightingale singing to the stars. 

Tickler. Meanwhile I shall replenish the jug. 

North. Hope is often spoken of, my dear Henry, as the chief 
good of life, without which it would be miserable, since there is so 
little of actual good given to it ; so httle in possession ; but Hope, 
the promiser of good never or seldom realized, beguiles us of our 
real cares, and blesses us, it is said, with a delusive happiness. 

Tickler. The sugar. 

North. But believe, on the word of an old man, that this is false 
and ungratefiil doctrine. This life is full of enjoyment, Hal, to those 
who do not destroy enjoyment by restless and intense desires. But 
it is true that Hope covers from us much of the calamity of life — 
sometimes by a golden mist 

Tickler (bruising the lumps). Which is anything but a Scotch 
one. 

North. Yet this is not so much by nursing in us fallacious expec- 
tations, as by true anticipations, speaking generally, of the longed- 
for ftiture. 

Tickler. True it is, and of verity, that Hope meddles not with the 
past. 

North. She does. She brightens her to-morrows with the sunrises 
of yesterdays 

Tickle. A commonplace truth in queer apparel — like a sumph at 
a masquerade in the character of a sage. 

North. Some minds perhaps there are, my son, but yours I know 
is not among the number, that are fed chiefly on fallacious hope. 
They are bent with eager and passionate desire on some object 
which is hardly within their reach, and make it the chief or sole 
purpose of their life. Their pleasure, perhaps, is more in desire 
than enjoyment, and the hopes which lead them on they do not 
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attain. They pursue a preternatural chase, in which phantoms 
dance before tlieir eyes, and elude their grasp. This chase is rightly 
compared to the race of a child pursuing the rainbow. 

Tickler. I remember having more than once catched a rainbow ; 
one, in particular, that appeared to arch half the Highlands. By a 
dexterous countermarch, I cut it off from the sea, and turned it, 
toward the evening, into Glenco. I caught it on the cliff, and by 
the clutch disturbed a sleeping eagle, who, with a crash of wings, 
had nearly driven me into that black pool — before, with a calm 
sugh majestically oversailing the woods of Ballehulish, he vanished 
in the sunset beyond the rim of the sea. 

North, Tim ! — But these surely are a small portion of human 
kind. And even to these, if the whole play and power of their 
minds could be discovered and analyzed, it would appear that 
though brighter objects which have captivated their , imagination, 
are of this nature, unrealized, and leading them on with all illusion 
of hope, yet that to them too, in subordinate forms, and in the con- 
tinual process of life, hope serves as a spiing of energy, not by its 
delusive and distant allurements, but by constant anticipations con- 
stantly realized. For in the vain pursuit of one great unattainable 
object, how many thousand subordinate objects, my dear boy, are 
attained ! each of them inspiring the spirit with its own delight ! 
Is it \LOi so ? 

Y. G. I am sure it is so, sir. 

North, It is of importance, Henry, to know this — that you may 
not regard this glorious principle in one of its aspects only, as the 
child of imagination and passion, when it shows to the soul dazzling 
possibilities, and calls on the human being with all his powers along 
nis destined path in the world, and forget its daily and assiduous 
service, when it urges on and sustains the heart at every moment 
with immediate expectations justified by reason in their joy. I 
speak this to you, young man, for I see, nor am I sad to see it, that 
thou art an enthusiast. 

Tickler {emptying his tumbler). Nay — that old proser must not 
have all the talk. Is it not hope, my boy, that commits the seed to 
the earth, that rejoices in the sun and shower, and watches over the 
growing harvest ! — that sees the braird in the seed — the sheaf in 
the braird — and in the sheaf the quartern loaf surrounded in his 
sovereignty by his tributary rolls ? 

North, Is it not hope that freights the vessel, and long afterwards 
looks into the sky for the winds that are to fill its homeward sails ] 

Tickler, 'Tis your turn soon, Harry — tip us a touch. 

Y. G, {hashfully). Is it not hope that plies the humblest trade 
which earns bread for human lips % 

Tickler, Good. 
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Y. G. {more holdly). Not hope distant and fallacious, but present 
atd sustaining, still fulfilled and rarely deceived — the calm, rational, 
solacing forethought of prosperous success, of good 8i»eed grantnd to 
present toil, the vital spirit of homely industry — the — ^the 

TiiMer, Stop^-don't stutter. 

Y. G, The song of the heart which beguiles the hours of labor, 
and like the lays of the lark, more joyful the nearer heaven. 

Tickler, North— my old boy ? Eh ? 

North, WeU— Harry? 

Y. G, The poor man sees his wife's and child's face before him 
in his solitary toils — in the silent thoughts of his unrelaxing em- 
ployment — while they are preparing his meal for him in his cottage, 
and the little one is about to take it to her father in the field during 
the midday hour of rest — ^and — and — hope 

North. Yes — ^my dear boy 

Y. G. Is religion, as, with the pretty child sitting beside him with 
the basket on her lap, he blesses ere he breaks the bread, and in- 
cludes her and her mother in his prayer. 

Tickler, Aye, there is something very touching, my laddie, in the 
tbought of the children of poor people, sons and daughters, separated 
from their parents in very early life, and. working far off, perhaps 
on very small wages, laying by a little pose, even out of such earn- 
ings, to help them in their old age 

North, What an exquisite line that is, in the " Cottar's Saturday 
Night," and how the heart of Bums must have bunied within him, 
as the feeling was parent to the thought, and beautified the vision 
of the cottage-gurl, that will live for ever in that simple strain, 

" And deposit her saiivwon penny fee f* 

Tickler, Hope trims the student's midnight lamp. 

Y. G, Rocks the cradle. 

North, Digs the grave. 

Tickler, And into each successive tumbler drops the sugar — ^plump 
after plump — -just so. {Mingles,) 

North. In this view of human life, the nature of hope may be 
said to be this — ^that man is dependent for all issues, partly on him- 
self, and partly on uncommanded events ; he has, therefore, in his 
own true and good ground of trust, and in the uncertainty of all 
human events, a ground of fear ; hence his always fluctuating, yet 
still rising hope — ^like the flow of the tide, where every wave that 
advances falls back, and yet the waters still swell on the shore. 

Y. G. Sometimes, sir, the soul seems to itself like the sea-sand, 
cold, bleak, and desolate; but in a few hours it overflows with joy, 
just as does that bay, when the tide has again reached the shell- 
wreaths on the silvery shore, — and on the merry music of the break- 
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ing billows tlie sunny sails of long-absent ships are seen coming 
homewards from the main. 

North. Yes — -just so, my young poet. And as thou art a young 
poet, though I have seen none of thy verses, what sayest tnou of 
that hope which is more airy and illusive; that visionary hope 
which adorns the distance of life, filling the mind with bright im- 
agery of unattainable good, promising gratification to desires which 
cannot be realized ? 

Y. G, I fear to speak — I love to listen. 

North, And I, Hal, am on the verge — I know — I feel it— of gar- 
rulous old age. * 

Tickler, Which verge ? 

North, The mind, my son, cannot rest, for it was. not made to 
rest, in realities. It lives on the future even more than the present. 
It lives by hope even more than enjoyment. How then shall reason 
confine that spirit which is to live in the ftiture, the unknown 
realities even of the future ? It cannot — ^we must hope beyond 
the truth. 

THckler, Don't puzzle the boy. North. 

North, I am not puzzling the boy. Tickler. Am I, Hal 1 

Y, G, Not yet, sir. 

North. Why flies the mind into the future ! Because it is an 
escape from the present. The mind is thereby relieved from the 
immediate consciousness of all bitterness, restraint, irksomeness, dis- 
appointment, sorrow, fear, which may be in the present. And that 
is one reason, strong as a storm, to drive the mind, on the wings of 
hope, soft as a dove's, bold as an eagle's, into the future. 

Tickler, Speak plain, Christopher. Remember you are not a 
young poet, but an old proser. 

North, Another reason is, my dear boy, that the whole of life 
which is yet unacted and uncertain, lies in the future. Man looks 
on that part of his life which is yet before him, as a gamester looks 
on the remaining throws of his game. 

' Tickler, Ay — ^what shall the hours bring forth 1 From the 
bosom of fiiturity fortune throws her black and white lots. 

Y, O. How throbbed my heart with hopes and fears. 

To learn the color of my future yeai-s ! 

Tickler, There again — ^why you drawled that like a Presbyterian 
precentor giving out the lines of a psalm. 

North, The past is over, and has less than imagination and de- 
sire ; but the future is yet undetermined, and is equal to their lai^est 
measure. With whatever passion, therefore. Oh ! Hal ! thy soul 
hangs upon this life, with that passion will it hang on the yet un- 
decided future. 
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TicJder. So must it be with all men — to tlieir grand climac- 
teric. 

NortJi. Does he long for those pleasures which fortune may give 1 
Then he looks into that future which is still miJer the dominion of 
fortune. 

Tickler, Does he desire that good which depends upon himself-^ 
his own achievements, his own virtues ? He will look into that 
future which he can fill with his powers, because, Hal, and Kit, 
there is no reality there fo give him the lie. But in the present he 
meets with many things to make him sing small — and for my single 
self, gents, I confess, that though six feet four on my worsteds, on 
looking back on the Timothy of the past, he seems diminished to 
his head, a Pech among the pigmies. 

North, Then, think, my excellent young friend, that all present 
action tends to the future. It springs up and ripens in the future. 
In itself the present is nothing ; it is subservient only to the years 
to come. 

Tickler, Alas ! alas ! North — ^methinks — ^me feels — that my whole 
life has been but a disconnected series of broken fragments. 

North, So oft do I. But in the presence of this eaglet here, my 
youth is momentarilv restored, and like a swan, whose plumage, 
though tempest-proor, is yet softer than the snow, I seem to have 
alighted from some far-off clime on tlie bosom of a pellucid stream, 
winding away from its source among the mountains, till the region 
around grows magnificent with forest-woods. 

Tickler, Said you, sir, a swan 1 

North, No sneers, sir ; original sin never seems so baleful as in 
a sneer. Adam did not sneer till long after the fall. Not till he 
had outlived both remorse and penitence, did the old sinner grow 
satirical. 

Tickler, I meant no offence, and ask your pardon. 

North, Granted. We speak of man, my dear Timothy, as dis- 
contented, and revile him, because, when the time of enjoyment is 
come, he still looks, as before, into the future. Why, I say to you, 
Hal, that is the nobleness of his nature. He is a being of action ; 
and every step of his progress only discovers to him wider and far- 
ther regions of his action lying outstretched before him, still or 
stormy as the sea. 

Tickler, I wonder how many thousand times, during our mnu- 
merable Noctes, you have taken in vain the name of Neptune. 

North, It don't matter. Yes, my fine young fellow, man can 
measure the present, but he always feels that on the present the 
unmeasured ftiture rests. To him, a being of powerful and ever- 
enlarging action, the hour ministers to the years. In the moment he 
thinks for eternity ! 
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Tickler. Tou have proved your point, Kit. Man's real action, 
you have shown, and well too, even eloquently, by its own neces- 
sary tendency and natui-e, carries the mind into unreal futurity. 
What say you to all this, younker ? 

r. G. I listen with delight. 

North. Once carried into the future, are there not reasons enow 
why the mind should believe in impossibilities ? What shall bind 
down its belief? It seeks enlargement. Here, in this waking 
work-day world of ours, we are humbled, in our will. It is sub- 
jected — not predominant. But from that thraldom we take refuge 
in the free unbounded future. There we can feel our virtues with- 
out our frailties ; there we can exert our powers unfettered by our 
weaknesses; there we can mould even the capriciousness of for- 
tune and the course of events to our will ; there we can act and 
command success j there we can wish, and sure is the con^^amma- 
tion ; there are we lords indeed of our own life and our own des- 
tiny ; and there may we sit on gorgeous thrones of 'state, over- 
shadowed by immortal laurels. 

Tickler ( To Hal aside). Cut. 

North, Thus the mind for its own wilful gratification, my dear 
young friend, overleaps impossibility ; it has power given to it over 
the future — ^it useth it lavishly for its own delight — and in the 
intoxication of 

Tickler {sotto voce). Yes — cut to a moral. 

North, What ? what if this be carried to excess ? Yet is it to a 
certain degree unavoidable — and I fear not to say to you, Hal, 
necessaiy ; for the knowledge of that which will be, would often 
crush the heart with its own worthlessness and impotence. The 
knowledge of that which is possible, would be premature, and 
blighting wisdom. 

Tickler, Dangerous doctrine. North, thus inftised into the ardent 
spirit of an enthusiastic youth. 

North, No— safe and salutary. Let the young heart, I say, 
strive awhile with impossibilities ; and do the utmost for itself that 
nature will pei-mit. It is only by hoping beyond nature, that it can 
ever reach at last to the utmost grandeur of nature. 

Y. G. Yes, sir ; thus may it be said that the soul's first reason for 
hoping beyond possibility is the force of its own great desires. 

TickUr, As the old cock crows, the young chick 

North, Ay, Hal ; and the second, my dear lad, is its — Ignorance. 
For how should it know these limits ? That is what it has yet to 
learn. It may err as much in anticipating as in overlooking them; 
it may imagine impossibilities where they do not e:xist. It may 
yield to difficulties which it might have overcome. The future, oh I 
thou enlightened lad ! is, in the truest sense of the word, uncertain ; 
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for not only are the events which may be dealt to us unknown, but, 
Hal, the measure of our powers is undetermined, till we exert 
them ; they are greater or less by our own act ; and by that mystery 
of mysteries, our own free will. 

Y. G. It makes me happy, sir, to hear you own that creed. 

North, It makes me happy, Hal — ^for I loved your father — to see 
that thy soul, my dear boy, is alive to — Admiration. 

l\ckler. What do you mean, old man ? 

North, Admiration, Timotheus, is an act of the understanding ; 
but of the understanding acting in concert with various emotions. 

Tickler, Umph. 

Y, G, I do indeed devoutly trust that my mind will never be 
induced to think and feel on the principle of " Nil admirari." 

North, It does my heart good to look on the open and glowing 
countenance of a youth with thy endowments, Hal, about to start 
on the career of rejoicing life. Vividly dost thou feel now, my son, 
that man is a being placed in the midst of a system ordained by 
divine wisdom and goodness, inhabiting a world full of wonder and 
beauty, which in every part is indeed but a manifestation to human 
sense of the wisdom and goodness in which it was made. When, 
therefore, he opens the eye of his understanding to receive the im- 
pression that will flow in upon him from all sun'ounding things, from 
works so framed it is that all these impressions come. 

Tickler, Beware of preaching. Kit. 

North. But to fit him for such contemplations, Hal, are given him^ 
not only senses to perceive, and intellect to comprehend, but the 
faculties of delight and admiration, without which sense and intel- 
lect were vain. 

Tickler, Are you, sir, the author of the Natural History of En- 
thusiasm 1* 

North, I wish I were. This is the source from which the nobler 
delight of knowledge springs — admiration blending in all unpollu- 
ted, unperverted minds, with the impressions of sense, and the work- 
ings of intellectual power — a spirit, my son, which may it live vivid 
and inviolate in thy bosom to thy dying day ! 

Y, G, As I am sure, sir, it will in yours — and glorify to your 
closing eyes the last setting sun. 

North. Good lad. He, Hal, who resolves by powerful agencies 
the combinations of bodies, and forces their elements to discover 
themselves to his sight ; he who lays bare with delicate anatomy the 
structure of an insect's wing ; and he who compasses and scans in 
thought the motion of worlds ; he, too, who surveys the soul of man 
with all its passions and powers, and learns to observe the laws of 
the moral world, ail are lei on by the same wonder blending with 

♦ It was written by Isaac Taylor. — >t 

Vol. v.— 5 
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tbeir knowledge ; the admiration of beauty and of wisdom exalts 
their intelligence, and science, poetry, and piety, become one, in that 
mood which makes us feel our connexion with our native heaven. 

Tickler. You must be the author of the Natural History of En- 
thusiasm. 

North, Well — I am — and of the Saturday Evening — two noble 
productions. Who, Hal, has heard the deeds of his country's heroes 
told in the rudest simplest phrase ? Who has ever read the tale of 
some gallant crew sailing on bold discovery through unknown seas, 
or of humble good men, cheerfully bearing a hai*d lot, contented while 
they could impart wisdom, virtue, or succor under hard necessity to 
the wants of others 1 Who has ever contemplated high qualities of 
any kind in the mind of his fellow-men, and not known — as you 
have, my bright boy, many million times — that emotion of admira- 
tion with which the mere conception of excellence is formed, and 
that transport of sympathy and love which attends it ? 

Y. G, *Tis kindled now, sir, by your noble words. 

North, Yes, Hal, with no other spirit leading you along but your 
mind's generous admiration, you feel, I know you do, the transport 
of affection toward one and then toward another of those great 
creatures whose works have guarded their memory from oblivion. 
Now toward some sage who forsook the splendors of this world to 
devote his soul to the meditative discovery of truth, and his life to 
imparting it in his precepts for the instruction of dark and bewildered 
men ; now toward some warrior, whose great soul sustained the for- 
tunes of his country on his single arm, and whose courage and 
achievements were equal to the weight laid upon them ; now to him 
whose genius reared temples and statues ennobling the land, or 
whose voice sung the deeds to which the land had given birth ; now 
to some mighty ruler, who swayed the spirits of a fierce intractable 
nation by the wisdom of his controlling will ; now to some lawgiver, 
who left the impress of his own mind on that of his people ; now to 
some sufferer in a righteous cause, who counted his life nothing in 
comparison with that pure good for which he cheerfully resigned it ; 
to all these, thou, O Hal, dost give, by turns, thy love and the 
transport of thy desire, because to all does thy soul give its passion- 
ate admiration. 

Tickler, Now, draw your breath, and permit me to attempt a 
slight sentiment. It is by this principle. North, that examples have 
their power. They are pictures that speak to admiration, and, 
through admiration, call upon all the powers of the awakened and 
uproused spirit. 

y. G, " Ecquid in antiquam virtutem, animosque viriles, 
Et JPater ^neas, et avunculus excitat Hector." 

Tickler. " Tu longe sequere, et vestigia semper adora." 
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Y, 6r. Poets are the guardians of admiration in the spirits of the 
people. 

NorOi, Good. 

Y". G. Their songs, sir, emblazoning heroic achievements, and 
memorizing the spirit of lofty thoughts, make virtue a perpetual 
possession to the race. 

Tickler. Good. 

Y. G, Thus such actions can never die. They continue to shine 
brighter and brighter through the golden mist of years. 
'Tickler* Bad — and borrowed. 

Y, G, The power of this spirit, to whatever influences a nation 
may be subject, still survives to it, through all changes ; the spirit 
of the greatness of departed time living in its perpetual admiration. 

Tickler. I am beginning to get sick of the word. 

Y, G. See what wealth, sir, we possess at this hour, gathered from 
all ages, nations, and tongues, of the greatness that has ennobled 
our race ! What should we be without it ? It is now lifted up 
above the region of passion, purified by Death and Time, even as 
the heroes of the old world were changed into stars. 

{Silver timepiece smites eight — Enter Picabdy, svntching his 
Tail, — Tea Tea, and Coffee Tea, with mountains of Muffin, 
— North reclines on his Tiroclinium — Tickler takes the 
Chair — and YouNO Gentleman is promoted to Timothy's 
small settee.) 

North. You have thrown much " green light," as Ossian says, Hal, 
on those two powerful principles of human nature, hope and admira- 
tion. What have you to say, my imaginative moralist, on desire and 
aversion ? 

Y. G, I scarcely feel prepared, sir, to speak on such themes. 

Tickler. How should you? North has lugged them in by head 
and shoulders, having crammed himself with Seneca and Cicero, 
and being desirous to show off— so, with permission, I shall don my 
nightcap. 

(Tickler mounts his Kilmarnock, and lies back composing himr 
self for sleep.) 

Pray waken me, my boy, should I snore so as to render you two 
mutually inaudible. 

North. Pull the cap over his face. 

Tickler. And, for goodness sake, release Gumey. I would not 
that you should expose yourself, before the public. But to be sure 
nobody now reads the Noctes. 

North. Nor the Waverley Novels. 

Tickler. Well, proceed, old proser. I am prepared. 

North. Desire and aversion, Hal, are the two most general affec- 
tions of the mind toward good and evil, and are the proper opposites 
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to each other. Desire being the inclination of the mind toward any 
good, which is not absolutely possessed ; and aversion the dismcH- 
nation of the mind toward any evil, with which it is in any degree 
menaced. 

Tickler. Who ever doubted that? 

North. Not you; for you never knew it till this moment — nor 
wiser men. 

Tickler, Indeed! 

North, In deed you have always exemplified it ; but you have 
never been conscious of it in thougnt — ^for, Tickler, you are no met- 
aphysician. 

Tickler, Are you ? 

North, Yes. The habitual use of the term, desire, in our meta- 
physical language, to describe certain principles of our nature, as 
the desire of power, the desire of esteem, the desire of knowledge, 
and 80 on, has led, my dear Harry, in some degree, to a partial con- 
ception of its true character. 

Y, G, Has it, sir? 

North, Dr. Brown, in his Moral Philosophy,* ranks all thei^e 
principles as prospective emotions, and calls their opposite, fears. 
• But as principles of feeling, they may be affected toward the past, 
the present, or the future. I do not know why the pain with which 
an ambitious man looks back upon his disappointment, is to be sep- 
arated in speculation upon the mind, from the desire which accom- 
panies his expectation. Both belong equally to one pain, to which 
time is indifferent; and therefore aU these principles, such as am- 
bition, love of glory, &c., ought to be considered under some 
title which is generic as to time, and includes past, present, and 
ftiture. 

y. G, Dr. Brown proceeds, I believe, sir, on a theory that the 
desire is first, and that the pleasure is only felt because there has 
been desire, and it is a gratification of it, sir. 

North, You say well — ^he does. But can you imagine a desire 
that is independent of the pleasure felt ? 

Y, G, 1 can not, sir. But I can easily conceive that a very slight 
degree of pleasure felt may give occasion to very strong desire, from 
the capacity of the soul, sir, to bring infinite multipHcations of a 
small pleasure into its imagination, and so to frame desire without 
end. Prodigious, indeed, seemfl to be the soul's capacity of desire ; 
but I humbly think, sir, that it must always begin from pleasure or 
pain actually experienced. 

* Dr. Thomns Brown, who hwd been Professor of Moral Philosophy, in Etlinburgh University, 
Immediately before Wilson. HU great«ist work •' On iho Philo.st)phy ot tlio Uitiimn Mind" shows 
him to have been at once a profound and a clear thinker.— An article on the i)lnlosophy of Kant, 
the German metaphysician, which appeared in the f>econd number of the Editiburn^h Revio7r» 
and attracted attention and admiration, was written by Dr. Browu.— M. 
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^Tickler. Art? you positive, young gentleman, Aat you know tlie 
meaning of what you have now said ? 

Y. G, No, Mr. Tickler, I am not positive — ^I swd "I humbly 
think." 

North, Therefore, Hal, in good metaphysics, the sensibility to 
such pleasure or pain ought to be first characterized, and the desiro 
to be afterward superadded. 

Y. G, I wished to have said so, sir. 

North. To consider desire in its most ordinary sense, as the incli- 
nation of the mind to that which is to be obtained, and therefore as 
prospective merely, as Dr. Brown has done, is to give a most imper- 
fect description of those principles he analyzes, which are principles 
of enjoyment and regret, as well as of desire, aflfected, all of them, 
by the present and past as well as the future. But, farther — ^please 
attend to this, Henry— desu-e itself, as thus represented by Dr. 
Brown, a prospective emotion merely, is imperfectly described, for 
to speak absolutely and truly of this emotion, time is not that which 
it regards; it is incidentally only that it has respect to time by 
which, therefore, it is not to be characterized. 

Tickler, You have repeated that dogma a dozen times. 

North. Not once. What then, Hal, is the circumstance truly 
essential to desire ? 

Y. G, I wait, sir, for your elucidation. 

North. Simply — ^the state of separation of the soul from its object. 

Y. G, It can be nothing else, I believe, sir. 

North. Now, it is true that our mind and life are such, that our 
desire does, for the most part, look into futurity; both from the 
active nature of the mind, which chiefly fixes its desire on those 
objects which by exerted power it can obtain, and because all such 
attainment necessarily lies in the future. But this, though it hap- 
pens for the most part, is incidental, and not essential to the nature 
of desire. 

Y. G. I see clearly that it is not, sir. The separation of the soul 
from the good which is lost, may be the subject of desire ; hence all 
those bitter and miserable yearnings toward irrecoverable good- 
bitter and miserable, because, alas ! sir, useless. " We weep the 
more, because we weep in vain !" 

North. Ay, ay, my dear boy, with fond and impotent longings 
looks back our desiring soul, as if that which time had swept away 
into its abysses might yet be restored. So too, with hopeless and 
idle desire, doth she look remorselessly on lost innocence, cleaving 
in imagination to that which has passed away for ever. 

Y. G. Scenes and faces arise, and lofty thoughts and pure feel 
ings return, for one moment of illusion. Is this not desire 1 
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" She looks ! and her heart is in heaven ; but thoy fiide. 
The mist and the river, the hill and the shade; 
The stream will not flow, and the mist wilt not ii»e. 
And the colors have all passed away from her eyes !" 

North. Poor outcast! And what is it, my son, but vain desire, 
which throws its longing arms round an illusive phantom that slips 
from its embrace ? Does it not knock at the gates of death, and 
demand back the dead ? or leave the living to live witn the dead, 
till they too die of passion unrequited in the dust ? 

Y, G, This meaning of the word, sir, which you have so beauti- 
fully illustrated, is presei*ved in its original the exquisite Latin word 
desiderium, which pre-eminently expresses this desire to the past^ 
to the lost. " Quis desiderio sit pudor aut modus tarn cari capitis V* 
This idea of desire, in simple separation, not looking to the past or 
the future, but centred in the present moment, has also a beautiful 
Latin exempHfication in the words of Tacitus, describing Agricola 
dying, and looking round as it were to find those who were not 
present, " desideravere aliquid oculi tui ?" 

North. Thank ye, my good boy. Now mark, Harry, that this 
. longing which arises in the soul by separation from the object of its 
love, is one of the great principles by which the soul is moved in all 
its action and passion. Very sublime views accordingly have been 
entertained of this principle by which sages saw it is capable of car- 
rying itself out of that by which it is surrounded, and to conceive of 
good from which it is absent. Desire has been, therefore, called the 
wings of the soul. So may it be detached from the senses, and fly- 
ing upwards, draw empyrean air. 

Y, G. In love, the soul unites itself to its object; in desire it 
seeks that union. 

North. It is indeed essential to all greatness, enlargement, and 
strength in the soul. For here we must live among many objects, 
which are not of a nature to satisfy our highest powers ; but objects 
which are, do exist in heaven or earth, or have existed, or may exist 
If it were necessarily wedded to those objects which «re present 
with it, it would soon be sunk and lost. But having power, under 
all circumstances, to lift itself up to its just and natural elevation, it 
forsakes this dim spot which men call earth, and sojourns, for short 
seasons of perfect felicity, in its native heaven. 

Y. G. The influence of desire, then, sir, seems in some respects 
akin to that of hope ? 

North. The two principles are allied in nature. By desire the 
soul is enabled to hope. By desire the soul is faithful to its object 
in separation. Nay, by desire it can pursue through many even 
hopeless years one aim, and reach it at last. By desire the mother 
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hopes her son's return, when all others have given him to the deep 
or the grave. 

Y, G. By desire the nnconquered patriot hopes his coantrj''K 
deliverance. 

North. By desire the good man hopes that his just purpose shall 
succeed against the opposition and division of the world, Finall}-, 
my dear Hall, this is the principle which distinguishes all minds thnt 
attain pre-eminent success. Each is capable of its own good, and 
may attain it if it has desire ; but filled as the world is with thwait- 
ings and impediments, not else — that is the law. 

y. G. Sir, your noble and exalted sentiments inspire me with 
highest hopes of the whole human race. The world is yet young — 
for what to the mind seem sixty centmies in that mood, which, as 
Wordsworth sublimely says, " makes our noisy years seem moments 
in the being of the eternal silence !" 

North, No — no — no — my dear Hal, the doctrine of the perfecti- 
bility of man is but an empty dream. 

Y". G. Not scriptural. 

North. Antiscriptural. 

Y. G. Yet I hope, sir, that you believe there is decreed for man 
some mighty amelioration of his life, even on this earth ? 

North. No, my dear boy. I have no such belief. I see, indeed, 
some scattered gleams of a " redeeming happiness," but melancholy 
clouds hang over and envelop our life that is visited with such 
irradiations. The spirit of earth has seized on a celestial visitant, 
and bound him with itself in the chains of strong inexorable neces- 
sity. 

Tickler. Don't pitch the tone of your talk. North, to too high a 
key. Yet I am willing that we should be serious — ^nay solemn — 
for 'tis Saturday evening — and we are both fast ageing ; and I am 
aware we have got among us a young philosopher. Let us havo, 
then, a grave, but, for Heaven's sake, not a melancholy Noctes. 

North. Who but must be melancholy, my friend, contemplating^ 
the lot of man ! By the bondage of mortal pain he is linked with 
all his powers to this material nature, to render bitter service for 
bitter hire. Hunted and scourged by an inclement sky, shaken 
back from the cold breast that yields to his aching desire a painful 
and scanted nourishment, he sees himself the thrall of a heavy law, 
and in the midst of a subjection from which there is no escape or 
deliverance; looking around and above in vain for help, he knows 
that there is no succor for him but in his own strength. And those, 
proud powers, that high capacious intelligence, that burning spiilt 
of desire, that will which was made only for heavenly obedience, 
tliat form which was framed for a heavenly spirit to dwell in, 1 «• 
bows down to the task of his mortal servitude. He turns thc'u" 
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strength on the hreast of this unyielding earth, and rends from il 
the sustenance and the safeguards of his life. In the sweat of his 
brow he eats his bread. He toils that he may live in toil. He 
reaps the fruit of his service, protracted years, which shall yield the 
same service, till the hand that gave him to this bondage release 
him from its chains. 

Y. G. It is some solace, sir, to the kind who thus range the walks 
of the earth in tlieir pain, that some portion of the nations have 
earned a brighter lot ; that generation upon generation accumulating 
their labor, have built up out of the pain of their mortal condition a 
wealth that nature had not given, and releasing a few from the 
burthen of the common lot, have reared and guarded, in the heart 
of their civilized strength, a sovereignty of intellect, a little world 
of peaceful happiness, where thoughtful virtue may yet walk on 
earth in love ! 

North, Alas ! let us look back upon the ages of the world, and 
know what man has done for man. Time that has swept away the 
works of the generations from their place of remembrance, has yet 
guarded the splendid shadows of their recollections for instruction 
to the successive ages. We can unroll the memory of the world of 
old — ^we can behold the cities that are fallen — and hear the hum of 
the mingling multitudes that swarm in all their gates. The glory 
of their empire, the pride of their unimaginable might rises up in its 
dreamlike pomp from the night of the past — and we arp spectators 
of the works and the destinies of men whom thousands of years 
have buried in the dust. We read the annals of human glory. 
We ask what those happier brothers of mankind, whose enviable 
lot hfted them above the condition of the race, were moved to do 
for their toil-bowed brethren ? To what service of the race they 
gave their unmeasured power? We know too well the answer. 
They were the desolating conquerors of the world, Hal, enslaving 
their people, through them to enslave the nations. 

Y. G. Better, perhaps, for the species, had there been no sucli 
empires. 

North. The release from the servitude of life could never release 
the will from the bondage which it renews for ever within itself. 
The lords of the earth were slaves within their own corrupted 
spirit — they were servants to a direr necessity than that which 
bowed the heart of the least among their innumerable multitudes; 
for the lawless will of the slave is tamed by the yoke that bows 
him down — ^but the will of the lord of the nations is mad with power, 
and the source of human evils swells ever in his bosom unceasingly 
and uncontrollably. 

y. G, Yes — my dear sir — ^we look on them, and the frailty of 
our own nature draws us for a moment to believe that the bright 
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ease of theu* lives was a happiness won to tliem from the severity 
of our mortal condition ; but we look again, and we know that the 
bitter evil of our nature was there ; and that while they seemed to 
roll off on others their own part of the burden of human calamity, 
the invisible chain of suffering wliich binds down together all the 
brotherhood of mankind^ had wound its fatal links around their 
hearts. 

North. But it may be said that I am giving a false representation 
of the glory of mankind. 

Y. G, Alas ! I fear too true. 

North. It is not, it may be said, to wealth and empire, once stately 
and flourishing, and now passing away, that our imagination turns 
with desire to discover the pride of our race, and to honor the re- 
covered glory of the human spirit amidst the light and guarded 
peace of happy civilization. There have been nations on the earth, 
whose name brightens the story of mankind — ^nations in whose 
bosoms genius sprang up and worshipped wisdom — where liberty 
guarded the pride of life within her invincible arms. But if we in- 
deed desire to see in the sad and serious light of truth the condition 
of our kind as they have lived upon this earth — it is in vain that we 
delight our imagination in these bright remembrances. Did the 
earth, indeed, see her children rejoicing and free ? No ; slaves 
tilled the soil of hberty — the deliverer of his country dashed cities 
of men into the dust, and scattered their inhabitants through the 
slavery of the world. 

Y. G. But look again, sir, over the earth ; and under the shadow 
of the cloud that broods over it, there is seen a still small light 
which hangs its lamp in every human heart — love. Within the 
circling walls of eveiy human dwelling, beneath its sheltering roof, 
is guarded a little world which love has knit together. Within the 
circuit which that presence hallows, pleasure springs up with inno- 
cence. Peace is there — and the light which sin had shut out, breaks 
again upon the spirit. 

North. Mingled brightness and blackness — therein lies the mys- 
tery. What is it that huddles them all together — ^the high and the 
low— ^and gives them over to a common doom — almost to a common 
grave — ^while the sun of life yet shines brightly on them all ? There 
is a capacity of good confessed by all, and none realize it. We 
seem tcTbiing one destination into the world with us, and to accept 
another. We seem to be the fools of life. Ask the philosopher 
who has spent his life within his own mind, — ask the man of power 
who has spent it in moulding the will of others to his own, — ask 
the poet who has lived in the beauty of dreams, — ask the soldier of 
life who has lived in the warfare of realities, — what have they made 
of it — ychhi had they made of themselves — what have they done 
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with tbat good wliich ihej brongbt with them into the world— -and 
which has Tanisfaed from them altogether, or floats like an nnem- 
bodied spirit in the breath of imagination, still T — Is it that we have 
not power to bring down good among men! — No, we hare the 
power ; bnt we do not nse it ; we do not know where to find it. 
There have been those who have found the power, and have nsed 
it. Men simple in their spirit ; — not radiant with genius nor strong 
in power ; not pouring out the dazzling and exuberant wealth of 
their own minds before men's eyes; but pouring out their spirit 
through their hearts. Men unconscious of themselves — and of their 
destination — but who have brought down good into the life of men, 
bj bringing it first into their own. Christians, Hal — Christians 
— ^but how few in this wicked and weaiy world deserre that holy 
name? 

Tickler. Come, come, my dear friend, though it be Saturday 
night, let's be a leetle more lively — and surely, surely. North, it is 
not for us to say that there is no happiness in this world of ours — 

North. No, it would be false to say so — ^yet what I have said is 
true. If great suffering and heavy duties are taken out of the lot, 
and the mind is left free to seek its own enjoyment, it b impossible 
to say how many modes of pleasure it will discover. 

Tickler. True, Kit. Why, pursuits and gratifications so unim- 
portant, that they have scarce a name in our greater estimates of 
the human condition, do yet, by continual supplies of small pleasure, 
contribute largely to the active state of happiness. For, do they 
not bring with them renovation and refreshment, keeping up the 
alacrity of the spirit, and protecting it from that languor which often 
turns it against itself. £ndless are they as fancy ! 

North. It might be said, from the contemplation of a great part 
of mankind, that action of some kind, pressing forward continually 
to an aim, was an essential constituent of the state of happiness. 
Yet, what thousands are satisfied in perfect tranquillity of enjoy- 
ment, one day flowing after another in mere repetition — ^the peaceful 
sameness, like some sweet monotone in music, stilling all uneasy 
passion, and keeping all thought and feeling within the quiet domain 
of contentment ! 

Y. G. Some I seem to see satisfied in the love they feel for others, 
and that is felt for them, and happy without desire. 

North. It might be said, that hope could not be dispensed with ; 
yet there are those without hope, whose happiness is altogether in 
remembrance. 

y. G. Others — not few — ^but many — ^who, without hope, are happy 
in resignation. 

Tickler. We all see how much of the richest joys of humankind 
are given them in their strong affections. We can imagine nothing, 
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indeed, that should leave the lot of man more desolate than if these 
were taken away ! Yet shall we say that the human heing with- 
out them cannot know happiness ? That the philosopher, with a 
soul dwelling apart from human loves, and entranced in the research 
and contemplation of nature, has not a happiness all his own, 

" Because not of this noisy world, but silent and divine !'' 

North. For are not heauty, and wisdom, and truth, and power, all 
poured in for ever into one soul, sufficient for entire bliss ! 

Tickler, Ay, my bold bright-eyed boy. We look on the light 
of day, we hear the voice of love, and it appears to us as if it must 
be miserable to bear night on the eyes, and silence on the ear. Yet 
the blind and the deaf have their own full and unstinted joy, that 
does not forsake their spirits. 

Y. G. When oppression plunges her persecuted victim in the 
dungeon's depth, she seems, indeed, sir, in cutting him off from air, 
and light, and liberty, from the condition of living nature, to heap 
on him, in part, by mere privation, the misery she calls the wretch 
to endure. She seems, sir, in severing him from human faces, to 
break off his human ties ; and inhumed in the prisons of her wrath, 
he may be said to dwell already with the dead, and to house in the 
grave. But is there no spirit that can descend into that buried 
and gloomy cell, to visit with her illumination that uncompanioned 
heart? 

North. Yes, my noble Hal, conscience may sit there an angel of 
light at his side, whispering peace and hope and lofty consolation. 

Y. 6r. The patriot who has raised his voice or his hand too soon, 
in redress of his country's wrongs ; the martyr who bears with him 
in his bosom the faith on which he will pour out his blood ; the just 
man who has offended by his virtue high-seated crime — all these, 
in that woeful and dreary seclusion can find their own happiness 
not less calm and self-consoled in that long dark expectation, than 
when the last act of unjust power sets them free from the bonds of 
life, and they feel on the brink of death that they have a foretaste 
of immortal happiness. 

TkMer. The lad is an eloquent lad — and will one day be an 
orator. 

North, Events nor condition are in our power, but the mind, with 
which Wi all receive them, is, Hal. 

y. G. " Fallen cherub ! to be weak is miserable. 
Doing, or suffering." 

North, Suffering ! Our lot may be such that we can do nothing 
— ^that we have to be merely passive. In that case all depends on 
our will. If we receive pain with a shrinking and impatient mind^ 
we give it its full power over us. 
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Tickler, True, Kit. But though any body may triumph over the 
toothache, what man of woman bom but must shriek at the tie 
d6l<yreux. 

North, The Indian undergoing torture, in which he sings war- 
sings, and laughs to scorn his tormentors, horrible to nature as liis 
condition is, is surely not to be judged of by the mere imagination 
of what we ourselves should suffer in his place. That spirit which 
has been inured to pain, and which, in utmost agony, can feel its 
accustomed pride rise unconquerably above it all, must be regarded 
as, by the power of its own will, casting off from itself great part 
of natural suffering. It is a spirit no longer penetrable to suffering 
— ^invulnerable ; pride, or whatever other feeling, truly 

^^Arms th' obdured breast 
With stubborn patience, cis with tHple steeV* 

Tickler, My temper is none of the best ; yet I acknowledge that 
almost at any hour of one's life, there is opportunity given of de- 
termining for oneself what the tenor of his feelings shall be, whether 
for pleasure or for pain. 

North, Neither is mine ; yet I see, sometimes not without self- 
upbraiding, that those who cannot command themselves, draw from 
the continual stream of the incidents of life, uneasiness and vexa- 
tion, while it would have been easier to draw from them cheerful- 
ness and satisfaction. 

Tickler, The common remark. Kit, that great part of the hap- 
piness and unhappiness of life depends upon its petty occurrences, 
a remark which, when simply stated, appears degrading to the pride 
of our mind, acquires a more reasonable meaning when we con 
sider that the mind exercising itself, as it must do, on these little 
events, finds in them the occasion of yielding to the temper of pain 
and dissatisfaction, or of sharing the temper of pleasme and con- 
tentment. 

North, True, Timothy. The mind is not subject, as the remark 
would intimate, to such events. They are not of magnitude to 
force on it either pleasure or pain. But because the ordinary state 
in which it exists must be either of the one character or the other, 
and as, in the absence of great and constraining occurrences, that 
ordinary state must be derived from its own disposition, therefore 
those slight and petty circumstances appear thus important, when 
in truth the mind does no more than exercise its faculty of throwing 
itself into the pain, or of sustaining in itself its natural spirit of joy 
and vigor. 

* Tickler. 'Tis but a shallow apologue, that of the CaHph who on 
his deathbed declared that in his long reign of prosperity and glory 
he had known but three days of happiness. 
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North. He must indeed have been a poor devil. 

Tickler, He has not told us — has he — what constituted the hap- 
piness of the three days ? What do you conjecture was the busi- 
ness of the blockhead ] Sensual ? 

North. No. But our Alfred, I warrant him, knew many hundreds 
of happy days. For though subjected to horrid convulsion-fits, that 
often all at once made him fall down on the floor of his palace, like 
a beggar in the street-mire, he was happy in genius and virtue. 
But who ever supposed that a miserable despot could enjoy one 
hour's true happiness ? Yet the Caliph ought not to have been un- 
grateful for his pleasures. For the joys of the harem, the slai ery 
of bended knees> and of faces sweeping the floor in humiliation, the 
insidious flatterer and the deadly mute — all these may have been, 
during their hour, instruments of base, luxurious, or cruel pi msure 
— but such remembrances could bring no peace to a dying bed, and 
therefore he became at last a querulous moralist. 

Tickler. Do you ever envy the condition of any man. North ? 

North. Not often now. Yet, 'tis not unnatural to do so, for we 
always look on the lot from which we are removed, my friend, with 
imagination ; and sometimes the sense of the real disadvantages of 
our own lot turns our thoughts with something of envy, with a re- 
gretfiil comparison at least, toward those whose lot by its nature, 
whatever else may be its disadvantages, is exempt from that par- 
ticular disturbance under which we may suffer. 

Y. G. Who is there, sir, that, till he has read again and again 
the history of Genius, does not believe that the mind in which such 
beautiful creations were bom, and which dwelt among them, was 
happy ? 

North. Alas ! alas ! Bums, Byron, Cowper.* I think of writing 
the lives of these three in one volume. 

Tickler. Do. In like manner. Master Henry, we imagine the 
wealthy and the powerful to be happy, not merely because they are 
visibly exempted from many troubles, but because we know that 
there are principles in our nature to which superiority over our fel- 
low-men is grateful, and that such possessions seem to enlarge the 
domain of the will. Does he wish for knowledge ? The learning 
of ages lies open before his mind. Will he have luxur;^ ? A thou- 
sand hands are ready to minister to .his delight. But he may be a 
coward — a scrub— or a dolt — and ends, perhaps, a llf6 of slavery 
to some slut, by suicide. 

North. I purpose writing a volume to be entitled, Compensation. 

Tickler. Do. Ay, Kit, the sword hung by a single hair over the 

* Rnms, unquestionably, led rather a happy than an unhappy life. Byron's was an nltemation 
of etorm and sunshine, but gives the idea of a vast quantity of enjoyment, ment^il and bodily. 
Cowrper was sometimes insane, and composition, by occupying his mind, prevented hia Jjilling into 
bopeles8 lunacy. — HI 
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royal banquet is much in point. That was the hidden ill of the 
heart which the courtier cotdd not have divined. 

Y. G. Methinks no man can be miserable who loves his country, 
I become happy in a moment when I think on Scotland. 

Tickfer. Why? 

Y, G, Because of the — ^the 

Tickler. North — ^help him out. 

North. The love of our country, my good boy, is not so much an 
attachment to any assignable object, as it is our participation in that 
whole spirit whicn has breathed in the heart of the whole race of 
men of which we are sprung; and therefore, without strong and 
fine sympatliies, no man can be a patnot. That is our country, not 
where we have breathed alone — ^not the land which we have loved, 
because it has shown to our opening eyes the brightness of heaven 
and the gladness of earth — ^but the land for which we have hoped 
and feared — ^for which our bosoms have beat with the consenting 
hopes and fears of thousands of heroic hearts — that land, of which 
wo have loved the mighty living and the mighty dead. 

Y. G. That land, sir, the Roman or the Greek would say, where 
the boy had sung in the pomp that led the saciifice to the altars of 
the ancient deities of the soil. 

Tickler. Very fine. You are a brace of incomparable orators. 
But if declamation is still to be the order of the night, I beg to be 
heard, for I can harangue, if I have a mind, like one of the Lake 
poets. Why, the Campus Martius, and the Palaestra, wliere the 
youth exercised heroic games, what were they, gentlemen, but the 
schools of patriotism ? For were not the youth taking part, then 
and there, in the passions, the power, the hope, the glory, that flowed 
through all the spirit of the nation ? 

North. True, Tim. Old warriors, and gowned statesmen, that 
frowned in brass or in marble, in public places, and in the porches 
of noble houses — atrophied monuments and towers, riven with the 
scars of ancient battles — ^the temple raised where Jove had stayed 
the flight — or the victory, that with suspended wings still seemed to 
hover over the conquering bands — ^what were all tliese to the eyes 
and the fancy of the young citizen, but characters sjieaking to him 
of his hope and desire, in which he read the union of liis own heart 
to the heart of the heroic nation of which he was one 1 

Tickler. True, Kit. And what if less noble passions must hero- 
after take their place in his mind — what if he must learn to share 
in the rivalries and hates of his house or of his order — these far 
deeper and greater feelings had been sunk into his spirit in the 
years when it is most susceptible, unsullied, and pure ; and after- 
ward, in great contests, in peril of life and death, in those moments 
of agitation, or profound emotion, in which the higher soul aga'm 
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rises up, those high and solemn affections of boyhood and yonth 
would return upon him, and consecrate his warlike deeds with the 
noblest name that was known to those ancient states. 

North. Therefore, Timothy, how was the oaken crown prized^ 
which was given to him who had saved the life of a citizen. Yet 
perhaps he loved not the man whom he had preserved ; but he had 
remembered in the battle, that it was a son of his country that had 
fallen, and over whom he had spread his shield. He knew, that the 
breath he guarded was part of his country's being. 

Tickler. Wo to the citizen of the world ! The man can have 
neither heart nor imagination. The natale solum is not on its own 
account dear ; but dear as that by which the present and the past 
generations are all bound together. 

Y. G. And hence the exiles carry with them the names of the 
mother-country.* The fugitives from Troy had formed a little 
Ilium, and named a little Xanthus — " et arentem Xanthi cognomine 
rivum." 

North. The character of the mind of this country, Hal, is not to 
be spoken of lightly — ^yet 'twould be unsafe to say that it is sound 
at the core. It presents to our eyes a spectacle of energy and ardor 
in all the ordinary pursuits of life. 
V Y. G. Indeed, the life of no order, sir, is that of repose. 

North. So far, well. Repose is stagnation. But the agitations 
of the late eventful years have occupied the minds of all men, with 
interests which, though of the utmost importance and magnitude, 
were nevertheless, in one respect, temporary. For every new event 
that arose, or was in preparation, seemed as if the fate of a nation, 
or, I might almost say, of mankind, were involved in its issue, and 
therefore no excess of passionate expectation which could bo fixed 
on it could appear misplaced. Thus have we been accustomed to 
live in a succession of vivid emotions which were all but the birth 
of the times, and could only have the duration of the events with 
which they had arisen. The events passed away, and with them 
our thoughts took wing into oblivion. 

Y. G. I can indeed understand, sir, from your pregnant words, 
that the strong and pervading sympathies with the fortunes of 
nations and humanity, however ennobling to the minds which it 
filled— 

North. Ay, Hal, and accompanied with lessons of the highest 
instniction — 

Y. G. May have been injurious to the highest faculties of thought. 

Tickler. How the deuce may that be ] 

♦ So, IB we know, the emlffrnTits, who left Scot.l«Tid sinuiug the mflnnrholy Oaelic song ot wbic|i 
flie trai slated refrain is •* We return, wc return, w return no more,'- have givon to tlielr n«»'V 
bomes in Canada, the beloved and familiar names of the old scei.ea — M. 
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horth. Tell him, HaJ. 

y. G, Because they may have withdrawn the imaginations of 
men, sir, from the great objects which to the self-collected mind, 
wrapt in meditation, have always appeared of paramount impor- 
tance — 

Tickler. And what, pray, are they ? 

Y. G. They are the — they are the — the 

North. It seemed, indeed. Tickler, as if the more thoughtful mind 
turning itself to those remote objects — 

Tickler. Confound ye. Kit, what objects ? 

North. Those remote objects and their shadowy speculationt*, 
were deserting the great hazards of mankind to busy itself with the 
dreams of a fantastic and indolent philosophy. 

Tickler. Yery fine indeed, sir, very fine. 

North. We have found, Timothy, almost ever since the great 
French Revolution — 

Tickler. The small one was a shabby concern * 

North. We have found, Timothy, in the occurrences and scenes 
of a shifting world, the ftdl scope for all our capacity of hope and 
desire : and hence it may be difficult for the soul of the nation to 
turn itself to higher and more lasting contemplations ; and if it were 
to do so, impossible perhaps to recover that zeal and those devou^ 
convictions of their eternal worth, which belonged to them of old, 
and have been easy and habitual to men who lived in calmer times 
of the world. 

Tickler. I am where Moses was when the candle went out. 

North. No high philosophy, Hal, pervades our literature ; and I 
fear none is in 

Tickler. The nation's soul, as you call it. Kit. Yet the nation is 
a decent body enough. 

Y. G. Surely, sir, the arts of imagination 

Nmth. Can not supply, Hal, that kind of continued strength 
which the mind now requu-es 

Tickler. The soul of the nation. 

North. For in the luxury of a people, their arts, Hal, take the 
tone of the times. Imagination is too much in sympathy with 
pleasure ! it yields itself too easily to the enchantment from wliich 
the mind itself seeks deliverance. 

Tickler. Now let him alone, Hal, and you shall hear the incon- 
sistent old sophist contradicting all he has said to-night. 

North. No. All the arts to which imagination gives birth have 
greatly changed their character, Tickler, with the changing genius 
of a people. Strong, masculine, and rude in older times, and bear- 
ing the stamp of the bold spuit which created them, they have 

* The glorious Three Days of July, 1830.— M. 
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at a later period become enei-vated and effeminate, and tainted with 
tlio weakness of a luxurious age — breatliing back on the soni of 
the people 

Tickler, There again : for people, say nation. 

North, The indolent softness they had already received from it. 

Tickler. Oh dear ! oh dear 1 

Y. G. Yet, in their power and beauty, how they exalt 

Tickler. The national soul. 

North. In the work of the painter or sculptor, Hal, you see finely 
exemplified the process by which conception, imagination, and iutel« 
lect kindle, " even at the forms themselves have made." 

Y,G. Yes— sir? 

Tickler. What? 

North. Think — feel — do; think — feel — and do again ; and how 
glories the spirit in beholding of what itself creates ! The painter 
begins to work — his hand performs the bidding of his thought, and 
the forms of beauty which arise in his mind dawn on the tablet 
before his eyes. 

Y. G. Now he sees what he has conceived ; and his imagination 
takes fire from its own product. 

North. Yes. And no sooner does he behold the forms in palpable 
representation, than his conception itself changes ; for his feelings, 
flal, are warmed by that beauty as by " touch ethereal of Heaven's 
fiery rod ;" his thoughts glow as in a spiritual furnace 

Tickler. A spiritual furnace ! 

North. And that first imperfect conception is invested with purer 
brightness, and moulded to shape divine. From unknown dwelling- 
places in his genius the fair ideas come flocking 

Tickler. All birds of a feather. 

North. And then indeed. Tickler, his mind teeming with a thou- 
sand unembodied conceptions, all ready to burst into life, he under- 
stands in his joy what creative mind itself may owe to the works it 
would frame for others' delight, and perceives that his own art is the 
only muse he must invoke to inspire his genius. 

Y. G. How much, sir, have the best, the most sacred conceptions 
of men's souls, been affected by edifices reared at their own bidding ! 
How vast the power of a Gothic cathedral ! There, all is subjected 
under its one use of a house of religious worship. There are found 
all that serves to the many ministrations of religion ; and there too 
is another important use, not necessarily connected with them, it is 
a repository of the dead. Its natural sanctity, as a house of worship, 
bas made it a fit mansion of expecting rest, a dormitory of the living 
dead! 

Tickler. Be intelligible, sir. 

y. G. And again, sir, all these uses, and all that appears cxtrin- 

VOL. V.-^ 
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sic to them, in the elaborate and prodi^l beanty of its furmS} are 
subjected to the one great purpose, the one imagination of the whole 
structure, religious awe. It is thus, sir, that the human being gives 
his own spirit to the insensate stone, till it breathe back again upon 
him a still loftier and more divine inspiration. 

North, Well said, my good lad. That which the works of the 
fine arts effect partially, speech may be said to effect to the human 
species. Suppose us from the creation all dumb ! 

Tickler. Well for us had it been so with women. 

North. Savage! We should have lived in an obscure dream 
haunted by shapeless phantoms. Silent people often get insane. It 
is not safe to have too many dealings with wordless thoughts. You 
can not discover what they would be at — they are at the best suspi- 
cious characters — and sometimes vagrants that would not scruple to 
murder you at midnight in your bed. 

Tickler. The thought uttered in speech (don't keep staring at 
North) is embodied, young gentleman, in a sort of distinct reality, 
and is thus made apparent to the mind itself in a palpable form, just 
as its beautiful conception of visible things become defined and strong 
in the colors and lineaments of the growing picture. 

Y, G. And hence it is, sir, that the orator, as the torrent of his 
speech rushes on, kindles in his eloquence, just like the painter in 
lus works of creation. 

North, You are thinking, I perceive, Hal, of one of those great 
men, who, inspired with the zeal of their holy cause, have stood up to 
speak fearlessly before the face of kings and in the presence of cor- 
loipted courts, those truths which bow down courts and kings to the 
level of the peasant and the beggar. 

Tickler, That race is extinct. 

Y". G. He heard himself the voice that thundered in the ears of 
his audience ; the fervor of passion which was pouring forth in tho 
sound, urged on and bore along his own spirit — the — 

Tickler, Stop— pull up — hold fast. All that and much more ap- 
plies to the extemporaneous eloquence — ^but not to MSS., much less 
to printed sermons — or to discourses got by heart and spouted forth* 
by a hypocrite, not ashamed by assumed fervor to swindle you into 
a belief that all his sedulously got up paragraphs are sudden inspi- 
ration. 

North, I would have the great minds among us, and there must 
be many, study more profoundly the laws of thought and feeling. 

Y, G. Of all studies, sir, surely the most ennobling ! Higher far 
such science than those that deal with mere matter — but, alas ! more 
difficult far, as is seen in the result, sir. The mind ia as great a 
mystery now as it was to Plato. 

Inkier, Or Pythagoras, 
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North. To the observer of physical science, it may he said truly, 
the subject is uniform anii constant. Gold, iron, are tlie same metals 
now and heretofore^ — here and in every place. The races of livhig 
nature have continued unchanged. The growth of every plant is 
a constant process. Every spring brings the same blossoms — eveiy 
autumn the same fruit. The same air breathes — the same showers 
fall — the same ocean rolls to all nations through all time. The stars 
keep their place, and the planets their motion, and Astronomy, from 
the sun's latest eclipse, can read back the heavens to the moment 
when his orb was first darkened in the sky. 

Tickler, North — I am not given to compliments — hut douse my 
daylights, if that be not spoken Hke a poet and a philosopher. 

North. It is evident what is the result to science of this un- 
changeableness in the subject of observation. Eveiy inquirer 
knows that the same matter is before him which was before the 
eyes, or under the hands, of all his predecessors in inquiry; he 
knows that he has but exactly to follow definite methods of obser- 
vation which they have pursued and prescribed, and all the means 
of which are as constant and unchangeable as the matter itself, and 
the results which they found must discover themselves too to his 
sight. All that has been gained is possessed ; every province that 
is won is at the same time secured ; and the empire of science, con- 
tinually enlarging, descends an unimpaired inheritance to each new 
generation of inquirers. 

Yl G. The only chance, perhaps I may bo permitted to say, sir, 
that is possible, is improvement ; because the methods of physical 
science, which are too definite in their nature to be lost when they 
are recorded, are yet susceptible of endless amelioration ; and by 
those only erring knowledge set aside. 

Inkier. Nothing in this world, therefore, so easy as to be a 
chemist. 

Y. G. And more so to be a mathematician. 

North. Compare with this the condition of moral science. To it 
there is but one subject — assuming endless modifications. One dart 
of it is — the passions. Love, ambition, revenge ! We give, indeed, 
one name to a passion, supposed to be one in different minds. But 
- examine that one passion in different minds, and see where is its 
unity. 

Tickler. O'er the hills far away. What say you, Hal ? 

y. G. Nothing, sir. 

North. We see love in one mind a fierce, self-willed, devouring 
passion, that seeks nothing but its own gratification at all conse- 
quences. In another /we see it pure, generous, and heroic, in its 
every height of strength sacrificing itself to its object, or to solemn 
duties, and enabled by its own intense strength to make that sacri- 
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fice. In another we see it humble and meek, the sorrow and the 
solace uf a gentle, patient, uncomplaining life. Is this the same 
passion to which we have given the same name ? 

Y, G, Vain delusion, indeed ! 

North, We read the story of two men who have signalized them- 
selves by their giant usurpation of power over the obedience and 
destinies of their kind. We call both ambitious. Yet I find Julius 
Caesar shedding no blood but as a soldier in the field, dropping tears 
to see the p.ale mangled head of his mightiest foe, and taking those, 
in the frankness of generous affection, to his unmistinisting confi- 
dence, who were ere long to whet their daggers against his life. 

Tickler. He was a tyrant. 

North. We may live — ^nay, not we — ^but Hal here — ^to see worse. 
We find another to whom ambition supplies a very different heart ; 
whose spirit it steels against remorse ; to whom it makes the paths 
of peace and of blood alike on the way to empire, from whose own 
heart it shuts out peace, sowing fear, suspicion, and hate in its 
place ; to whom it makes the happiness and life of one man and 
those of millions a matter of like indifference, in the calculations of 
that sole arbiter of will and destiny. Can we think that in the two 
men we have understood the passion of their ambition, because we 
have given it one name in both ? The truth is, Hal, that the poets 
have done great and glorious things with the passions — the philoso- 
phers little — and the metaphysicians nothing. 

Y". G, In that field, revered sir, as in others, you are bom to work 
wonders that shall make the name of North immortal. 

North, Turn to those with whom you live, Hal, and see how the 
same affection towai-d yourself is different in different breasts. Is 
intellect, is judgment, is memory the same ? The entire mind is 
different by the complex difference of the thousandfold variety in 
all its faculties and powers. 

Y. G. "A mighty maze, but not without a plan." 

North. Nay, it is different to itself. Every new passion — that en- 
ters, each successive year's longer experience of life, changes all 
that was before — the whole mind, through all its feeling and all its 
thoughts. 

Tickler. Ay— every mind undergoes metamorphoses more mirac- 
ulous than any sung by Naso.* 

(Silver Timepiece smites Ten — Enter Ambrose witli roasted 
Goose, Turkey ditto, and the acctisiomed etceteras.) 

{Curtain drops ^ 

* Publina Nnso Ovidius, contemporary with Virgil, Hornce, Tibullus, nnd Propertius, and 
author of "De Arte Amandi," "Heroic Epistles," the ** Fasti," aiu^ "Mytamot phosis." — AL 
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Tickler. I hope the souchong's to your mind, Captain 1* Come, 
North, another ma^um or a bowl— what say you 1 I've got some 
fresh limes to-day from our friend of Dunoon. 

North. O, a bowl, then, by all means ! What, Skipper, do yoa 

* Csptflin Basil Hall, author of a variety of works, among which the best known are the ao« 
count of his Voyage of Discovery to the Western Coast of Corea and the great Lno«Choo Island 
in the Japan sea (which is full of interest and went through several editionp), Travels in North 
America, Fragrnents of a Voyage and Travels, Schloss Helnfield, and Patchwork. He wa» 
SntJmEte with Sir Walter Scott, and his account of a Christmas visit to Abbottsford, in 1824, en- 
riches Lockhart's admirable life of that great man. There is also his graphic account of Scott 
in lodgings (June, 18*36) after Constable's failure had ruined him. Captain Maitlaiid's narrative 
of the reception of Napoleon on board the Bellerophon, after Wateiloo, had the advantage of 
Hairs revision. In 1631, when a visit to a foreign climate was recommended, it was on Hall's 
suggestion that the British government placed a ship of war at Scott's disposal, and he it was, 
■Im, who personally assisted in his embarkation at Portsmouth. Afflicted with insanity, he be- 
came an inmate of Haslar Hospital, Portsmouth, where he died In 1844, aged fifty-eix."-M. 
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meati to cleave all night to that wish wash ? For shame, man, such 
doings were never heard of in the " Grand House." 

Hall, Never mind me — I'll back Canton against Kingston all the 
world over — the cup " that cheers hut not inebriates" for me !— 
(Sings) 

" Barnaby, Barnaby, tbou'i«t been drinkiiig', 
I ran tell by thy nose, and thine eyes winking. 
Diiink at Richmond, drunk at Dover, 
Drunk at Newcastle, and di-unk all over. 
Hoy, Barnaby ! Take't for a warning, 
Be no more dmnk at night, di-y i* the morning.* 

% 

MulUon. Very well, Captain. I*faith jou are a gallant cpmman- 
der, to make head against us with such a woful inferiority of maferiel. 
Shall I play maker, Laird ? 

Tickler. Surely. In the absence of the Teeger,* who but your- 
self ? Create away. Esto punch ! 

MulUon [rings), I stepped into the bayonet-room a few minutes 
before last bottle but one. Punch est. Bring in the china, Mrs. 
Marjoribanks. That's a kind body. 

Tickler, Banum est quod, fecisti, I scarcely desiderate the Ams. 
O, Captain, Captain ! — and you that touch off scenes of jollification 
with such a true Bamabesque gusto. Why, they're the best things 
in your bookt— worth fifty lectures on naval discipline — the Ship- 
Church — ^the theory of the trade winds — and passenger St. Paul oflp 
La Valetta. But no matter, fill fair any how. 

North, I should like to hear Sam Coleridge's commentary on the 
undoubted, but to me inexplicable fact, that our friend was a hearty 
toper in the days of his Whiggery, but no sooner turned one of the 
tautest of Tories, than he took to the tea-pot. It seems a thing 
against nature. 

Tickler, A cyathological curiosity. 

Hall, Quite out. As long as that cold, sour curd lay on my stom- 
ach, not all the brandy in Bordeaux could ever make me feel truly 
comfortably — ^but now that it's gone, I need no artificial stimulants. 
A Tory conscience is its own sufficient vade-mecum. 

North, '^ajf nay. We Tories, from my friend Eldon downwards 
don't drink port by the pipe, and punch by the puncheon, to keep 
our own hearts up — not at all ; but merely to enable us to look at 
the wicked part of the world without an intolerable degree of dis- 
gust.{ Flowing cups are the sunshine of humanity. But for them 

* Doctor Dnnlop, nn enrly and ab]<? contribwfor to Blackwood. H^^ wns commonly cbIUhI 
"Tiger Dntilop." His portrait »ippci;re«l in the i.iternry G»iHery piil)li-lu.'d in Fraser's Maga- 
tine. He emigrated to Canada, became a member of the legisiature thiuv, and died a few years 
ago.— M. 

t HhH's Fragments of Voyage^ and Travels. — M. 

X H<jw»ver pcontimical Lord Eldon might be in other matters, he never stinted himself in port- 
Wuie~called blackstrap in days departed.— M. 
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there woald be nothing to break the black shadow of prevailing vil- 
Jany, and one would be apt to get sick of life. They cast some re- 
deeming halos round even the ugliest objects ; and to speak for 
myself, when, as Moore says of Byron, " under the full influence of 
Bacchus," I can contemplate with passable equanimity even a Whig 
in pride of place, and a King in duresse vile. 

Hall. Avast, there ! Haven't I for these two years been preach- 
ing up faith, hope, and even charity, totis viribus, while you and all 
the rest of your set have been keeping the world ringing with the 
doleful changes of yom* eternal toll, toll, toll 1 

Tickler. Tol de rol — {sings.) 

"Toll for the brave! 

Brave Kempenfelt is gone ! 
His last sea-fight is fought, 
His race of glory run !"* 

MuUion. Well, if you mean Mr. North, you will at least allow 
that 

" When Kempenfelt went down, 
His fingers held the pen." 

Hall. Doivn ? Out upon your downs ! The cause was never in 
a more thriving case than at this moment ; but I maintain that it 
has never been in bad case at all — ^never. If I were allowed to 
play what pranks I pleased in politics, I honestly tell you I don't 
think I should be inclined to alter one, even the minutest, move- 
ment that has taken place, from the 27th of July, 1830, down to 
this blessed 6th of August, 1832. Capital! excellent! nothing 
could have been better ! afiairs have been conducted abroad and at 
home, by ourselves and by our enemies of all sorts, precisely as in 
my steadfast opinion a truly wise, deep, foreseeing Tory, or patriot, 
would have desired to see them. Oh ! the game has been beauti- 
fully played. In fact, my only doubt is whether we have not been 
too fortunate all through. 

Tickler. That's your distress, is it? So with your own self, 
after all, 

" Surgit amari aliquiil medio de fonte leporum." 

North. Unmixed happiness would have been too much even for 
a tea-drinking Tory. I condole with you, dear Pangloss — I com- 
miserate your case — not one glass ? 

Hall. Neither glasses nor groans for me, old cock o' the roost. 
I've long since put the mulligmbs as well as the parrot-palate in 
Schedule A. But I'll give you a toast if you like, and drink it my- 

* From Cowpe 1*8 spirited ballad on the Iops of the Royal Georjre, an English first-class man- 
of-war, which went down at Spithoad, 29tli August, 1782, while under repairs at tipithead, when 
Admiral Kempenfelt, with several other officer:;, iiud more than 900 men, women, and children, 
were drowncMl. At the moment of thia sudden casualty, Kempentelt was writing In tbd 
ci^iD.— M. 
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self in what Dr. Johnson called " an effnsion as red as blood ;" — 
here's Church and King I ! ! — They were never more flourishi'ig 
—long may they flourish ! — Hip— hip— 

Tickler. Hip and thigh you mean. 

Hall. Hip-hurrah ! hurrah ! ! hurrah ! ! ! {conhipeure omnes.) 

That's the thing ! Strong, fixed, immovable, eternally glorious and 
growing in glory, the Church and the Monarchy have outlived al- 
ready and will outlive hereafter, storms a thousand times fiercer than 
any our times have witnessed — or shall witness — 

** Moor'd in the rifted rock, 
Proof to the tempest's shock. 
Firmer they root them, the ruder it blow." 

Their only danger, if it were possible for them to be really in 
danger, would consist in the felonious faintheartedness of their, if 
they would but see and feel it, invincible friends. One chirp of de- 
spondency among you, gentlemen, is more damaging than all the 
brazen-trumpetfuls of foul breath that ever Treason charged or will 
charge with ; but even your chirping won't help them to their ends. 
No, no, sirs ; it was only the Philistines that succumbed, in the long 
run, to the jaw of an ass. We are the true believers, and we must 
succeed 

Tickler. If we choose ? 

Hall. Whether we choose or no. As my friend Bonaparte used 
to say, " Quod scriptum, scrip tum." When I was in Holland, 
during the peace of Amiens, there came a horrible roar of surge 
and billow and howling Boreas one evening, so horrible that the 
worthy Dutchers of the place were inclined to give all up, and in 
fact many of them sent wife and bairns, goods and plenishing a-pack- 
ing God knows how far into the interior, never doubting, in short, 
that the dike must give way, and their whole town be swamped 
into annihilation. Next morning, however, the sun rose clear and 
bright, and when I among others took courage to go down and ex- 
amine the site of the anticipated breach, we found the concern 
stronger a million times than all the labor of half-a-dozen plodding 
centuries had ever been able to make it — ^by Jupiter ! 

North. By Neptune, if you please. 

Hall. Yes, /<« tov UoaeiSova — The raging ocean, in fact, had hurled 
before him such a mass of sturdy solid stuflP, that every heave it 
gave only added a new hne of bulwark to the deserted barrier of 
trembling Mynheer, who, in consequence of that fortunate hurricane, 
has ever since rejoiced in a circumvallation that would defy a deluge. 
That's the way to look at things. Depend on't, this bi-utal BiU,* 

* The Rerorm Bill, which had received the royal assent on the 7th June, 1832, after a struggle 
of unexampled excitement, perseverance, and duration, in and out of Paiiiameut. — M. 
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whatever the designs of its framers, and the fears of its enemies, 
will turn ont our breakwater after all. 

Nm'th, I back your Nic Frog against Mother Partington * 

Tickler, I have no objection to back Basil Hall against Sydney 
Smith, as to the article of apt illustration, any day in the prophetical 
week — which, you know, consists of seventy years. But wit and 
argument are both out of date now ; and as to this beastly busi- 
ness 

Hall. Nil desperandum de Republic^ ! 

North. Wby, we never doubted that it would come to a Republic. 

HaU. Pooh ! and if it does, what's the harm 1 'Twon*t last 
five summers, man. Heavens ! what a day will be the Restora 
tion ! 

North. Why, old Urquhart, super-exquisite Rabelaisian Sir 
Thomas, the quaint descendant of OvptxapTos King of Thessaly, law- 
ful representative, in the three hundred and thirteenth generation, 
of Japhet Emperor of Europe, djidi facile princeps of all translators 
that ever Europe nurtured, except only Sotheby — that dear old 
worthy royalist who domesticated Panurge among us, on hearing of 
rascal Monk's message to Breda, as he was sitting over a black 
mutton-chop and a thimbleful of Cape Madeira in a dining parlor 
sunk seven feet odd inches beneath the level of Fleetditch — ordered 
in a whole bottle of the best port the beggarly place could afford — 
tossed it off in an ecstacy of two rummers, and died on the spot of 
sheer joy ; — a touching termination of a queerly mixed life It 
Perhaps you, dear Basil, may hve to treat yourself to a basin of 
prime gunpowder, after several weary winters of saloop, on being 
certiorated that some future Buffer Jones, in anticipation- 

" Of a right honorable name 

To call his vixen by," 

has thought it meet, fit, and becoming to invite Queen Victoria 
from Herrenhausen — and may have the glory of an equally sublime 
though more sober exit from this visible diurnal sphere, — as we may 
well call an age of the world in which journals rule the roast over 
all things. Well, so be it ! What came of the surviving Urquharts 
then ? And what would be the fate ten years hence of those Tory 
champions, who, having nerves strung after the fashion of Timothy's 
or mine, were never meant to die either of grief for a revolution, or 
of joy for a restoration — tough, even-pulsed, whip-cord codgers bom 
to sit unmoved, whether among the crack of corks or of crowns? 

* Sidney Smith's Recount of Mrs. Partington's endeavor to resist the Atlantic with a besom 
was recent at this time. — M. 

t This may be tine. Sir Thomas Urguhart, who translated RabelHis, was a Cavalier, and 
fought at the battle of Worcester. Of his own works, his favoiito was '* Logopundecteision, or 
an introduction to the Universal Language."— M. 
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My dear fellow, the treatment of the Cavaliers will sit by-and-by a 
deuced heavy lump on the spirits of the Tories. If good Sir 
Thomas had weathered Oporto, he must have gone back to the 
Cape. " Gratitude," as Clarendon said, and lived to prove in his 
own person,* " is a flower that seldom blossometh in the breast either 
of a Bourbon or a Stuart." The time is like to come for showing 
whether the Guelph «oil be a more congenial one. 

Hall, I doubt the fact ; — but all this is to little purpose. I hope 
at least we shall escape the reproach of having in any stage of the 
drama acted, or declined to act, from motives or dissuasives of the 
kidney you point to. 

North, In one sense I admit what I was talking of is little to the 
purpose. You and I, Timotheus, may crack with commendable 
composure about what is likely to turn up in the land, after such a 
period as the Skipper probably looks to — ^you and I, my hearty, or 
any one else 

" Cui bis octavum trepidavit ^tas 
Claudere lustrum." 

But what say you to the case of the juvenals ? — the rising chicks 
of the cause ? — ^mine ancient favorite's staunch and able descend- 
ant, for example, or his historian, worthy to indite goodly matter of 
all Scottish worthies ] Would you table this pack at The Stove ? 
—vix. 

Hall. I should like to have a good round swinging bet on your 
both being visible — ^Nestors as ye are — ^at the first drawing-room 
after the proclamation of George and Victoria — for I'm clear against 
allowing Hanover to part company .t 

North. I am more interested to hear your views about Ireland. 
That cable begins to creak in good earnest, however. 

Hall. Just as it ought to do. If you will read, as I have lately 
done, for the first time, I blush to say, Spenser's Dialogue, on what 
he calls at its outset " that rich unhappy island," and so downward 
through Temple, Swift, and the rest of them, to the Moores and 
Sheils of our own day, you will be thoroughly impressed with one 
great fact, namely, that Ireland has never yet been properly con- 
quered — and another not less important — to wit, that the sooner she 
is so conquered the better ; and then, I apprehend, you will agree 
with me that the main question is how to find or la.:^ on the best 
time and pretence for beginning the real subjugation, and that that 
question is now likely to be settled in precisely the way most desi- 

* The great Clarendon, after all his devoted loywlty to Chnrlos II., was disjrraped through the 
intrigues of the Duchess of Portsmouth (one of the mrniy miitn sses of the King), and went into 
voluntary exile to escape the consequences of impcHchment Ho ditui at Rouei^ in lfi74. — M. 

t The marriage of Prince George of Cumberland (now Kinjj "1' Hniiover) with the Princess 
Victoria, quite a chOd in 1832, was a favorite speculation uf the high-Tory party .—M. 
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table for us Tories — I mean bj some horrid ontbreak of the Catho- 
lics — consequent on tlie concession bi/, or Jbr, the Protestants, of 
the last of the demands which they, the scamps, could possibly 
bring forward, qua Catholics. 

North, Halt, friend ; I thought you had tipped us something like 
a speech in favor of the passing of the Duke's " Relief Bill ?" 

HaU. Peccavi, There was still one little drop of dirty Whig 
blood in my body, and it was then that it got squeezed out of me. 
I admit that I was quite in the wrong as to the view I then took of 
the working of his Grace's measure ;* and I have no doubt the glo- 
rious old fellow would say as much himself if he were here among 
us, which I am sure he would much enjoy being — ^but as to the 
measure itself, I maintain it was a most fortunate thing that it 
passed. But for that we should never have known how the ship 
was to right again. What you call, and always called a blunder, 
and which no doubt was a blunder, quoad the persons that moved 
in it, was, nevertheless, in itself, the cleverest thing that could have 
been hit on for the safe and easy attainment of our ultimate objects. 
It was, in short, necessary to bring matters to a point. We had got 
both internally here in Britain, and more so still as to Ireland, and 
our whole system of Irish connexion, into a false state — but how 
revocare gradum ? That was the difficulty — and this has solved it 
--evidently— quite evidently. 

No7'th. In short, the coachman ha^d got on the wrong track, and 
when that sort of thing occurs, the best way is always to drive on 
slick, as your friends the Yankees say, till you near the precipice, 
and not to haul up even then, but to go the whole hog, as the same 
classical vocabulary expresseth it, and make a clean Sam Patch job 
of it — at it, my tits, 'ware bolting — down you go ; when once we're 
snug at the bottom, we can easily move round to the other extremi- 
ty, and avoid accidents in fiiture. 

Tickler, Phaeton never sketched a shrewder programme. 

Hall. Why, I hope, after all, I am not among a conventicle of 
heathen infidels. Surely, people can't outlive the sextum decimum 
lustrum, on even (my own case, heigho !) the octavum, without being 
pretty well convinced that matters don't go on either for good or 
for evil in this world of ours, merely according as the human movers- 
apparent thereof happen to be dull or shrewd in their own personal 
guesses as to the working of this as yet untried thing, or that. I 
am not more satisfied of my own existence, than of the continual 
superintendence and efficacious control of Providence over all the 
springs and evolutions of the political system ; and the creed you 
seem so well disposed to smile at, amounts, after all, to nothing more 

* The Cntholic R-li»>f Bill of 18^9, bronglit In nnrl pnssed by Wellington and Peel, in the teeth 
of their former puliticiil principles uml pljiljj"8.— Al. 
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than a conscieiitious application to public affieurs of the old maxim, 
" whatever is, is right" — a maxim for which I beg leave to claim 
quite as high a descent as the poet does for Vvuidt Leavrov, 

Tickler. Hang it, are "ye up to Greek too? 

Hall, Ay, ay, and I suppose I need not remind you that old 
Homer himself has left the whole essence of Toryism compressed 
for eternal use, in three sounding hexameters, that might be printed 
on the rim of a halfpenny. 

Tickler. Repeat your credo. 

Hall. ** ayaBov iro\vKotpavtri' *E«S KOipavos isrtol 

'Elf 3iat\evi — &jWw/c« Kpoyir oiats ayKoXvfiKTSto 
TiKrjoiTpov r nis Otfitfas iva a<piaiv SfiflaffiXsvrj. 

Mullion. A right dulcet triplet for the ear of Mein Mettemich. 

Tickler. Well, and I for one am by no means ashamed to confess, 
that I feel myself waxing more and more Austrian, every winter of 
our discontent that rolls over my bald pate. 

North. Come, Captain — I'm a country gentleman — ^translate. 

Hall. In the absence of Sotheby, here goes : 

Whene'er the Whig impostors have their swing. 
They rob the people, and oppress the King; 
But King and people soon detect their jobs. 
And pluck the plunder from their bursting fobs ; 
Scorn rises in an universal shout. 
And sees them trundled to the light about. 

North. Yery good doctrine. Thanks ! 

Mullion. Perhaps the Captain could favor us with a Hebrew edi- 
tion also. 

Hall. To be sure. Do you think a right-minded officer would 
ever have the brass to preach a sermon, even in the Ship-Chm-ch, 
without having made himself a bit of a dab in both of the original 
tongues ? Tell that to the marines ! — 

North. You must review my friend Wrangham*s edition of Wal- 
ton's Prolegomena for my next double number.* 

Hall. I wonder you have the face to talk to me of reviewing. 
Why, you have never yet had a single article on my Fragments — 
and here, I think, is the fifteenth or so on Sotheby's Homer. 

North. A great work, sir, a solid addition to English literature. 
Tickler, I know, calls it merely bad Pope, but he's no more fit to 
appreciate such a writer, than I am to criticise yours. Captain. 

Tickler. Smoke the editor ! Come Basileutate Basil, if you want 
your autobiography to be recorded in Maga, you must e'en pocket 

* Archdeacon Wningham. one of the most <'legrmt scholars of modern times, and Ci-peciully 
eminent fur the classic beauty of his translutions iuto Latin. —M. 
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humbug, and do the job yourself. That, after all is generally much 
the most satisfactory plan — and I*m sure if I were so far left to my- 
self as to turn bookmaker, I should never dream of any other. Stick 
to the old Spanish adage, and never ask another man to do for you 
that which you can do for yourself. 

HalL But what if the thing spunks out ? 

Mull ion. Laugh, of course, and there's an end ; but he's a greea 
hand who ever does let any thing of that kind spunk out. Here's 
lilr. Tickler, now, I wan-ant you he has not allowed a single line of 
his autogiaph to appear in any printing-office since the beginning of 
this century ; and indeed, if I were worth any body's detecting or 
suspecting, I believe I should follow his example. See what an ugly 
scrape Brougham has just got into, in consequence of the MS. of his 
infamous critique on the Hours of Idleness casting up in some d— d 
comer of one of old Willison's drawers, after the lapse of four-and- 
twenty years ! 

Hall. Why, I doubt if the Chancellor would have given three 
coppers to avoid the grand discovery. What, after all, does it sig- 
nify ] Who was to detect a future Nelson of song in these middy 
mumblings about Pollys and Lucys, and Cambridge Choristers, and 
Sympathetic Oaklings ? StuE The review does Brougham credit. 
It was the making of Byron.* 

North. Upon the same principle that the Reform Bill is to be the 
making of the Tories. 

Hall. Exactly. Neither the poet nor the party wanted any 
thing in this world but to be put upon their mettle. You'll see 
what you'll see by-and-by. No more "Hours of Idleness," I 
promise you ; no more weak imitations of false models ; but sturdy 
self-reliance — real substantial spleen and venom — ^indefatigable 
thorough-going industry — an universal uproar of applause — and 
Brougham himself only too happy to lift his trumpet m the van of 
our triumph. 

luckier. In the meantime, we certainly seem to have set out on 
a pretty considerable pilgrimage from the regions of Downing 
Street. We sha'n't show our noses there again for some while, I 
opine. 

HalL I hope in God not. We had been much too long in office, 
and have picked up, I must own, not a few scurvy tricks and pro- 
pensities, which must be got rid of eflfectually, before we have any 
chance of reappearing to real advantage in that part of the world. 

North. Come, I'm glad to hear these little admissions, however. 
I can remember the day when honest Maga was in rather baddish 

* Byron's " Hours of Idlenej^s," whoever wrote the critique in the Edinburgh Review^ are 
Bcarcelv above mediocrity. Byron believed Broughnm to be the critic, and has repeatedly 
4aoerea at bim — cominenuing iu the English Bards, and concluding in Don Juan.— M. 
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odor up stairs, for being the only one of all the Wise Virgins that 
ventured to whisper any thing of this sort. We were all along 
against the whiggification of the Tory System ; whereas — ^but what 
were you saying only this blessed minute ? I thought your theory 
was, that we had never done any thing but what was exactly right 
and proper in the circumstances. 

HalL Not at all. I admit a thousand sins, and, what's worse, 
blunders — which must be repented of and atoned for, no doubt about 
that. What I asserted was, that we had done just what we ought 
to have done throughout that particular stage of the affair that refers 
to this Reform Question— ever, in short, since we were turned out 
in the end of 1830, by that bmtal combination between your Ultra- 
Tones, — God forgive ye ! — and the Whigs. O, ye old sinners, do 
you think I've forgot your trumpetings of Grey and Brougham just 
before that epoch — ^your constant sneering at Peel, and your savage 
abuse of the immortal Duke himself? 

North, Not being a prophet, which I freely confess your Quar- 
terly article on Charles X. and Polignac has proved you to be, Cap- 
tain Hall, how could I judge of people except from what they said 
or did about that time ? Had we not good reason for it, if in sor- 
row and sadness we did say of. the Duke and Peel what the fellows 
that were greediest to lick their spittle then, are saying loud enough 
and bitterly enough now ? and, on the other hand, hadn't we heard 
this dirty griping body Grey bellowing in the House of Lords, in 
apparently the most genuine tone of Toryism, on the subjects of the 
Currency and Free Trade, and I know not how many more of the 
Whig conundrums? and hadn't we seen Brougham himself, as Cob- 
bett elegantly expressed it, sticking his knees in Canning's back, 
lending all his gigantic energies to the support of a government, 
the very first acts of which were to throw the Papist Question over- 
board, denounce all plans of Parliamentary Beform whatever as 
pernicious humbug, and form a strict alliance with a whole legion 
of the cidevant most obstreperous Whigs, on the express condition 
of their putting all theii* Whiggery into onfe breeches pocket, and a 
decent quantulum of place and pension into the other ? How could 
a mere mortal observer pretend to doubt that these folks were likely 
to be at least as sound and constitutional ministers of the crown, as 
those soi-disant Tories, who had for a series of sessions done little 
but outrage in every way then thought possible, every feeling and 
principle dear to the great Tory heart of Old England ! 

Hall, Well, I'm sorry I touched that string. At all events, the 
people you blame have seen the errors of their former ways now, 
and the Tory party in Parliament and in the country have once 
more rallied in hearty union round the only efficient chiefs the times 
afford us. 
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Tickl^^, That's exactly tbe thing I doubt. During a certain 
recent, not unhnportant handful of days, when Who's to he in f 
Who out ? was once more the question on every lip, I fancied I 
could perceive ugly symptoms of the old sores being very likely to 
break out again, in case a certain bold throwster had swept the pool. 
Indeed, the more I reflect on all that happened then, the more am 
I satisfied that there is at this moment no real, hearty, sincere union 
among the Dons of the different parliamentary cliques of Toryism. 
How do you account for the non-appearance of Peel, or any of his 
coterie, at the Pitt dinner ?* 

irall. Peel had not been to any Pitt dinner since 1829, and di I 
not, I suppose, choose to run the risk of being supposed to have 
stayed away on grounds of mere temporary convenience. 

Tickler. Temporary fiddlestick! If he had gone there, and 
made one stout Protestant speech, confessing past mistakes, and 
promising staunchness in all time coming, 'tis my belief, the real 
fellows would almost have cracked the roof over him with their 
cheers. *Twas an opportunity lost, and the like mayn't turn up in 
a hurry again for Peel. 

Hall. It was a glorious scene. I wish you. North, had been 
there, it would have warmed your heart for six months. Though I 
stuck all the evening to toast-and-water, I confess I felt as if I had 
swallowed a vat of champagne. 

Tickl-er. Shall I tell you exactly what I suspect to have been the 
dessous des cartes ? You fine folks about St. James's parish may 
think and whisper what you please, but the simple and the conso- 
latory truth is, that the gentry you smile at as the Ultras, have 
more sterling solid power with the mass of Tory population through- 
out England, Scotland, Ireland, and the colonies, dominions, and 
dependencies thereunto pertaining— ay, about a thousand times 
more power than the big wigs you speak of as the only efficient 
chiefs the times affords us. I may be mistaken, but it is my firm 
belief, that if Sir Robert Peel were to plant himself in one comer of 
any given county to-morrow, and Sir Richard Vyvyan or Sir Rob 
crt Inglis in another,t and each cry, hoop, halloo/ for one pretty 
man that would rally ,round the ex-secretary, five hundred wit li 
broader shoulders, though not perhaps so well-polished boots, woul.l 
swell ms ufKpt THE Protestaut. In other words, the Parliamentary 

* Annually held in London, on the anniversary of William Pitt's birtliday. The Whigs havr h 
like celebrHtion in honor of Charles James Fox. Both have dwindled down into mere soci I 
festivals. — M. 

t When the Catholic Relinf Bill was proposed, in 1829, two of its most bitter opponents, in fl.n 
House of Commons, were Sir Richard Vyvyan (then a young Corniih baronet and member 1. f 
Bristol), and air Roi>ert Harry Inglis, who was elected for Oxford University, when Peel v •• 
signed on announcing his abandonment of anti-Catholic politics. Vyvyan settled down ii<>u 
caltn Conservatism, in which he continues. Inclis, who remained M. P. for Oxford, until lb ; 
beginning of 1854. has never once (even by accident) given a liberal vote. From first to last, hu 
was intulerant. — M. 
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chieftainship has unfortunately been dissevered from the popular. 
There was out one piinciple, broad and deep, to which Tories could 
appeal as a counterpoise — and more than that — to all the mob-flat- 
tering nonsenses habitually in these latter days promulgated from 
the Cathedra of Whiggism. Down to 1829, the real Parliamentary 
captains of our array leant surely and firmly upon this gallant 
spear, and none could shake their steps — they then, in evil hour, 
snapped and spumed it, and took to a reed which presently pierced 
theu- sides. A considerable section of the host followed their en-or 
and their fortunes; but the allegiance, the true, hearty, soulfelt 
faith of the party at large, was at once transferred to other hitherto 
less distinguished persons. By-and-by, the party itself was reduced 
to such a situation, that every one saw nothing could give it even a 
chance of salvation, except a general recognition, once again, of 
some compact knot of leaders ; and I, for one, entertained consider- 
able hopes, that at the earliest opportunity steps would be taken to 
present the country with such a band, composed, in just and equal 
proportion, of men belonging to the two unfortunately dissevered 
sets — the ex-ministerial " Wavere?-s^* of 1829, and the unflinching 
champions of Protestantism of the same epoch. But what was the 
upshot ? At the very first crisis that occmTed in which it might 
have been possible to hold forth this saving banner of concord, at 
the first moment when the ex-ministers seemed to have it in their 
power once more to arrange a cabinet, among fifty various whisper- 
ings about who was and who was not to have a place in the said 
cabinet, it so happened, that nobody ever appeared even to dream 
that a fair share was to be tendered to the Tories proper. 

North, Why, I doubt if even one of all their gallant array, with 
the exception of a lawyer, whose professional position made his a 
distinct case, was ever seriously talked of for cabinet-office on that 
- ^>ecasion. 

Tickler. No, sir, no, — ^not even within the walls of the Carlton 
Club House,* an institution then about three weeks old, and which 
had claimed, at starting, the support and adhesion of the parti/j on 
the express footing that thenceforth there was to be an end of all- 
clique-TendezvovLSGs whatsoever. 

HalL 1 believe you were m London at the time. I was not, and 
therefore can't speak with certainty as to some of these matters. 
But surely, surely, you never fancied it possible that an efficient 
government could be formed mainly of the tjltras? I know, esteem, 
and even admire some of them ; but I can't suppose any one of 
themselves ever to have entertained an idea so extravagant. 

Tickler. I know several of them pretty well, and esteem them 
deeply, and admire the talents of some almost as highly as I do 

* In London. It admits no members who arc not Conservative in politics.— M 
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the principles that hold them together ; but it never, most assuredly, 
entered my noddle to conceive that they could make the real work- 
ing pith of an administration. They could as soon fly. But no 
more could the others do without them than — they by themselves ; 
and my complaint is, that one heard of no sort of attempt toward 
some decent amalgamation of the two, singly powerless, but if 
united, invincible elements. 

North, In short, you think, out of a dozen cabinet places, the 
half, or nearly so, ought, in order to give us any chance, to have 
been tendered, in limine^ to our friends of the Oxford Blues ? 

Tickler, That's it. No doing without it. 

Mtdlion. Rem acu tetigisti. But what signifies dwelling on this 
one little feature of .the case? It has been, from beginning to end, 
a series of miserable blunders. The Captain himself gives up the 
real points when he limits his defence to the afiTairs of the last two 
years. 

Tickler, 'Tis the last drop that makes the cup run over ; and few 
are accustomed to look fru-ther. The truth is, that from the hour 
of Lord Londonderry's death the doom of our party was sealed for 
our time. The division between the Wellingtons and the Cannings 
began from the moment when my brilliant friend took his place in 
the Cabinet of 1822. That division it was which rendered the 
Duke's government weak, ab initio; and if there ever had been a 
chance of its being got over, the absurd, idle, ridiculous quarrel 
with Huskisson riveted that mischief.* The Duke's sense of weak- 
ness, separated as he was from the Cannindtes, ought to have made 
him throw himself with the most open cordiality on the Protestants ; 
on the contrary, he followed poor Canning's own fatal example, and 
strove to invigorate himself by tampering with Whig measures first, 
and afterward with Whig men. He thys contrived to lose his hold 
of the only party whom he ever in prudence ought to have trusted ; 
while another small, but then influential, detachment regarded him 
every day with growing personal fierceness of dislike ; and, mean- 
time, the gross mass of enemies in principle laughed at the notion 
of their being disarmed either by his borrowing half-leaves (all 
Errata) from their book, or bribing over a few subalterns from their 
ranks. The Whigs lay by for a promising opportunity of an 
assault-general, and, at the moment when that opened on them, they 
found also the means to mask it by a side attack, in which those 
who, though not the Duke's friends, ought to have been their most 

* On the contrary, Wellington's turning Huskisson out cif the Cabinet was a step as jndlcioas 
88 bold. Huskisson, who had actually been a member of the Jacobin Club at I'ario (am) had 
there worn their bonn« rouge} had crept up, through a variety of offices, into the Wellington 
Cabinet which was essentially Tory. He endeavored to make the public believe that he had 
obtained the Duke's pledge that it should become Lib irxl, and lost office by playing the double 
gfeme. When the Duke saw whAfc he was maacBuviin^r for, he disnii^ed him.— AC 

Vol. v.— 7 
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resolute enemies, were so infatuated as to lend them a hand. Down 
went the Duke, and up came Whiggery in all its glory. 

North. The consequences ought to have reconsolidated every 
shaken link on the otner side ; and I was in hopes such had heen 
the case — ^now at least. But Timothy, it appears, has his reasons 
for considering the old rent as even at this hour only slurred over 
with filigi-ee. If it be so, more's the pity. 

Tickler, If it be so ? Why, you have not yet said a syllable of 
one wee bit chink, that, imless I be sorely mistaken, has as mud* 
to answer for as to the last of our tribulations as any that yawns in 
all men's view. 

Hall, What may this be ? Do you allude to Lady ? 

Tickle?'. Not I ; petticoats be hang'd. I allude to a not uncom- 
mon suspicion, in which I am sorry to tell you I have for some time 
partaken, that there is a crack within a crack, and that while the 
Ex-Minijsters are far enough from having really reconciled them- 
selves to the Ultras, they are not even completely at one inter se. 
In short, I fear there is but too much ground for questioning the 
solidity of the tie that seems to unite his Grace of Wellington and 
the Bight Honorable of Tamworth.* 

Hall, What a chimera ! (begging your pardon.) How could any 
jealousy spring up between two such persons so situated with regard 
to each other, theu' party, their country, the world? Credat 
JudcBtts ! 

Tickler, I have hardly the honor of being personally acquainted 
either with the Duke or Sir Robert Peel — ^perhaps they are the 
only two very emineht men of my own times with whom I have 
never happened to find myself at the same round dinner-table — but 
that, among other consequences of provincial life, must be put up 
withal. My notions of theyi can, therefore, have been formed from 
little better than the usual sources of information patent to all the 
lieges; and they will, of course, pass for what notions so formed 
may be worth. It is, however, an opinion I have long ago taken 
up, that when a really able, and active, and self-relying peer hap- 
pens to be Prime Minister of this country, it is next to impossi- 
ble that he should not presently begin to regard with no very 
friendly eye that cabinet-colleague who has the lead of the House of 
Commons. Among the many heavy blows that, partly with and 
partly without design, Mr. Pitt inflicted, during his long career, on 
tlie aristocracy, not the least important was that which resulted, 
perhaps unavoidably, from the mere circumstances of the length of 
his sway supreme, — ^I mean the fact that, during his day, a genera- 
tion had sprung up to whom the very idea of any but a commoner 

* Sir Robnrt Pp«'1 represented THmworth (vrhere he had larae property) from 1830 till hit 
diMOh, Ui July, 1852.-M. 
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being Premier, seemed a something which aholevit cBtas. The chief 
business of the state had occasionallj^ before his reign, been trans- 
acted in the Lower House during limited periods ; but his almost 
lifelong tenure of office accustomed the public generally to think of 
that as the natural, the fit, in fact the only fit place for it to be dealt 
with pro virili. The unfortunate notion has never since been se- 
riously shaken, and every member of the House of Lords, who has 
in the intervening period, tried the thing, has found himself sorely 
hampered accordingly. In all such cases the Premier has found 
himself somewhat in a false position. But the embarrassments that 
must have sun*ounded the Duke of Wellington, probably far sur- 
passed those that any of his noble predecessors within the last 
century had had to encounter. 

Hall. Very well ; and you'll allow him nerves proportionate, I 
calculate. 

Tickler, Sans doute — nobody questions the glorious Duke's 
nerves — triplex illi circum corda rohurl But observe the absolute 
novelty of his case. He was the first English Prime Minister, since 
the Duke of Newcastle, that could not speak.* 

Hall. Not speak ! Why, I once heard Lord Brougham himself 
characterize one of his grace's speeches in the House of Lords as 
sublime. 

Tickler. I am glad to hear that, or anything else, to Lord 
Brougham's credit ; but I certainly never heard of it before. Let me 
guess — could it have been a personal explanation ? 

Hall. Hum — yes, I believe you have guessed right enough there. 

North, Nobody doubts that every great man must occasionally 
be eloquent. 

Tickler. No — ^no— nobody. Strong feelings of assaulted honor, 
or outraged pride, can, I doubt not. Stir a Wellington for a few 
seconds into a Demosthenes ; and I can easily believe that he may 
have flung out, on some gi'eat occasion, in which his heart, more 
than his head, was concerned, a score or so of sentences worthy of 
being written in gold. But what signifies all this, if a man be under 
ordinary circumstances a dry, cold, hesitating, maniac, abrupt, con- 
fused mouthpiece of his own government ? When I talked of 
speaking, I did not allude to anything so lofty as bursts of passion, 
which in a man like Wellington, high fed with thirty years of 
imiversal applause and veneration, a* personal explanation is most 
likely to consist of. For the jogtrot rhetorical round-round-round- 

* There was a vast dittrtrence betwcon the men. Well;ii<rton hiul npquirod gi-eat ki»owl»^dge 
of men and things, durins his wars in various parts of the w.'fll, nnd limi hIpo Hcteii in h diplo- 
matic capacity on several occasions. Newcastle was prof)un(lly iirnorant, though a primo min- 
ister. As a speaker, he was verbose, but not intelligible. II»; wiis so timid tlmt he whs afmitl 
to sleep in a room alone. Wellington, who had no pretensions to the title of orntor, spoke with 
plain simplicity, which, added to the weight his public servicta guve him, was highly impres. 
tivc^M. 
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about of a popular assembly, depend upon it, he was never bonl; 
and I am apt to conceive (for I say nothing positively) that the 
conscious want of a qualification which he probably in his heart 
despised, and despises, and ever will despise, may have had no 
trivial share — ^not only in the quarrel which we now know to have 
sprung up, almost at the outset, between the Duke and Canning as 
co-members of Lord LiverpooPs cabinet — but eke, if it does exist 
which our friend in the cloth shoes seems to persist in doubting, in 
that quieter grudge which I have fancied I could smell out between 
him and the are-rotundo-eiSi of the modems. 

Hall, Well, I wonder to hear you ascribe sentiments of so petty 
a cast to minds of such calibre. 

Tickler, My dear Basil, this is an age of vigorous intellects, but 
not of great minds. 

Hall, I have come in contact with some such, however. I have 
breakfasted with Bolivar — I have lunched with Napoleon* — I have 
dined with Wellington — and now, blessed be the stars above, here 
am I drinking tea with North and Tickler. 

North, By them, with your leave. 

Hall, Oho ! This is bringing us back to the old controversy again. 

North, Under favor, I am entirely in order. The concern we 
have been chattering over during our last bowl, and your six last 
basins, resolves itself into a mere umhra of the much more interest- 
ing one we started with. 

Hall, 1 don*t take you, for once. 

Tickler, What Kit means, is, that both the Duke and Peel are of 

your own d d heretical sect of the Hydorites. From all I have 

ever heard, it is, I am sorry to say, extremely doubtful to me, 
whether any Prime Minister of this country, as Prime Minister, 
has been on any one occasion gloriously drunk, since the exit of 
William Pitt. 

MuUiim, Tell it not in Gath. Did you not observe what the 
Standard said, the other day, against the sin of traducing one's 
party ? 

Tickler, And when did I ever do anything else but extol them to 
the seventh heaven, in black and white ? But is a man never to 
spirit out a single mouthful of the raw truths even viva voce under 
the impenetrable sanctity of one's own rooftree? Mr. Secretary 
Mullion, the chain is on the door, and not a bonnie lassie in the 
village has the slightest suspicion but that I am, at this moment — 

" Wasting what poets call the midnight taper," 

over Hume or Du Bos. 

* Simon Boljvar, the celebrated liberntor of South Americn, first President of Colombin, and 
Dictator of Peru ; born in 1783, died in 1830. — Napoleon 'wa<3 much pleased with Captain Basil 
liall, with whom he held a long cunvers^Mon at St. Helena. — M. 
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North. All right, that. But, Captain Hall, though our friend is 
fond of putting things in a hroad, and therefore sometimes, perad- 
rentnre, in a coarse light, I suspect you must allow there is some 
homely truth at the hottom of what called out my worthy secre- 
tary's admonitory reclamation. Is it, or is it not, a fact that the 
days of what is vulgarly called good fellowship were, after all, more 
favorable to the maintenance of lively, lovely brotherhood of feeling 
among the politicians, than this new, dandified era of milk-sopism ? 
Come, now, speak honestly— could any of the worst misfortunes of 
late years have befallen our party, had our chiefs be m real hearty 
bowsing lads of the old three-bottle school ? 

Tickler {sings). 

Vixi regulis majorum, 
Dicens jocum, misr.ens jorum. 
In pistrinis, in popinis, 
In coquinis, in culinis. 
Hue et illuc, istic, ibi, 
Empsi potus plus quam cibi. 

Hue et illuc, &c. 

Puer, senex, mundum totum 

Tanti esse quanti potum 

Semper- duxi : mallem mori . 

Quam vitare vitam Tori ; 

Sobn'us est jungendus agno, 

Ebrius Alexandre Magno. 

Sobrius est, &c. 

Mores hie muntantur nondum, 
Hodie idem sum qui quondam ; 
Haurio mixtum, haurio merum, 
Neque Whiggior sum quam eram — 
Plenus mixto, plenus mero, 
Qualis nunc sepultus ero ! 

Plenus mixtQ, &c. 

Mullion, The archdeacon never jingled more channingly ! 

HalL I yield — I yield — give me a bumper ! The Immortal 
Memory of William Pitt ! 1 1 ( Three times three.) 

North, That's a good lad at last. 

MtiUion, that we could make similar converts in the high 
places ! 

Tickler. Utinam ! Oh, sir, if — when Wellington and Peel really 
made up their minds to pass the Catholic Bill, which we now know 
they had done months and months before any body but themselves 
suspected it — they had, in place of locking up the secret, and allow- 
ing all their best friends to go down into the country in utter igno- 
rance of what was intended, there to commit themselves to their 
allies and constituents by a thousand new speeches and pledges — if, 
instead of this, they had, the moment the resolution was taken, 
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i-alled togetLer some twelve or twenty good fellows I could name. 
Sir Bobert Inglis, Sir Charles Wetherell, and Lord Winchasea 
nmong the rest,* and ailer a capital dinner, say at the Ship at 
Greenwich, or the Star and Garter on Kichmond Hill, and a few 
rounds of the blackstrap, one or other of the two had risen, and in a 
short, plain, unvarnished oratiuncle, told the company that the thing 
viitst be done, and why— ox— ox else they must give up the goveni- 
nient ; that to attempt to carry such a meaRure without the consci- 
entious, however sorrowful concurrence, and the sincere and heai*ty 
united countenance and support of tJiem, and such as them, would 
he alike irreconcilable to their personal feelings as fatal to the party ; 
and, in short, that it rested entirely with the worthy compotators 
either to assist the cabinet totis viribus, or to speak the word, and 
see it break up on the instant. If this had been done, who can well 
doubt, after what has since occurred, that the Duke and Sir Robert 
would have received the support they asked, and strong in that 
support, been able to pass their measure in some much less ofifensive 
foi-m than it ultimately assumed 1 I do not, for one. 

North. Why, if such a dinner had been to take place, I myself 
should no doubt have been invited to be present, and I think I can 
safely say that my voice would have been theirs, absque mora. 

Ticklrer. To be sure, it would. But, gi*anting the aid requested 
had been refused, and the Government had on that account gone 
out, what would then have been the result ? Who doubts that, 
with the great Tory party heartily united on the Opposition benches, 
the Whigs, coming in under such circumstances, would have been 
well content to yield conditions such as might have rendered their 
bill comparatively a safe one ; or that, their said bill once carried, 
and the confidence of the Tory union remaining undisturbed, they 
must, very speedily after doing the deed, have retiied once more, 
and been replaced by a Tory cabinet, capable of holding its grouud 
for perhaps an indefinite period ? 

HaJl. The thing might have had a great effect — I admit all that. 

Mullion. Effect ! I'd lay Charlotte Square to the Cowgate that 
every thing would have gone smooth, Falemi exigni jaciu ! 

Tickler. And now, again, on this late almost as melancholy oc- 
casion, suppose, in place of three or four days of stealthy messages, 
and timid roundabout whisperings, and catHke pokings and purrings 
in the dark, the Duke, immediately on receiving his Majesty's com- 
mands from Lord Lyndhurst, had convened the chief men of all the 

* Sir Charles Wethen-ll, who was the Duke's first Ihw oflScfr (Att<>'iiov-(i n»nil) t'nrn|ilniiied, 
in parliRmcnt, that the Catholic Rnlief Bill, which h»* shouM hav • limwi up. es nffi-.io, Imd ih-vii 
l»e»'n seen by him until a copy of it was Iwd on the table of tin' flous" ot Co i-jjhui . — VVhilo the 
Dill was in trmuitu, the Duke fought a duel with the £hH o> \Viiic>iil<«'H, h Tory r>rei. for hnt 
itig publitfhed a letter imputing to him a desire to intro.lucc p.>pt ry into ov< ry d(p4ir;inout of 
the state.— M. 
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different Tory sections over a fncndly board, — say, in that grand 
dining-room of his own, that has Canova's statue of Napoleon over 
the sideboard — and put it to them, inte7' j^onda, to consider the 
actual circumstances of the King's case and the country's, and 
decide, they^ the Tory party at large, not he, nor his own particular 
section of adherents, what ought to be done — had such a frank 
course been adopted even then, can any body question that, while 
no evil could possibly have come of it, a very great deal of substan- 
tial good might ?* 

Hall. Why, the King was so committed, that I don't see, really, 
how any good could have come of any course of procedure that 
might have been substituted for that which the Duke adopted. 

North, Begging your pardon — had the Duke of Wellington been 
in a situation to announce to the King, not his own views, but those 
of the assembled representatives of one of the great parties in the 
state, I can, after all, though without going Tickler's lengths, easily 
fancy that even the King's position might have been essentially 
altered and improved. 

Mtdlion. Yes— certainly ; you are quite right, Mr. North — 

Tickler. As it appears to me, the course, under such circumstan- 
ces, would have been a short and plain one. Having ascertained 
to what extent the Sovereign had really pledged himself, the Tories 
must have seen that there remained only two lines to choose be- 
tween. They might have spoken to his Majesty in a tone such as 
no individual, however exalted, nor even any mere clique or section 
of individuals, however distinguished, could have been expected to 
assume, or perhaps justifiable in assuming. They might with per- 
fect propriety have said to the King — " Your Majesty is in a sad 
scrape ; we are most deeply afflicted to find that it is so ; but there 
can be no doubt that, acting from the best of motives, but through a 
real misapprehension of what your constitutional duty demanded, 
you have permitted these mad or malignant Ministers of yours to 
use your name and authority in a manner most injurious to the inte- 
rests not only of your royal person, but of the house of which you 
are the head, and the country of which you are the anointed chief 
and sworn guardian. We find this abuse of your name has been 

* In 1832, though the second reading «»f the Reform Bill had been CMrri«»d hy a majorify of nine 
In the House of Lords, it whs so cut up in corainftt^ tliMt(H uiMJoiiiy «.f tliirly-fivt! aiving n V(»te 
by which all control over the mpaaure would be fak«'ti out. of its p-opo-sers' Imud-) Loni Grey 
and his colleague told the King thut eiffhty new pe^Mv rnu-'t he cn-Htfd. so n:< to cnsinc a minis- 
teriol majority. William IV., who haa IxH^n p«»r«juudf«l hy his wile (QiietMi AdHaidr) thHt th« 
Bill was revolutlonnry, refnsMd his consent to what lie i-allod " cwmnpins; rlu* H.»ii3«? of L<»rd8.'* 
Th«' Grey Cubinet resijrncd. Tho Kinjf sentfor Lord Lyudhiirfrt. fx-Clmui el!or. who recommended 
him to call in the Duke of Wellington. Tiiis was dono. but with « lH»til»' ll.tnse of Common.-*, 
the feeling of the nation against him, and the dead-weiu'bt of liis own purty who fooli-xhly ttuck 
out against all Reform, the Duke was unable jto form h government. Lmd (jrey whs recalleil 
A compromise took place: — Ministers consented not to crt'jite peers, and the Opposition iieeiti 
seceded from the House of Lords (on the Xing'-? earnest entrenty, cotninnnicateti thryugh f»ir 
Herbert Taylor, his private Secretary), until the Rc>form Bill bccuuie the law of the land. — tk. 
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appjrently so sanctioned and enforced by some of your own words, 
and even actions, that to convince the nation, by any ordinary 
means, that it has been an abuse at all, is now hopeless. What, 
then, is to be done ? Is your Majesty prepared to adopt the only 
course by which it is, in our solemn opinion, possible yet to arrest 
the tide of popular delusion, and put a bar to the progress of what, 
calling itself reform, is, or at least must inevitably and speedily lead 
to, revolution ? Is the Monarch prepared to sacrifice himself, in 
order that he may yet save the Monarchy ? Your Majesty well 
remembers that when a measure less dangerous than the present 
was urged on the high-spirited Prince, whose blood flows in your 
veins, he answered in these words, I vnll go to Hanover first /*' 

HalL I suspect there would have been something cousin-german 
to misprision of treason in such a suggestion. 

North. Perhaps there would — ^but what if substantial high-trea- 
son not only against the individual King, but the hereditary Crowns 
were conscientiously felt to be involved in advising his Majesty to 
adopt the only alternative at the time within his power ? 

Mullion, You have him there, Mr. North ! 

Tickler. And, after all, is it not clear— est ce qu*il ne saute aux 
yeux — that his Majesty would have run very little risk of any sort, 
by taking his stand on old George's dictum ] Why, 'tis my opinion 
that a confession of error, so gallantly, so heroically put forth- 
tabled in a form so unimpeachably and admu*ably sincere, noble, 
unselfish, and patriotic, would have had the effect of rallying the 
whole nation round William IV., personally, in a style never 
equalled in the history of the last three centuries. 

North. Not a doubt of it. If he had gone to Hanover he would 
have been called back by acclamation within a fortnight. 

Tickler. Yes, yes — but even granting that had not happened, 
where was the wonderful sacrifice to be encountered ] 1 know 
Hanover well, and a right pleasant place it is. Ample are the halls 
of Herrenhausen, and grand are the ancestral woods of the Hartz- 
geburgen ! As Wordsworth singeth, 

" Fair scenes for childhood's careless days^ 
For sportive youth to stray in ; 
For manhood to enjoy his strength. 
For age to wear away in," 

Oome, fill the glass, Mordecai. 

Mtdlion. Obey the tinkle of the devil-dreadness long shaft— 
[Sings.) 

•' O send Lewie Gordon hame. 
And the lad I darena name ; 
Though his back be at the wa', 
llere's to him that's far awa'. 
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Hey hone! my honest man, 
My firm, heroic, honest man, 
Weel wad I my true King ken 
Amang ten thousand modem men ! 

" O to see his face again, 
Back restored to lawful reign^ 
A freeman worthy of the free— 
That's the lad we*d a* gang wi'. 
Hey hone, &c. 

** O to see this princely one, 
Safe reseated on his throne ! — 

Then a' our Whigs wad disappenr, * 

And Tories hail the jubilee year ! 
Hey hone," &c. 

Hall. Very well sung — ^but our host's notion never occurred, I 
venture to say, to any human mortal but himself. However, my 
good fellow, what if your assembled Tones had not felt themselves 
entitled or inclined to oflfer any such precious advice as you have 
been suggesting ? 

Tickler. Why, if they had not done so, sir, it must have been— 
I conceive we may take that for gi*anted— only because of their 
feeling that even compliance with advice of that antique cut could 
no longer arrest the flood of mischief — ^in short, that even if the 
King went out, the bill must go down. 

Hall. Well, what then? 

Tickler. What then ?— why, the Tory party in both Houses of 
Parliament should have openly declared their feeling that such wa? 
the case — ^allowed the Government, without further ado, to carry the 
bill in statu quo — and, in short, seceding for a time in a body, left 
the unmixed responsibility on the ministers, and avoided needless 
delay, vexatious to a large proportion of their fellow-subjects — to 
say nothing of a bundle of Londonderryisms and Ellenboroughisms, 
offensive to all the world. 

Hall. I don't see that what has been done leaves the case much 
different. The secession, such as it «7as, has been sufficient to let 
the whole bill pass, nay, to pass with some rather democratical 
additions, and the creation of peers has been avoided — quite as well 
as it could have been by your tactics. 

North. I set much store by that feature of the case ! The crea- 
tion has been avoided. 

Ticklei'. The idea of such a thing has been thoroughly familiar- 
ized to us aU ; and no man can doubt that it will be reduced to 
practice, sans i^hrase, IF the existing peers should ever again pluck 
tip courage enough to place themselves in the way of the tyrant- 
demagogues — ^which I don't believe they ever will do— not I. 

Hail. A fig for such wire-drawing ! They will rally again^-ond 
that right early— on some occasion when more support from without 
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may be looked for. At all events, here they are as yet intact, and 
we ought to hope, " As I said in my synod seiinon," Cheerfulness 
is a duty. 

Tickler, Intact ! I had mucli rather have seen their dignity openly 
violated hrevi manu, than giving way to a mixture of threat and 
bribe. I say bribe — ^for the importance they have at least secmeA 
to attach to the mere preservation {jpro tempore^ too) of the outward 
gauds of their order, when they felt and knew that its authority was 
set at nought, but too well, I fear, entitles me to use a mean word 
on a melancholy occasion. Much better for them would it have 
been, that a hundred blackguards should have been forced among 
them, than that they should have, by conceding all that was really 
wanted, made themselves parties to the perpetration of the crime. 
As some Roman says, Raptu infelicius stupruivi ! 

North, The intitiders would have received forthwith some stick- 
ing soubriquet. They would have been felt by themselves, as well 
as by the rest of the community, to form a class apart. 

Tickler, To be sure — ^they would, in case of the public mind com- 
ing right by-and-by, have been found drawn up themselves in their 
own &ty comer, ready-made victims for a new Schedule A* — and 
there an end of them ! 

MullioH (sings). 

Schedule A ! — Schedule A ! 

Spite of Althorj) and Grey, 
We shall hear of thee, darling, this many a day I 

Neither Boroughs nor Peers 

Will take edge from thy shears— 
Which must clip yet some selvedges richer than they. 

If the fact be so clear. 

That' *tis insolence sheer. 
When the Peers with elections at all interfere — 

Is't not plain as a pike, 

Riper reason must strike 
At the Midwife election^whose product's a Peer? 

Then, what prop shay we bring 

For so monstrous a thing 
As a peerless, and, maybe, unpopular King 7 

Schedule A ! — Schedule A ! — 

'Tis not once and away ; 
T feel certain, dea7' Schedule, you'll sweep all the ling. 

When youVe done with the Blacks— 

And the tithes — and the tax 
That vile corn-growers piled on poor corn-eaters' backs— 

Where, I ask, are the rents 

Of the Pittish per cents ? 
Shall Corahill be more safe than Mark-Lane or Almack*a ? 

* In the Reform Bill, all the rotten boroughs intended to he disfranchised, were named In 
Schedule A. — As many of the Whig nomination boroughs us the Whig Minister could find or 
malce an excuse for, were not sq scheduled. — M. 
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Borouf^h, Peerngo, and Crown, 

Each we see must go tlown, 
As they chance to encounter the Scrhedular frown ; 

And, for certain, sweet Jews, 

You may shake in your slioes, 
Since the Adjective is but the beard of the Noun. 

Hall, Capital ! Why, we must have you up to town in the spring. 
You come nearer to Theodore than any hody I have met with in 
tiie line. 

North, Don't seduce Mordecai. He*s a useful lad ; you woulA 
only spoil him. Timothy, the bowl's as dry as Macculloch.* 

Tickler, 'Tis now high time for a flask of champagne. Mullion, 
you'll find him up to his chin in ice behind that large paper copy of 
the last volume of Lodge. Untwist the wire, like a hero, and set 
about another creation, 

Midlion, To hear is to obey ! — [fit^ — ^Well, there's no denying 
that a caulker of Aix makes a prettyish parenthesis, here and there, 
in a Clarendonian three-page-sentence-paragraph of the Broth. 
Now, taste that. 

Hall, Excellent ! — well, almost thou persuadest me ! — I begin to 
think it very possible that a more liberal infusion of the old- 
fashioned principle of jollity might really have had a considerable 
effect in soothing and sweetening the inevitable a^enties of con- 
flicting and rival interests and ambitions in the upper sphere of life. 
John Bull, after all, is none the worse for his grog any more than 
his prodigal son, poor Jack. 

MuUion. \ thought in your last series you had spun a yam to the 
praise and glory of the Cocoa-system. 

Hall, Wait till Easter, and you shall have a hearty palinode. 

North, That's right — and pray don't forget to give us a chapter 
on sea-songs — I mean the real homespun staves — ^none of your Dib- 
dinisms about "sweet little cherubs that sit up aloft," and such 
Cockney flams — ^but the true, original outgushings of the warm heart 
that beats beneath the pea. 

Hall. I shall take a note of your suggestion. Depend on't, the 
whole of my next livraison shall be redolent of the spirit. 

Tickler, Do you recollect, North, a conversation on subjects some- 
thing akin to what we have been handling, that occurred one of 
the evenings that vou and I dined with George the Fourth (God 
rei^him !) at Dalkeith ?t — heigho ! much about ten years ago, I 
think! 

North, I never heard his Majesty more entertaining — ^you allude, 
of course, to his dissertation on the decline of British loyalty, 

• The political economist ~M. 

f Dalkeith Palace, the seat of t3ie Duke of Buccleuch, near Edinburgh, occupied by Georgp IV.. 
In l&U, when he visited Scotland^ M. 
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wliicli lie "was inclined to attribute in the main to the long series of 
non-convivial reigns between Charles the Second's time and his 
own. Faith, it was a rare scene of royal high-jinks, to be sure. 
Honest David Stewart of Garth was present, if you remember. 
Gads ! how he snorted with glee — and then the Laird of Cockpen, 
and the closing threesome reel of those hairy madmen in the filli- 
begs! 

Tickler, Glengarry was great — Lord Huntly sublime* — ^indeed, 
almost every body shone in some way or other ; but the King him- 
self certainly played the first fiddle. He was chai-ming that night 
— I never remember to have seen him more so — and came out, mter 
alia, as the very Horace Walpole of the secret antiquities and pri- 
vate history of the royal wine-bibbery. 

North. Ay, and a sound, shrewd theory of his own, too, which he 
expounded, and to dear Garth's mind, established. 

HalL Let's have it. 

North, Speak, Tickler. I've just lighted my cigar. 

Tickler, Why, he said the Ke volution of 1688 was chiefly owing 
to the abstemious habits of James the Second, which gradually drew 
him out of the sympathies of the High Church party ; and showed, 
I think, very clearly, that the monarchical principle was never at all 
reinvigorated among us, until the ultra-jovial propensities of Sir 
Eobert Walpole came to the support of it, wavering and waning 
as it had been through the unsocial penod of William III., who 
only snoozed over a nipperkin of Schiedam with a few Dutch 
favorites, and the still weaker one of Anne, who, though well dis- 
posed to the bottle, could only, being a queen, indulge alone, and 
being a woman, of course, in cherry-bounce.t George I., as his 
descendant admitted, was a heavy boor, who had no idea of the 
refined and humanizing luxuries of a festive board, but merely 
swilled occasionally a quart of black mum, with the biute engemess 
of a thirsty horse over a pail of ditch water. His son was not only 
as dry a bear as himself, but a petulant prig to boot, and must have 
upset every thing, had not his Prime Minister been the man he 
was. Then passing on to the beginning of his own father's reign, 
his Majesty explained how clearly the American affair must have 
been quite fatal, but for the intensely convivial predilections and 
potatory prowess of bland Lord North ; and again, how the Consti- 
tution was preserved amidst all the hurricane fury of the first 
French Revolution, simply through the never-sufficiently to b Ax- 
tolled Bacchanalianism of Billy Pitt and Harry Dundas, and their 

* Colonel Ranaldson Mnodonnell of Glenffarry, who died in 1828, was a tiue Hi-ihland Chief 
tain — ^hot, im|)etiious, easily augcred, quickly forgiving, bold, and generous.— The Lord Huntiy 
ori8'-22, erontuully succeed*>d to the honors and estates of the Duke of (jordon, and was so pop< 
nlar, that a monument erected in his honor, at Fochabers, in Aberdeenshire, bears an inscriptinii. 
In which he is described as •* The Cock of the North."— M. 

t In her life-time, the populace usually spoke of Queen 4nnc, as " Brandy Nan."-TM. 
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principal assistants in the g'-od work. Lord Sidmouth's love of 
port carried us over the dismal epoch of Pitt's retirement at the 
peace of Amiens, and then the great man came back to Downing* 
Street, like a giant refreshed, to push the decanter with a tii- 
nmpliant hand down to the last moment of his invaluable career. 
His Majesty freely admitted that he himself was not at all sensible 
to these great truths, until his eyes were opened by the results, in 
Parliament, of the thin potations patronised by that smart little 
body, Perceval, and after him by good solemn Lord Livei-pool — a 
state of things which, as he obsei-ved, must have been absolutely 
ruinous, had its influence not been counteracted by the contempo- 
rary carousing of Carlton House. Thus, providentially, as it were, 
he said, whenever we had had a water-drinking King, we had been 
provided with a bowsy Premier ; and vice versa, when the Premier 
was a milksop, the Prince had rarely failed to be a jolly com- 
panion. 

Narth, It was a luculent diatribe ; and if a Bozzy had been pres- 
ent, would have much gratified posterity. 

Tickler, He summed up, if you recollect, with some rather 
gloomy anticipations. My brother Frederick,* he said, is a tnie 
fellow, but wo to England if a time shall ever come, when the 
tinkle of the ciystal shall be a rare sound both in Windsor Castle 
and the righthand corner of Downing Street !t I can never forget 
the tone in which his Majesty spoke these words. 

North, Peel was present, and, though he said nothing on the sub* 
ject, I hoped at the time he would have laid them to heai't. 

MuUion, From Mr. Tickler's account of things up yonder, I sua* 
pect the lesson was nearly thrown away. 

Tickler, Entirely. When at college, I have heard, he gave con- 
siderable promise, but from his first entrance on public life he began 
to fall off, and has not, it is currently said, been known to take his 
dose decently during several Parliaments past. And hence, 1 pre- 
sume, the want of a hearty following among the younger hands. 
Indeed they have, on many recent occasions, shown strong symp- 
toms of revolt, and there has been even open enough talk of elect- 
ing some statesman more imbued with the ancient time-hallowed 
veneration for the worship of 

"The barrel-strider, ivy-gorlandud.'* 

North, What a pity ! As for the Duke, he has been a two-glass- 
of-sherry man, I believe, ever since the battle of Assay e. 

Tickler, Eheu ! I fear it is but owre true a tale. And this sort 
of nonsense to be persisted in, in front of such a prince of merry 

• Frederick. Duke of York and Albany, second eon of George III — M. 

\ The principAl Government offices in London are located in Duwning-street.— AL 
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nfter-dinner darlings as Brongliam ! Quo9 Jupiter vuli perdere /-^ 
and then our present King, God bless him, seems to be by no means 
aware of the doctrine so ably enforced by his angust predecessor ! 
These grand " banquets" of half a hundred Cliristians at a time — 
mere mobs of Jockey Clubs, or Nulli Secundus Clubs, or Tory Clubs, 
or mixed messes of outlandish mountebanks, harnessed with cordons 
— tliese, sirs, are no substitutes for the snug little circles of five to 
eight, in which our late lamented Sovereign felt it his duty to de- 
light. 'Tis a horrid business ; and what darkens our prospects still 
more is the likelihood of a lady reign to succeed. Heavens ! if a 
new race of statesmen don't spnng up, what have we before us ! 

North, I was much cheered by the announcement of this Carlton 
Club, the very name seemed to have been chosen with an eye to 
the drooping condition of post-prandial business ; and I pleased my- 
self with anticipating a long series of industrious, persevering, un- 
flinching liilarities — all the repentant chieftains of our host striving 
who should most zealously and successfully enforce the immortal 
resolution — 

" If any pain or care remain, 
Let's drown it in the bowl." 

Tickler, Alas ! even there we have had a disappointment. The 
thing's next door, I fear, to a failure. Once or twice I had the sat* 
faction to overhear, as I thumbed the Standard, or Albion, in the 
long corridor, the agreeable tenor of Wetherell warbling, " Ale, 
good ale ! thou art my darling !" or Sadler's magnificent rich bass, 
rolHng out " Sally in our Alley," but with a few such exceptions, all 
ascribable to the innate, unconquerable rightmindedness of the Ultra 
Section, there was little to cheer my heart in that quarter. 

North, I thought you seemed to insinuate that the younger hands 
generally were inclined to be orthodox. 

Tickler, Yes, I believe they are ; but they are sorely tied down, 
those of them that don't adhere out and out to the Episcopal purple, 
by the example of their seniors. There is, liowever, much to be 
hoped for ; and I rejoice indeed to say so, among the juveniles* I 
am persuaded that such fellows as Ashley, Mahon, Porchester, 
TPttBCy^HMsh, Wrangham, Praed,* and many others worthy to be 

• Tories, to R nriRn. — Lord Ashl^'y, who has hel«i office nniler W^illin^ton and Peel, and sat in 
the House of Commons from 1826 to 1851, wiien ho liecanie Earl of Shaftesbury, on his fiithei's 
death. He is lay-leader of the Low-Church party, Hiid may almost be named as having taken 
up the business of public philanthropist.—Lord Mahc^n is eldest son of the Earl of Stanhope, 
held office under Perl in 18^J5. and is one of his liU'rnry f^Xfcntorp. He is anthttr of several iin* 
portant hifitorical works. — Lord Porche-ter, author of 'The Moor," and several other poems, 
succeeded to th« Earldom of Carnarvon in 1833, on his f»ith<*r'rt dtiith. — Sir John Walsh, a good 
parliamentary debater, entered tho House of Coiiunons in 1830— Mr. Philip Pusey, M. P. for Berk* 
shire, for many years, editor of the English Agricultural Journal. Uis brother, Dr. Ptisey, 
Canon of Christ Church, Oxford, has given his name to the Hi^;h Church schism there. — Praed 
(whose Lillian and other poems, editt>d by Dr. Giiswold, have lirst been published in this coun< 
try in a collected form) held office under Pe«l, in 1834-5, and died, prematurely, in 1839, in tho 
prime of life, and with reputation, as au orator and a lyrist, wliich was high indeed. — M. 
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classed' even with tliem, want nothing but a little encouragement 
to turn out genuine jollifiers ; and it is pleasing to know that the 
hopes of the Irish and Scotch youth, with whom they commingle, 
appear every way disposed to set them a right example. Our own 
trusty friends, Kobert Adam Dundas, Charles Gumming Bruce, his 
brother Sir William, Sir John Hay, Whytbank, your cousin Lord 
Selkirk, Captain, young Hope, Lord Stormont, and. above all, the 
Duke of Buccleuch, are sound shoots of the tough old Caledonian 
tree, and likely, Deo volente, to work a world of good in this line as 
well as in others.* 

North, Ay, and I believe we may count against next session on a 
stout and stalwart addition to your muster-roll in the person of the 
princely Buccleuch's brother. Lord John, by all accounts, has 
taken the field at Teviotdale, backed by Willie Ogilvie of Chesters, 
and other true lads, in a style that would have rejoiced the heart- 
strings of glorious old Earl Walter, or dear lamented Duke Charles, 
to behold.t This is as it should be. Thank God, the Queen of the 
Border is safe. 

Halh Glad to hear that, however. Come, you're all veering 
round to my own point of the compass, after all. Hope for ever, 
say I. 

Tickler. There's another good symptom up yonder. For many 
years past the chief rendezvouses of what tliey call fashion, had 
certainly been so many hot-beds of Whiggeiy ; but the tables are 
turning in that walk also — indeed, old Grey himself has been heard 
to grunt something about the women being against him. 

Hall, To be sure they are — ^but don't blame our Tory dames of 
high degree, that it is only now, on a really immediately pressing 
emergency, they have begim to bestir themselves in the line you 
point to. It's in fact a deuced difficult thing for a woman to be 
what's called a leader of fashion, unless she brings with her at least 
a demi-equivocal reputation ; and in that sort of article our market 
has, it must be admitted, been always, comparatively speaking, very 
much understocked. In times like these we can get on without that 
species of stimulant and you will now, I am persuaded, see the 
swing of dandyism nm faster and faster to our side. 

MulUon, A fig for Almack's ! Let's look nearer home^ — ^i^'hat's to 
be the upshot here in our own good town and county ] Who stands 
for Lanarkshire ] How does Sir George Murray get on in Pei-th 1 
— Colonel Lyndsay in Fife ? Are you really sure that Elliot is to 
be defeated in Roxburghshire ] How do the subscriptions progress I 
Is there to be plenty of the ginger ? 

* Of these budding Scottieh worthier, Hop**, who became n Judgf^, was the only one who ful- 
Ulled Hckler's expectation.— M. 

t Lord John Scott (brother of the Duke of Buccleuch, owner of most of the Border-land) waa 
pretty sure of being elected, for the tenuntri muut vut<j for him, or— tui-n out.— M. 
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North, Pei-tli seems all but safe — ^Fife and Roxburgh are quite 
BO— I am extremely happy to hear, that though the young marquis 
of Douglas may, if he choose, walk the course in the west country, 
he can do so only because he distinctly forswears that line of politics 
of which the Duke his father is at heart sick — as how could the first 
blood in Britain be otherwise ? In Mid-Lothian, Sir George Clerk 
is as snug as possible — and last of all, I believe, Mr. Blair may now 
be considered as landed, in Auld Reekie. I much regretted that 
Sir John Forbes would not stand ; I have loved that house through 
three generations, and feel almost a paternal pride in the rich prom- 
ise of this young gentleman's talents and virtues, which all his mod- 
esty won't prevent the world's doing justice to hclyve. But since 
he would not come out on this occasion, a more honorable substitute 
certainly could not have been found than Blair; and the party 
owe him a deep debt of gratitude for the frank heai-ty zeal he met 
their call with. He, as I said, is now safe. Even in Leith, Aitche- 
son appeara to be driving the Clerk of the Pipe before him like a 
bundle of chaff.* Come^ Mordecai, you have had some hand in 
these domestic triumphs. Tip the Captain one of your broadsides. 
He'll smoke enough of the allusions to enjoy the Musa Tiivialis. 

Mullion. Captain Hall, you've heard, no doubt, of the Right 
Honorable James Abercrombie — and Sir John Dalrymple, baronet-^ 
and John Archibald Murray, Esq. — and Francis Jefii'ey, Lord Ad- 
vocate for Scotland — and eesome Aytoun, President of the Cowgate 
Union — and so forth ? 

Hall. Everybody knows Sir John, and the Advocate, and the 
\\^orthy and amiable, though Whiggish, John MuiTay ; but who the 
mischief is Squire Aytoun ?t 

Mullion, A younger brother of some Fifeish lairdie, and a hitherto 
neither famous nor followed perambulator of the outer-house boards, 
who, having stepped into that bewildered roundhead Geordie Bro- 
die's shoes, as tribune of the rascality in these regions, has of late 
shot up into a quasi-personage, and really bids fair, if only one Tory 
stands, to share with him the representation of the capital of old 
mother Scotia, to the sore and bitter humiliation of the Lord Chief 
Baron that is or was, commonly called Grieve Abercrombie, Sir 
James Gibson Craig of Riccarton, Bart, (whom you may remember 
as long Jamie Gibson the W. S.) — ^this eminent cavalier's clever un- 
derlings, Jeffrey and Murray, Adam Black, bookseller there, Peter 
Brown, Jamie Spittal, Sandy Craig, and tutti quanti, 

* The reader will not complfun. I think, of ray not entering into explanatory details of the 
Scottish elections of 1832.— M. 

t This Mr. Aytoun must not be confounded with Willinm Edmonstone Aytoun, author of 
**LHys of the Scottish Cavaliers," Professor of Literature in the University of EJuibaijfh, soa- 
in-law of the late John Wilson, and present Editor of BlacktooocU The Radical candidate of 
1833 is not the strung Cunaervative of 1854.— IVL 
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Hall, A pure radical, in short, giving gallant battle to the mealy- 
mouthed. 

Mullion, Just so— although Aytoun, to do him justice, was no 
always a radical, but, on the contrary, did yeoman's service the last 
time that spirit was up in these quarters, having, in fact, lost several 
inches of hide at the trot of Airdrie, the canter of Kilmarnock, and 
various others of those illustrious scenes which stamped deathless 
renown on our own Sour Milks of Attica, in the year of grace 1821, 
and have been duly commemorated in the Tyrtsean strains of John 
Lockhart and Peter Tytler, co-laureates in those days to the well- 
booted myrmidons of Elcho, Hay, and Donald Home the reaver. 

Hall, Pooh ! pooh ! What signifies looking so far back as the 
twenty -one ? Let's have your stave, however, Mr. Secretary. 

MuJlion, On the Conservative principle of upholding rank and 
station, I suppose I must begin with the gentlefolks. Well, hero 
goes — 

A NEW SONG. 

FOR THE ELECTORS OF THE COUNTY OF MID-LOTHIAN. 

Tune—'' The Young Lochinvar," 

" Oh ! the gnllant Sir John is a knigiit of renown. 
And fi'um London post-haste lie has lately come down. 
Having fairly got out of that innocent scrape 
Of the Banners, and Mottoes, and hits of Black Crape; 
So that trumpery story may pass and begone. 
Nor stain the fair fame of the gallant Sir John ! 

** To be sure there are some, who, in their simple way, 
Still give an account of " that glorious day.*' 
Which, were it believed, it were awkward to tell 
When a Knight has explained his own story so well ; 
But of these foolish people there surely are none 
Whom you'd weigh in the scale with the gallant Sir John ! 

*' Though half of our townsfolk the treason might see, 
Or think that they saw it — *tis nothing to me — 
They were only spectators — and can you suppose. 
That they either could see, or describe it like those 
Who were part of the mob, or perhops led it on — 
Or harangued on the hustings like the gallant Sir John .' 

'' Nay, though Attoun himself, the disclaimer disclaim, 
That would rob him of half of his merited fame — 
If 'twere hard to condemn him, 'twere surely more hard 
To question the faith of The Scottish Bayard — 
For a bard must recur to the days that are gt>ne 
To find a compeer for our tache-less Sir John !" 

Hall. Very fair, Mr. Mullion. Well, all this sort of thing is quite 
new here away. Streets placarded — ^ballads a-bellowing — ^pothouses 
opened — hustings, harangues — ^banners and processions, and " a' the 
lavo o't.'' I must say, I wish you joy. 
Vol. v.— 8 
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Tickler, Wliy, the ballads swarm out every morning by the skep- 
full. Mullion's are the best, but there are twenty besides him at it 
late and early. Come, M^rdecai, fill the glasses, and clear your 
pipes for another touch of the treble. 

MuUion. Most of these productions are, I must own, disfigured 
with horrid coarsenesses. I hardly know how to choose a decently 
cleanly stave among the bunch. There's one begins well — A 
Parody on Byron's Sennacherib ; but it runs off into fearful filth. 
I can give you but the opening verse. 

North {aside). Lord ! how delicate my secretary's becoming ! he'll 
be fit for Campbell or Bulwer by-and-by !* 

Mullion {sings), 

" Abercrombie came down like a wolf on the fold, 
And his pockets were furnished with Devonshire gold ; 
And his pale senseless face was as feai-ful to see, 
As the dark troubled wave on the deep Galilee. 

** Like the leaves of the forest, when summer is green, 
The Whigs in the morn with their banners seen ; 
Like the leaves of the forest, when autumn hath blown, 
That host on the morrow lay withered and strewn. 

" For the breath of the Union came strong on the blast. 
And bunged up the Chief Baron's eye as it puss'd ; 
And the hopes of the Whigglings are gloomy and drear, 
When they think of the * Pipe' and * Two Thousand a-year.* '* 

That's all that's producible. But these things, even the worst of 
them, seem to go down, and may therefore teach the Whigs a lesson. 

Tickler, I grudge Abercrombie nothing. His appointment was 
perhaps the most flagrant outrage on Tory feeling that the Duke of 
Wellington was wild enough to perpetrate during the worst era of 
his staggering statesmanship.! The man was offensive — ^the motive 

* At this time Bulwer was Editor of the New Monthly Magazine, ITiomaa Cjinipbcll having 
seceded from it to establish Tke Metropolitan tor himselt— M. 

t What was called " 'ITie Abercrombie Job," was a scandalous concern ; nf^arly ns bad as the 
Duke of Wellington's placing Mrs. Arbutbnot, his hand-^ome friend, on the Pf-n. U)n List, lor 
£700 n>year, on the plea that she had assisted him — in reading; his FrKiich l^tr^rs 1 inmps Al)er< 
cromby, a younser son of Sir Ralph Abercromby (killed at the battle of Ah'xandria, in Egypt), 
WHS a heavy plodding barrister without practice. He became a eort of steward, or rent-receiver 
to the Duke of Devonshire, who put him into Parlinmenr and paid him £2,O0iO a-year. Wlien 
Wellington became Premier in 1828, he wished to ronclliHte D.vonshire, and therefore made 
his man, Abercromby, Chief Baron of the Exchequer in Scotland, with h salary of £4,000 a-year. 
So much of a sinecure was this judgeship tJiat. in the thirty months it whs held by Abercromby, 
bo only tried four cases, for which he was paid £10,000. So notoriou.-! was this, that Ministers, 
for very shame-sake, had to abolish it — ^but Mr. Abercromby, wh.) h'ul r«>ceiv»'d £10,000 for do- 
ing nothing, was granted £2,000 a-year, fur Jife, to console him I In 1S32, J ffiey and himself 
were returned to represent Edinburgh city in the first R«'formod PHrliament, Some lime after, 
he declined an official situation — on the plea that he had his £'J,0{)0 a-y* nr for doin^ nothing, 
and must be paid extra if he did any work. When th»* new PHrlinmont culUd by Pe^-l nssom- 
bled in February, 1835, Abercromby was put up as Whig CMiiuidnte itgHJnst Manner.-* Sutton, 
the late Speaker, and was elected by a mnjority of ten. This irsive him the po.'iitiQn of the 
'•first commoner in England'*(there was little of the gentleman in his boori.sh mmiiers, clowni.-h 
appearance, or selfiBh feelings) with £6,000 a-year salary. £1,000 more for house-rent. «in<l fi'imn 
patronage. He occupied this post for four years, and then pleading ilUliealth (tliou^U ihla was 
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could not have been other than small — a poor, silly dream of neu- 
tralizing a solitary great Whig interest in England, at the expense 
of trampling in open visible contempt, upon the whole of the most 
influential class of men in Scotland. But let byganes be byganes. 
I think I'll venture on. a ditty mine ain sel, noo. What for no 1 
And what for should it no be on Johnny Murray, braw worthy fallow 
though he be 1 Them that comes to the flsh-market maun mak up 
their minds for creeshy creels. Captain Hall must understand tliat 
this Whig lawyer comes of a Tory household, and received, when 
et in his cradle, a valuable sinecure in the Scotch Exchequer, from 
is good old father's friend and coeval, the late Lord Melville. He 
has been, in short, all his life what they call " Clerk of the Pipe." 
What the name means I can't say ; but the thing runs, I have heard, 
to the tune of something like c£600 a-year, which, considering that 
John must now have held the office for at least half a century, 
would seem to point to not a bad tottle of the whole. 

MuUian, Exactly thirty thousand pounds of public money received 
for doing nothing, by a staunch and consistent fidend of the people — 
that's all. 

Tickler, Well, well — ^he's a capital, good, gentlemanlike fellow, 
for all that; — but here's the strain which now delighteth, at his 
expense, the worthy burghers of Leith's unromantic town. — (^Sings). 

'* The Clerk of the Pipe is a man 6f isome weight. 
And nothing will serve him but serving the State; 
And the State being rebuilt on a broad-bottom' d plan, 
He has fairly set up for a Parliament-man. 
Sing down down, down derry down. 

'' He's a gallant Reformer, and ever has been. 
And abhors sinecurists and all things unclean ; 
Being bravely resolved as he often has shown, 
To make war on all sinecures — «aving his own. 
. Sing down down, down deny down. 

** He's an orator too;— though a copy, they say. 
Of ieather>lung'd Jackyj die member for Bray; 
And he'd fuin be a wit — though by some odd mischance 
It reminds one of Jacky just learning to dsince. 
Sing down down^ down deny down. 

'' But though dull to the eye, and more dull to the ear, 
Though heavy in front, and most heavy in rear. 
The path of ambition he still must pursue, 
And exhibit his parte, Oh ! my countiy, to you ' 
Sing down down, down deny down. 

" So with two or three speeches got up with due care 
And two or three jokes somewhat worse for the wear ; 

fifteen years ago, and he is as hale as pnneionors usunlly are) retired with the title of Lord Dum 
feriioe. and £4,000 a-year for bi^ own life and the lite of hU eldest son.— These details are t.» 
oessary to uuderstaud the dispniaging mentiun of him throughout this " Nooteiw"*->M. 
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And two or three friends, such as one might suppose* 
In the ^ood town of Leith he his nakednes< sbuws. 
Singing down down, down derry down. 

'* In Leith, then, hehold him, discoursing at large. 
Of ail that has never been laid to his charge ; 
His contempt for the rich— his regard for the poor— 
Bui as to the fact of his own sinecure, 

Singing down down, down deny down. 

'* ' Then,' quoth he, * I not only must make my appeal. 
In behoof of myself, but of all that's genteel. 
For a mercantile town you will never degrade. 
By choosing a member that's risen by trade.' 
Sing down down, down derry down. 

" Says a Voter — * All this may be good in its way. 
But will you, my good sir, have the kindness to say, 
How among the Reformers you thus should appear, 
With your sinecure place of six hundred a-year?' 
Singing down down, down deny down. 

** His Clerkship to this answer'd never a word. 
But look'd round in a way that was very absurd ; 
And I merely will add, since his own mouth is shut, 
If he went as The Pipe, he came back as the Butt. 
Sing down down, down derry down." 

Mul/ion, I think I can cap that, howsomdever ; though, how to 
make the Captain comprehend anything about the soubriquet he is 
to hear so often repeated, I can't guess. As to the rest, you must 
know that Murray is proud, though a friend of the people, of his 
gentle descent — which is all right enough in itself, for he comes of 
the Tullibardine blood — ^aiid indulged himself in some sneers at the 
mercantile pedigree of his antagonist, Mr. Aitchison, which were 
very unworthy of his own good taste in the first place, and woftdly 
ill calculated to conciliate the loons he was haranguing in the 
second.* 

North, The tnith is, Aitchison's a well-connected man, and in 

appearance and manners, as well as character, quite a gentleman ; 

much more so than one can lay a finger on in every comer of the 

Parliament House — ^but all that signifies nothing— so to your chant 

Mullion (sings). 

Air—'' The Lammie,** 
" Whar hae ye been a' day. 
My puir Bottom ? 
Whar hae ye been a' day. 

My witless, wcaiy Bottom 7 
I've been the voters for to woo, 
In Leith and Musselburgh too ; 
The carles they leuch, and crook'd their mou', 
And cried — Awa wi' Bottom ! 

f This John A. Murray was returned Tor Leith, and became a Scottish Judge, which he now 
ooutinuet to bc-^M. 
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** But did ye fleech and speak them feir 

In truth did I, quo* Bottom! 
Say, did ye fleech and speak them fair? 

Adced did I, quo' Bottom ! 
I spoke them fair, as fair might be, 
And roosed their wit and honesty- 
Then we're the mair unlike to thee, 

My voters said — Od rot 'em! 

** I look my pipe and playM a spring, 
Quo' feckless, silly Bottom, 

A dull newfangled Whiggish thing, 
Quo' heavy, hopeless Bottom : 

I swoor that pensions were a shame. 

And sinecures were sair to blame — 

This put the people a' in flame- 
Sic clash frae pension'd Bottom ! 

** They said, Ye maun your P^ resign— 

I'll no resign, quo' Bottom; 
They said. Ye maun your Pipe resign— 

I canna do't, quo' Bottom : 
It's been my meat, it's been my claes. 
It's been my comfort a' my days: 
The voters said. Then gang your ways, 

Ye fause and greedy Bottom ! 

" O Aitchison's o' low degree, 

Quo* mighty Bully Bottom ; 
There's no a Peer upo' his tree, 

Quo' vain and senseless Bottom. 
But frank and hearty, kind and leal , 
He kens our wants and wishes weel ;— 
We'll send all lawyers to the deil — 

Sae down wi' windy Bottom !" 

North. Very "well ; but I think we've had aknost enough of these 
local Fescennines. Can't you start something a little more general 1 
You'll weary the Skipper, I fear. 

Hall. Quite the reverse. Come, Mullion, give us something on 
the Aytoun fellow you mentioned. 

Mullion. With pleasure — and I'll take a tune that you can all 
join in at the chorus — ^to wit, Carle an the King rotne, — {Sings.) 

" Here's a health to Aytoun, 
Health and wealth to Aytoun ; 
He's the man we understan' — 
Here's success to Aytoun ! 

" The Tories they have had their day, 
The lang-tongued Whigs have had their say | 
But Frei^dom now comes into play, 
And cries * Huzzah for Aytoun !' 
Here's a health to Aytoun, «S:c. 

** Nae doubt tlie Whigs were for the BiU 
But yet to us they're nae gude-will. 
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But ore the same Wliig tyrants still. 
And hate baith us and Aytoun ! 

" Nor was it them that gain'd our cause, 
But us, ourselves, who, clause for clause. 
Aye keepit at tlicm wi* the tawse, 
Laid on by men like Aytoun ! 
** And noo already may be seem 
The unco difference between 
What they've professed, and what they mean, 
Which isna lost on Aytoun I 

" The path, they say, to all is clear- 
How do they mak the fact appear ? 
They ask — three hundred pounds a-year, 
From members sich as Aytoun 1 1 ! 

** And though that clause withdrawn may be, 
Wi' mony a base and Whig-like lee, 
A moudewart itsell micht see 

'Twas aim'd at us and Aytoun ! 

" Then how they show their shameless fiice. 
Dealing themselves in jobs so base. 
And yet abusing power and place. 
To humbug us and Aytoun ! 

** There's Abercrombie, who would rob 
The country by a vile Whig job, 
And ca's the people * Aytoun's mob*— 
Yet he'd contend wi' Aytoun ! 

•* But mob or no, we're no to toil 
To mak a placeman's kettle boil, 
And he maun e'en gie up the spoil. 
If he wad «tan' with Aytoun. 

** There's Murray too, who's known to clear 
A guid sax hundred pund a-year. 
For doing — what doth not appear— 
Must be shown up by Aytoun I 

•• At Leith he^s had the face to say, 
• If I've the Pipe, yet I've to play'— 
Apd that, in short, he eam« his pay. 
Like us or honest Aytoun 1 

•* But this he'd best have let alone. 
For in due time it shall be shown, 
His PIPE, like others, has its drons, 
A joke I got from Aytoun ! 

** Jeffrey himsell, o' Whigs the wale. 
Is feckless, fushionless, and frail, 
And through the reek he'll hae his kail, 
Gin he appear 'gainst Aytoun, 

** Weel do we ken, in time o' need. 
Up yonder he cam little speed. 
And this last clause has dune the deed, 
As he shall hear frae Aytoun. 
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•• Then, brave Rcfonnprs, stainch an' true, 
The path o* honor still pursue, 
The sacred cause depends on you, 
Of freedom and of Aytoun. 

" And you, Auld Reekie's dochters fair, 
See that the ribbon green you wear, 
For look around and tell me where 
YouMl find anither Aytoun. 

" Chorus. Then here's a health to Aytoun, 
Health and wealth to Aytoun ; 
I'll blythely g\e my last baubee. 
To drink success to Aytoun," 

HaI7, E7i hien! No great symptoms of the doleftJ dumps in 
these effusions of the Tory spirit in your hyperborean climes, how- 
ever. That's the plan — sing on, laugh on; — ^the mob is, after all, 
good-humored at bottom ; and, hang me, if I expect, when all is 
done, that we shall see half as many raffs in the next house as in 
the present. 

Tickler, Let's be thankful for mercies. We are already plente- 
ously provided, to be sure. 'Tis certainly a comfort to observe, that 
though Scotland will probably return more Whigs than heretofore, 
her pride is still too much awake to permit a radical scamp to have 
any chance, except in a few stinking comers, where nothing sweeter 
could ever have been looked for. But I fear this is far from being 
the case so generally in England ; and 'tis but too plain that exactly 
the reverse is to be the rule across the water. 

Hall, Why, what would you have ? Here's my boy Hobbio, 
confessing, that in place of 18,000 electors for Westminster, there 
won't be above 4,000 registered for the next turn-up. Here's Do 
Lacy Evans howling about the same sort of phenomenon appearing 
in a dozen duly comers he chooses to be informed about.* By tlie 
gi*eat Plutus, God of Battles ! I don't mind offering two to one thr.t 
we shall have a Tory majority. I betted, when Lord John Russell 
tabled the original Bill, that not one hor(mgh would be practicall v 
disfranchised — and what would you say now, if I ultimately re- 
pocketed my ten shiners? What, if the very first scene of the, 
new Parliament should be ten thousand petitions from the PEOPLK 
to undo this humbug, and replace every thing precisely on its oM 
footing ] Depend on it, there is nothing, in rerum naturd, morn 
impossible than to really revolutionize this country. We may b(^ 
disturbed, but 'tis only to rouse our mettle. The moment there's a 
lull, all comes right again somehow. We shall either have it in our 
power to cancel the Whig schedules in ^oio— or be convinced, of 
what we ought never perhaps to have doubted, that schedulize to 

* Sir John Hobhouge now (liord Brorightnn) was re-elected for Weatrainsttir in 1832. De I.ucy 
^vuos WHS an uiisuccetslul caudidutc un that occneion.— M. 



110 NOCTES AMBROSIAN^. 

the end of the chapter, the national heart is Tory, and that, under 
whatever scheme the M. P.*s may be elected, the majority will 
never be long enough on the enemy's side to permit of any solid 
substantial mischief being inflicted on the constitution * 

" They sin who tell us that can die, 
For that is indestructible." 

North, I have forsworn London town ; but I shall certainly make 
a pusli to be present at the opening of the Reformed Parliament. 
It will afford me consolation, in the midst of all our sorrows, to be 
ocular witness of the out-turning of this Grey gang — for that at 
least, I augur, is pretty sure to be the Neophyte's first perform- 
ance. 

Tickler, You may give the long odds on that. I defy them to 
stand a week. As sure as a gun, we shall have Joseph Hume 
Chancellor of the Exchequer, and leader of the House of Com- 
mons ; Joseph's late avowal of voting against his conscience, with 
the reason why,t was, of course, meant to show the world that he 
could play the part of a lavish Minister just as ably, need occurring, 
as he filled, before Lord Melville (I think it was) refused him some- 
thing, that of a Ministerial Mute, or, as he has since done, that of a 
radical cheese-parer. A man, though " most noble," not unworthy 
to be named in the same breath with the most ignoble, I mean Lord 
Clanricarde, that yelping numskull, who disgraces the chivalrous 
name of De Burghe, and in whom I am sorry to see the son-in-law 
of Canning — ^lie will be Lieutenant of Irelandf — and O'Connell, 
(Heaven bless his fat sides !) will be Secretary over the Spoon ; and, 
in short, with one grand exception, we shall see a complete change 
of the dramatis personce. 

Hall. And what's your exception ? 

Tickler. Brougham will of course be Premier. Every Chancery 
lawyer says that the style of his behaviour in Court, of late, can 
leave no doubt that he has made up his mind for one or other of 
the two following alternatives, — either to have the judicial part of 
the Chancellor's office separated from the political, || and retaining 

* The popular complaint was, not of the great extent but the limite'' action of the Roform 

um.-M. 

i Hume had Dpcnly declared in Piirliament that he would vote block to be whitp, if his doing 
po would keep the Whijjrs in office. — Hume sat for Weymouth from January to Novembttr, ISlf 
as a Tory. So i^ir from his becoming Chancellor of the Exchequer, as Tickl«;r anticipated, the 
complaint of tlio Lilnnals is, that Hume has never been offered even a minor office under any 
Wliig administration.— M. 

J Another unfulfilled prediction. O'Connell was not made Irish Secretary, and Lord Clan- 
ricarde, though Amhnssador to Russia for a time, never was liish Viceroy. He was in tlu' Kua- 
sel Cabinet, 1846-52. as Postmaster-General In 1854, he opposes the Aberdeen Ministry,— a« 
Byron soys — 

*' Ilfire and there, some stern, high patriot stood — 
Who could not get tlie place for which he sued." — M. 

y Not only Brougham, but other Chancellors have endeavored to sepnrate the ^«olitlca1 from 
the udiciul functions of the first equity Judge, which will be done, no doubt.— M. 
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the latter, yield a former to somebody that understands something 
of the business, and can maintaiii a decentish appearance on the 
bench, without being obviously, at every turn, at the tender mercies 
of Sugden— or to cut the woolsack altogether, and take the post for 
which, by all men's confession — and women's and children's too- 
poor doting, drivelling Grey is as deplorably unfitted in respect of 
temper and manners, as of mind and language 

The mumping phantom of incaniate spite, 
Loath M, but not fearM, for rage that cannot bite ; 

the object, at best, of pity to the Christian bishops, whom alone he 
has the pluck to bully. 

Mullion. You forget the Chancellor's late attack on Sir Edward.* 

Ticklei\ No — ^nor do I forget he has crept out of the scrape. All's 
right. 

North, Why should Brougham not play Wolsey over again, and 
be at once Lord Treasurer, and Lord High-Chancellor ? 

Tickler. I know of no serious objection, except Sugden, and that 
one of the devices I alluded to, might get over at a leap. Lord 
Dundonald would, of course, be a fair Lord High- Admiral under 
him ; and for want of a better, perhaps Mullion's Bayard, Sir John 
Dairy mple, might be accepted for the Horse-Guards. Then, I 
think, he would admit things altogether to be in comfortable train. 

Mullion, Come, Mr. North, the bowl's nearly out again and Cap- 
tain Hall has heard us all sing, except yourself. Is that the fair 
thing, reverend senior? 

North, Me sing ! I'm as hoarse as a raven, and as gloomy to 
boot ; but come, if you won't let me off without somethmg, I can 
at least sport you a small specimen of heroics. Give me a subject, 
Skipper. 

Hall, A subject ? What, Christopher among the improwisatori I 
Well, then, take H. B.'s sketch of the Vision of the Head.t 

North, With all my heart— iwci^e nunc, mtisa I 

The unequal conference and the vex'd debate 
Of England*8 duty, and of Poland^s fate, 
Thank God! are o'er: with faint and feverish lips 
His opiate draught the pensive Premier sips — 

* Sir E<1wnrd Sugden, Irish Chancellor in 1834-5^ nnd from 1841 to 1846. He wae made Chnn- 
rdlor of England, by Lord Derby, in 1852. with the title of Lord St. Leonards. He and Brouffh* 
am have long been un friendly terms. When he whs only a year at the Bar, he piibliehed his 
Practical Treatise, on Powers, a subject which he has simplified down to the capacity of every 
Btudenr. When in practice, he was the best equity lawyer In Kngland, and bis income varied 
from £20,000 to £25,000 a-year.— M. 

t John Doyle, an Irish gentleman, was the artist of the celebrated H. B. Skc^tches, which, oddly 
pnoQgh. were beaten out of the field by •• Punch," in which tlie rival political caiicaturos were by 
Richard Doyle, the son. From 1830 to 1850 about a thousand «f tlie H. Ba. were published. They 
were popular all over Europe, and were remarkable for accurate likenesses of public characters. 
Some were first-rate portraits— f^uch as the fulMength sketches of Charles Buller, Sir William 
Follet, Railway Hudson, Lord Melboume, Sir R. Peel. " The Duke," O'Connell, and the K*. 
piers.— M. 
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Revolves what Eldon lookd, what Mansfield said, 
And creeps in languor to no rosy bed. 

Deep sleep at length has smootliM the lofty brow, 

Nor protocols nor pledges knit it now ; 

Far from the care-beat bounds of Downing Street, 

The " erring spirit" swims in visions sweet. 

Amidst ancestral Deira's upland roves, 

And high-built Howick's sea-o*erhanging groves. 

Where blest Content, but yesterday it seems, 

Was not the glow-worm spark of dear-bought dreams, 

But the fixed sunshine of a soberM breast, 

Whose sins had been repented, and confest — 

And pitied and forgiven. For man is kind 

To the wept past, and to the future blind. 

How long the flattering demon of the night 
'Mid those soft scenes indulged his fancy's flight. 
Ask not the muse. The July moon shone clear. 
When whispers low and stem disturbed his ear. 
Upsprung the chief, in agony of awe. 
And, steadfast in the lambent splendor, saw 
(While darkness veils the garment of the dead,) 
With melancholy eyes great Canning's head. 
Still as the icy ray upon his cheek. 
The godlike shadow stood, in act to speak ; 
Still — save wliat spirits pure may taste of pain- 
Scorn without anger, calm serene disdain. 

"And thus," he cries, "thy penitentials end! 
Thine Order's champion thou!* — thy Prince's friend I 
Alas ! must England's law and England's crown. 
By Dulness' dastard spleen, be both struck down? 
Greece's first spirit gave the wound of Greece ; 
The star of Athens paled to Pericles— 
To her own firmest arm and brightest mind, 
Rome, weeping blood, her ark of pride resign'd ; 
Even France, when she her air-born hopes must yield, 
Receiv'd the judgment on Marengo's field. 
But we ? — what fond illusion waits for us. 
If, blest beyond them all, we perish thus- 
More wise our liberty, more rich our sway. 
Our ruin unredeem'd — our fate a Grey !" 

He spoke, and vanish'd in the fading beam, 
The impostor woke— and lo ! it was a dream. 

Hall, Admirable old buck ! Well, Conscript Fathers, now that 
I have once penetrated the sanctum sanctarunif may I hope to be 
considered as a. regular member ? 

North, Come back next month, young genl;leman, and we'll let 
you hear the result of the ballot. One black ball, you know, ex- 
cludes — and certain princes of Israel, which be not now with us in 

* EnrI Grey had declared, in Parliament, that, como what mighf, h$ would ** stand by bis or 
dei."— M. 
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the flesh, must he present. Order a call of the house, Mordeaci, for 
the 20th of September. Good night. 

Mullion. Must we part so soon 1 But, Mr. North, you have forgot 
one thing. The Captain has not been told that he must send in a 
probationary article. 

North. Very true. Thank ye for minding that. You must let 
us have a first-rate paper, friend, and that within this fortnight at 
latest. 

Hall. What sort of paper ?— Political ?— Nautical ? — Scientifical? 
^Literary ? — I'm a jack of all trades, you know. 

North. Ay, and a master of most. Sink politics — ^leave them to 
Tickler and other rabidly carnivorous animals — ^}'Ou're too smooth 
for us in that line. Keep your nauticals for your book ; and as for 
science, rot it. Can't you wait for the next convention of The 
Watchmakers, as poor Davy used to call them, whether at York, 
or Cambridge, or BanflP, or Belfast ? — for I tnist old Oxford is not to 
be pestered with another visitation of the beasts in our time.* 

Tickler. An abominable humbug! And the more shame to 
Sedgewick and Sam, that two men of genius could be found so far 
forgetful of their own place as to countenance the weary, dismal 
bleatings of such a pack of one-idea*d nincompoops. And the fun ! 
and the wit ! and the ladies ! and the lectures ! and the dinners ! 
and the breakfasts ! and the horsemanship of the Mammothites ! 

J re gods! No, no, Hall; sport us an elegant touch of thebelles- 
ettres. Your last series contains some of the neatest, tersest, and 
most unpretendingly original criticism, I have lately met with. 
Don't you agi-ee, Christopher ? 

North. Cordidly. The fact is, Captain Hall, that you have a 
very delicate discrimination, a very pretty tact indeed, for this de- 
partment. I saw it long ago, too ; but liow, or when, or where, I 
don't at this moment think fit to tell you. 

Hall. One syllable of your approbation is, I need not say, more 
valuable than all the elaborate compliments I have received of late 
years. Well, I'll at all events do my best, Mr. Mullion ; for who 
would not rather be dubbed a knight of the Noctes, tha^ receive all 
the grand crosses between Cadiz and Kamtschatka ? 

North. You were well acquainted with Lord Byron, poor fellow 
— and you have travelled over most of tlie ground of his master- 
piece. Why not take up this new edition of "The Childe !" It 
is certainly the most'^nteresting volume that has come out of late ; 
and a good vigorous paper, with copious extracts from the notes 
and so forth, if produced in time, could not f;iil to answer. I wish 
Murray had asked me to give him a lift in the way of votulce, for I 

* The British Association for tlie Advancement of Suituco hclJ itd itiitiuttiry mcclini^ at \q«1^ 
In 1831.-M. 
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think I could have supplied him with something not unworthy of a 
place among the rest, and I own I should rather have liked to see 
myself figuring here and there, as well as Jeffrey and John Wil- 
son, and others who are mere boys to me. Come, Captain, will 
this do ? 

Hall Peut-^tre. 

Tickler. Capitally, Hall. But don't forget to ask what's como of 
some magnificent stanzas on Vathek Beckford, which I once heard 
repeated, with infinite gusto, by an Irish bishop (who shall be name- 
less), and which must of course have meant for canto first of Childe 
Harold. They were superb— quite in Byron's highest flight, and 
would have been prime kitchen unto our kail.* 

North. The new verses on the Dilettanti — I mean their hum- 
bugging London Dilettanti — should be quoted — and don't omit that 
charming ditty on the Girl of Cadiz, which Byron originally de- 
signed to fill the place now occupied by a dismal concern. The 
lines on Sir William Gell, too, must come in — they are very clever, 
though quite unjust — for Gell is one of the most learned of the 
%nrtuosi, the prince of the sect, indeed, to my mind — and a capital 
good fellow into the bargain, and many the merry day he and 1 
have had together in tliis weary world, I can tell ye. 

Tickler. I wonder, by-the-by, that the editor of the English 
Bards, in his new series, has omitted to mention one of the best 
specimens of Byron's lightness to a pufiing or pasquinading people 
—his alternations of the epithet on Gell in that lampoon. In the 
first edition, he said, 

" I leave topography to coxcomb Goll," 

In the second, this was turned to ^'delving Gell ;" and in the third, 
unless I be dreaming, the Satirist, having in the interim made Sir 
William's acquaintance, wrote " classic Gell." The last epithet, I 
presume, is the only right one — ^though I don't know why a man 
should not be both classical and coxcombical y if he has a mind — I 
mean a young man — ^which Gell was in those days, and a very hand- 
some one to boot, as you would wish to see on a summer's day, or 
any lady in Naples on a winter's night.t Heigho ! 

North. Take in the volume before Harold, by all means. I 
never read the half of the little poems there given until this came 
out, and I must say they much surprised me. Some of them I can't 
believe to have been written, as we see them, at the dates affixed 
to them. He must have polished them up in dffter years — if not, 'tia 
a wonderful case, for they are worthy of his best period, and quite 

* The reason why they wore not published wns pimply this — they were too indeiicnte, hUu. 
dinjgr to certnin rumors respt'clinjr Mr. Bfckford, which Byron affertt^d to believe. The sly inu- 
encfo, *'by nn Irish Bishop" [of Cloglier?] sugge^ta what the rumors were. — M. 

t Coxcomb was changed to classic^ been use in the interval between the writing and publishing 
of tlie Satire, Byron bad made Gell'd acquaintance, and did notlihe to hit hini. — M. 
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unlike tlio real " Hours of Idleness." The notes to that volume, 
too, especially to the English Bards, are terse and pi(]^uant, and will 
look well in an article. 

MulUon, The sight of Byron thus handled makes a reader of my 
standing begin almost to wish the time were come, when a body 
might expect to have others of the great cycle of our age dealt with 
in the same fashion. I don't wish Wordsworth dead, God knows, 
nor Coleridge neither, but what curious things would be editions of 
their early lyrics, illustrated with notes a la Bijron ! 

North. Ay, very ti*ue, and you may live to be gratified with them. 
I hope I shan't, for they're both much my juniors. Crabbe, how- 
ever, dear old fellow, is gone — and I do hope we may see his opera 
omnia rendered thoroughly intelligible ere many more months go 
over our heads.* I know of no body of poetry so likely to rise in 
popularity, from this kind of clearing up of allusions — and if I may 
judge from the few letters he favored me with, his OAvn correspond- 
ence would go far to furnish the wherewithal. 

Tickler, There's a braw time coming for all of them. Meantime, 
I have interleaved Don Juan, and mean to tender the Emperort 
my own illuminations of the only work of Lord Byron that I ever 
could bring myself to care very much about. 

North. Ah ! hang your care ! Well, odd things will turn up. It 
is now, I believe, certain that they have laid their hands somewhere 
on Byron's often-talked of Letter to the Editor of Blackwood's Mag- 
azine, and that we are to have that by-and-by, as an appendix to 
the production it is chiefly connected with.f 

Hall. Yes, I heard of that in London, and was heartily amused to 
imderstand that Byron never doubted the writer wlio used to lash 
him in Maga, in her wild frolicsome days, under the name, style, 
and title of Presbyter Anglicanus, was But guess. 

North. Presbyter Anglicanus ? I quite forget all about him. 

HalL Well, then. Lord Byron had quite made up his mind that 
Presbyter Anglicanus meant — the Rev. Dr. Chalmers ! — ha ! — ha ! 
—ha ! 

Tickler. Capital. Well, I think I must e'en mount a shovel-hat 
upon this. 

North. I'm glad the Letter's turned up, however ; and hope wo 
shall have it unmutilated, 

" With all it8 hoiToi-3 bristling; on its brow," 

even though my own noble self should chance to come in for a skelp 
or so. How could such a man be taken m, as he was, about such 

* Cmbbr'a Life niui Words did so appear, soon after. — M. 

^ John Murrny, haviiiir cliHng -d his place of bu<iiie88 from Fleet street, in the city, to Alber- 
mnde, ill tlie lnsbion»ibl<; part ot London, was facetiously CHll»«d **Einpnior of the West." — M. 
t It was cfo Hppoudud Cu the cullect<.d and uniiotiited edition of Byi'uu'a I.Uc &ivd WutVA.— W 
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tilings? Only to think of his confounding the style of a Tickler 
with that of a Chalmers ! 

Hall. Probably he was not so well versed in the Doctor's works, 
as he seems to have been in our landlord's. 

North. The more's the pity. Few works of any time, and none 
of ours, would have had so fair a chance of tuniing his thoughts in 
tlie right direction. But really it will be rare fun to hear Byron 
llackguarding Chalmers for having called Don Juan a blackguard, 
for that, I think, was about the substance of the Pseudo-Presbyter's 
sermon. 

Tickler. Perhaps, now that I rank with Dr. Chalmers, a volume 
of Practical Discourses for a certain quaiier might toddle off pretty 
briskly. 

North. No doubt, especially if opened with a life of the venerable 
author, and garnished with foot-notes, explaining the various moods 
of his mind when he penned the grave effusions, the individuals 
whose cases he felt it right to be glancing at, &c., &c., &c. 'Twill 
be a valuable tome. Give us your head too, bands and all. 

Tickler. Nay, nay — ^no bands — at best I'm but a stibbler. Well, 
then, Basil, you will yoke on Byron in the mean time. 

Mullion. By-the-by, I believe I can repeat an epigram of By- 
ron's that has never yet been in print. It's only a versification of a 
fact, but you may like to stick it into your article. 

Hall. Let's hear it. But Murray's sure to have laid his paw on 
it for his next volume, for he's been beating the bush in all direc- 
tions. 

Mullion. Very likely — 'tis no great matter.* Here it is, how- 
ever, in the meantime. 

LEATHER BREECHES VCTSUS LANTHORN JAWS. 

Sir Thomas Lothbridge, fresh from Somerset, 

Hot stalking down Whitehall Macculloch met. 

"Where now, Professor?" — "Tm to Hoiton bent — 

I've just discovier'd the tnie sense of Rent.'* 

"Ay I" chuckles cheeiily the Lord of Land, 

On lateral doe-skin slaps a brawny hand. 

And, his pmse jingling in the Scarecrow's ear. 

Cries " Rent ! ! i More Rent than e'er you finger'd 's htre P' 

Tickler. Not bad — ^but why the skit at Wilmot Hortou ? 

Hall. O ! Horton sided with the lady, I believe. 

North. Make a copy, Mordecai, and send it up in case of acci 
ilents to Joannes de Moravia — and ask him to let's have the sheets 
of the next volume of his Byi-on quam primum. By the advertise- 
ment of the contents it will be even a richer one than the last — and, 
ly Ihe-by, write to Finden too, and tell him I'm much obliged to 

* Very true— •• it is no great matten and not at all like Byron.— M. 



LADY BYROX'S PORTRAIT. 117 

liim for Ills Illustrations. He lias got tipon the right track at last; 
real localities and real portraits are worth all tlie imaginery fiddle- 
dees we used to be humbugged with, under the name of Illustrations 
— and nothing can be more exquisite than his execution — and I 
hope the sales will be upsides with the annotated poetry itself? 

Mullion, I don't know if you have seen the last brochure. It has 
a charming head of Lady Byron, who has, it seems, sat on purpose ;* 
and that's very agreeable to hear of, for it shows that her ladyship 
has got over any little soreness that Moore's life occasioned ; and is 
now willing to contribute any thing in her power to the real monu* 
xnent of Byror's genius — I mean a really intelligible edition of his 
opera omnia. 

North. I'm delighted to hear of this — 'tis really very noble in the 
unfortunate lady. I never saw her — ^is the face a striking one 1 

Mullion. Eminently so — a most calm, pensive, melancholy style 
of native beauty — and a most touching contrast to the maids of 
Athens, and Annesley, and all the rest of them. I'm sure you'll 
have the proof Finden has sent you framed for the Boudoir at the 
Lodge. 

North. By all means — I mean to do that for all the Byron Beau- 
ties. But come, lads, do you mean to sit all night ? 

Tickler. Eheu ! must you really go then ? Never sorrier to part 
wi' you all — 

Hall. Au revoir then, gents. But pray let mum be the word; 
for if Tom Hill should hear of it, I'm sure to see myself in the 
Chronicle.t 

* Murrny earnestly solicited Lsdy Byron to sit for a portrnit to he enffraved among the Byron 
IlIustrHtioiis, and met with a cold and ppremptory relUMHi. Thoinns \Vi ighr, who was editing 
and annotating Byron Cthe seventeen-volume edition of 1832-4), w«!nt down to Ealing, near 
London, where Lady Byron was residing, phtced his artist in a position wht^e she could be 
sketched, and had her portiait taken in that sitting. In the afternoon thry ngtdn went to church, 
and her ladyship was aimin an involuntary sitter. This was repented on the next Sunday, and, as 
was then intended, Lady Byron naw the artist at work. Alter prayers, Wright and Ids friend 
were visited by an ambassador from her ladyship to inijuire the meaning o( what she had seen. 
The reply was, that Mr. Murray muH have her portmir, and was compelled to take what she 
refused to gire. The result was, Wright was requested to vi.<it hnr, wliich he did, taking with 
him — not we sketch, which was very good, but another in which there was a strong touch of 
caricature. Rather than allow that to appear as her likencr^s (a very natural and womanly fe<U- 
*ng, by the way), she consented to sit to VV. J. Newton for tlie portrait, which was engraved, and 
IS here alluded to.— M. ^ 

1 " Little Tom Hill," as everybody called him. was quite a character. When he died (Decem- 
ber, 1840), he was aged eighty. He did not look sixty, but— to hear him talk about them— 
seemed as if he had intimately known every pereonal notoriety for a century before. When his 
likeness appeared, in Fraters Magazine^ KlHcinn said, in the aecon)))nnying deficripiion, that, 
thou^ ho was not one of the little HUU whose skipping propensities are celebrated in the 
Psalms, he must at least have been one hundred and sixty years old. Jiuneg Smith, of the Re- 
ject.^ Addresses, said he was born in the reign of KlizMl)eth, on the same day wiih f^hakspere 
(April S3, 1564). but that the parish-register wn« lost in the GreHt Fii-e of Londoii, in lfifi6. He 
had orif^inally been a merchant, but so fond of literature, thnt his llbiary, when he failed, was 
valued at £5000. He then took to the pen, as an author, and for over forty yenrn had confiden- 
lial connection with authors, actors, artiste, and publishers. H>< wm extremely inqu'siiive, and 
WM the original of Poole's humorous Paul Pry. He wns put into (Jlbert (Jurney, as Tom Hull, 
by his fncsJ Theodore Hook. He "happened to know" everythini.' and everybody, and did 
know mu«> more about individuals and incidents, than whs gen rally hell'ved. 'H «. Wcnxwc-^ ww^l 
curiosities, cold after his death, brought grfvA price*". His coWi^vu.u kA vvM\v\^vvkv\\s "«>aa \Kf^ 
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NorfJi. So mnch tlie better, Captain. It wonld act as a pnff for 
" Series the Third" — ^but as you please. liliilHon, do you canter 
on, and see that the old woman has the devil ready, by the time the 
Captain and I reach the Lodge. And by-the-by, it will be sharpish 
work driving three miles in this moonlight — so, Mordecai, my boy, 
you may as well brew a bishop. 

Voices {without), Mr. North's carriage stops the way. 

{Exeunt Omnes.) 

ind vnluable. Gnrrick'* famons cnp, fotTnrd from Ae mulb*»rry-tree plantpd by ShMk?p«»re, 
•old for H sniincM. In his lati^r y^-are, Hill waa a sort of now.«-culIecror and paragrHph-mnkrr for 
the Morning Ckronide^ in London. In his prosperity. Hill edit^ thu Monthly Mirror, which 
brou|(bt him into commtinicatiun and acquaintance with men of the pen and the pfncil. In 
•tatnre he was short, in figure rotund, in complexion rubicund, in inution rapid, in Iniis^htcr loud, 
in curiosity unbounded. Ue was 6N!:aciuus withal, and piqued himself on lieing able to ferret 
dut any secret, state or prirate, ** at the shortest notice, with accuracy and dispiitch." Ue ap- 
peared almost ubiquitous also. A^ tweire o'clock he might be reported as having been fpukcn 
to at Charing Cro^s, and somebody would aflSrm that fi** had al^o been encountered, about the 
same time, in the Royal Exchan^ fully three miles distant. He happened to know the title 
of eveiy author** forthcoming work, and the sul^Ject of erory artist's forthcoming picture — iiikd 
this before the bitok had been named, or the canvas purdmsed for the pjiinting I In a worc^ 
tiiere was only one Tom Hill in the world, as there was only one FalstaiT. — M. 



No. LXIII.— OCTOBER, 1832. 

SCENE— TJie Boudoir at BucJianan Lodge — beautiful moonlight 
chequering the influence of a couj)le of Argands — NORTH and 
MULLION at wo7'k—the Round Table covered with MSS,, Proof- 
Sheets, new Pamphlets f Sfc, Sfc. Sfc. The large Ebony inkstand^ 
and a Tappit-Heny with her Chicles, occupy a central 2^ositio?i, 
The melodious warbling of Nightingales in the Medora Shrubbery 
is distinctly audible. 

North, Well, I think I've pretty well combed out this fellow's 
tangled sentences, however. 'Tis wonderful how few people can 
write grammar. Not one man in a thousand seems to have the 
slightest notion that it may signify just every thing whether he puts 
but in a particular place, or for, or and, or since, or howeve?, or not- 
withstanding. Confound their puzzled pates ! — and half of all this 
w^ould be avoided, if they would only be contented to write as they 
talk. Oh ! — a curse of all curses on the ambition of fine writing ! 
What lots of good sense have been strangled in the birth for the 
sake of rounding a paragraph ! My dear, your progress in the art 
has been remarkable, but you have still much to learn, or rather, I 
should say, to unlearn. 

Mullion, Most sensible of that am I, my dear sir. The great 
rule I try to keep before me is Voltaire's — Always be sure, before 
you write any thing, that you have a perfectly clear idea of what 
you want to say. 

North. A good rule — ^but by no means of universal application. 
There are many moods of the mind in which one appears to com- 
pose, and in fact does compose capitally, without having any thing 
like distinct notions beforehand of what one's about. After walking 
up and down my room for half an hour, with my cigar in my mouth, 
thinking all sorts of things in the heavens and the earth, and the 
waters under the earth — friends long since dead and buried — places 
once familiar, that I sluill never put mortal eyes on again — books 
in posse — bores in esse — ^last summer's butterflies — Chateaux en 
Espagne, no matter how high or how low — suddenly the cigar's 
out, and by a natural instinct, as it were, I place myself at the 
table and begin writing. What suggests the first sentence ? Prob- 
ably the title-page of a book lying uncut on the desk. What tlvs^ 
Vol.. V.-^ 
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next ? Of course some tnm in the first sentence wliicli snggested 
itself during the operation of penning that — and so on — a long series 
of little minute dovetailings, in fact quite spontaneously evolving 
and enlinking each other, down to the end of the sheet. By this 
time the mouth begins to feel uneasy — I pick another cheroot from 
Cotton's last box, and walk up and down reverie-ing as before. 
Presently I take the sheet I had covered with my fine Roman hand 
from the table, and read it over. What the devil is this ? I never 
meant to say any of these things when I sat clown to write. Here 
aie observations which, if I had heard them from your lip half an 
hour ago, I should have pronounced new — thoughts of which, if they 
had ever entered iny sensorium, pineal gland, or whatever the bit 
is, half an hour ago, I remahied entirely uncoiiscious, until the very 
moment they were oozing in ink from my finger's ends ? Where 
did they come from ? What brought them out ? What are they 
worth, now that they ai'e there ? Here, now, is my own lucubra- 
tion of this morning. 

Mullian, For God's sake don't tear the paper, Mr. North. 

North, Not I — I'll wait and look at the thing after breakfast first. 
Meantime, you may take my word for it, that one-half of the books 
in this world, or, at all events, of the artidesy compose themselves. 
Come, have you polished your pebble, Mordecai ? Heigho ! let's 
bundle all into the Balaam-box for the present, and finish our M(cg' 
num quietly. The laborer is worthy of his hire. Come, put away 
the dirty linen. 

MuUion, Tres volontiers, I'm sick of the very name of this cox- 
comb, Babbage. Such a cold, dry, prig it is ! So intensely ignor- 
ant, too ; hang me, if I don't think his calculating machine could 
have turned out something quite as edifying. 

North. The man seems to be not a bad calculating machine him- 
self — Babbage rhymes to cabbage, to be sure. Here's the same rub- 
bish ejected first as Lectures at Cambridge, then as articles in an 
Encyclopaedia — and now, forsooth, a book, a treatise^ — with a head 
of Fnar Bacon (could he find no Brazen Head nearer home ?) on the 
title-page, and the paragraphs numbered, for the sake of ease to the 
unborn citatovt I presume — ^yes, numbered, I see, to the very last 
page of the blarney, as pompously as the Pandects.* 

* Charles Babbage, Lucwjinn Professor of Muthpmatjcs in the Univorpiry of Cambridge, fiir 
peveml yesus, had n'C^ntly put forth the work h«'re lefernul to, culled Ecuiioiny of MnimfHC- 
tiirrs. In 1821, he rominmcrd the conptruction for the Hriti^li (Trovprnm«nt, of a machine by 
which logarithmic tables might be calculated without error. In 18 i3. part of thi^ meohHnism 
w'iiB put together, and fouud to work with prpri-.ion. It cnlciilnted tlie sums given to it, and 
jiiao delivored the result, printed. It would compute with 4,000 fisjuros, and '* calculate the nu* 
ritericiil value of any algebrnic functions : and would, nlso, at any pcni»d pn>viou8ly fixed upon, 
rontinircnt upon certain evcntf, c-phsm to tabultite'that i'unetioii, and coiinnence the; calculation 
«»f «» diflfereni one. By its aid," adds the biographer from whom I quote, '* he prepared his Table 
of Logarithms of the Natural Numbers, from I to 108 000, a wo ric whose htcilc arrangement 
and unparalleled accuracy were- receiveil -with grntitude throughout Europe, into the languages 
of wUicb it was 6|M}edJly translated," The iiwcUiQe has not beuu completoil, ihoujj^b J& 17,000 Em 
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Mullion. You liad better take liim in liand yourself, or ask Tick- 
ler to revive his Series of Letters to Eminent Literary Characters 
— the job is not for me — the figures disgust me so consumedly, that 
I can't muster merriment, which is all it desei'ves, for his augmentar- 
tion. 

North. How much more agreeable a subject of contemplation is 
this line old boy of a cobbler ! Hand me the last Bull again. Ay, 
here it is — {Reads,) " Died lately at Bradfield, near Manningtree, 
aged 82, Paul Little, of that place, shoemaker. The deceased 
was a man of eccentric manners — a dabbler in politics — and aS 
staunch adherent of the Blue Party. He always prided himself on 
his unflinching Toryism and loyalty to his King; and although 
Bradfield is thickly studded with Tory land High Church partisans, 
none were more zealous in the cause. Some of the opposite party 
were to be found who would argue politics with, but it was ineffec- 
tual to attempt to turn, the village cobbler. He was a strict ob 
server of the birthday of his late Majesty George the Third, and 
the 4th of June always found him sitting in his parlor, in an old 
arm-chair, dressed up fancifully with laurels and otlier evergreens, 
with a brown jug of mild ale before him, out of which he had, for 
nearly half a century, quaffed his Sovereign's health. Like most 
True Blues (or at least like what most Tnie Blues would like to do) 
he had saved a little money, and accordingly he left a will, in which, 
among other directions for his funeral, he ordered that his coffin 
should be painted blue, which his executors complied with. He also 
left behind him the following epitaph, written by himself, to be 
placed at the head of his grave, leaving a space for the msertion of 
his age : — 

* Here lies Paul Little, to give him his Juc, 

When he was alive he was a True Blue, 

And loved a moderate drop : 

His age was eighty-two, and no moi-e ; 

or shoes he made in one shop 

Fourteen hundred score I' " 

Here now was a cock of the right feather. Fill your glass ! The 
Memory op Paul Little I 

Mullion, The memory of Little ! The " moderate drop" of 
mild ale finishes the picture. I would have gone fifty miles to take 
a pipe and pot with this worthy, Mr. North. A great moral lesson, 
sir. 

North, Anything good in this month's Magazines, Mullion ? How 
does Thomas the Rhymer get on ? 

Mullion. Exceedingly well — ^much better than when he was with 

bepu expanded on it The ld*»R wrs not new, Pascnl nnd other mnlbt^nintic'uns hnv'ns pre» 
▼iour^ly suggested it. Mr. Babbagu has written severa! workd on Schmicm and dcientitic Suui* 
Pties.— M. 



\ 
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Colbum. The eternal puflSng of quackery enjoined on Campbell in 
those days, had evidently weighed down his spirits. Now he's 
drawing in couples with such a dashing fellow as Marryat, 'tis 
another affair ; and with Moore, he*ll carry almost everything before 
him in his own way * But MaiTyat himself is enough almost to 
bear the concern through. A capital writer, sir — ^beats the Ameii- 
can. Cooper, to shivers — ^he*8 only second, in fact, to Tom Cringle. 

North, That's high praise, I promise you, sir. Cnngle, indeed, is 
a giant.t 

Mullion, By-the-by, I haven't read his new MS. 

North, Would it be a bore for you to let me hear it while I 
smoke a cigar ? 

Mullion, With all my heart. I'll look for it immediately — but, 
sure, I hear something — hark ! isn't that a carriage ? 

North, Hum — I believe it is. Who the deuce can be coming to 
bother us at this time o' night? Come, Mullion, jump out, and see 
tiiat nobody's let in, unless it should be Timotliy or some of tho 
elect. [Exit Mullion.) I wonder what sets Tickler in motion at 
such hours. By eight o'clock I thought his long legs were pretty 
sure to be folded for the evening — ^but he's one of the indescribables, 
and ever was, and ever will be, as uninteUigible to himself as to 
other folks. 

Enter Mi/llion. 
. Mullion, Gadso ! Mr. North — this beats cockfighting. Here's 
the Advocate come in full ^^ to canvass you for your second vote 
in Auld Reekie.( John had the sense to tell him you were particu- 
larly engaged, but should be immediately informed of his arrival. 
He's in the library — do you wish to see the spark ? 

North, Who's with him ? 

Mullion, He came alone in his chariot — ^but there's a Jarvie 
chokefiiU of his little Parliament-house jackalls in the rear. They 
have been beating up all the outlying voters between this and 
Preston-Pans, it seems. I suppose we need not have in those 
animals ? — they seem rather fuddled, too, John says. 

North, I'm extremely happy to receive his visit ; but the state 
of my health is so delicate I can't possibly see much company; — in 
short, he may come in, and welcome, if he will shake off his tail. 
{Exit MuLl.iON.) Well, this is an odd fancy! Can the callant 
really suppose it possible ? No— no— it can't be — 'tis of course a 

* ThomHS Moore, Thomas Campbell, and Captain Mnrryat, were the editors of The MetropoH 
tan Magazine, nt first, in 1831-2. Some of Moore's poems therein are not included in his works 
MHtrvHt eventually became sole editor and propiietor. — M. 

f Michftpl Scott, of Glasgow, was author of Tom Crinsjle's Loc and the Cruise of the Midge, 
both of which first appeared in Maga. Even Blackwood did not know who Scott whs until af^t 
biii di'Hth in 1635. so close whs his incognito. — M. 

X At this time, Jeffrey was Lord Advocate of Scotland, and a candidate, with Abercromble, for 
the representation of Edinburgh, in the first Parliament after the Reform Bill was piissed.>-M 
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mere form — a piece of civil routine. And yet some people havo 

such a Nous verrons. Here lie comes. 

Enie?' John Mackav — 

Mackay, The Lord Advocate ! 

NoriJi. Some more glasses, John. [Exit Mackav — enter Jef- 
frey.) My Lord Advocate ! ! ! — delighted to see you. I thought 
you had quite forgot the way to the old Lodger-come [they em- 
brace), how well you look after all those cursed stories about sinking 
health and so forth m the blasted newspapers ! Why — save a 
little sprinkle of the grizzle — ^you're not altered a whit, I protest. 
I wish I had your receipt, man. Sit down — sit down. 

Jeffrey. Ton my word, Mr. North, you appear to me to carry 
your years as bravely as any man. Here you are, at the old work, 
I see — the Bramahs and the bottle always in requisition ! 

[Enter Mackay with glasses, and exit. 

North, My dear Lord, be seated; my secretary won't come 
back — ^take his chair. I had been scribblhig all the aftenioon, and 
was just about to compose myself with, a little of Johnny Brough- 
am's ,;^ee«.* Will you let me help you, for auld langsyne, to the 
maidenhead o' a Tappit Hen ? You are now entitled, you know, to 
claim the droit du Seigneur,\ 

Jeffrey, Ha ! ha ! merci, I have the honor to wish health, and 
wealth, and length of days, to the Redoubtable. Capital stuff! a 
perfect bouquet ! 

North, And here's health, wealth, and length of days, to your 
father's son, and every good thing besides that's really for ybur 
good. Ay, this is the right sort — and a bin that had been quite 
overlooked — so much the better for us both this blessed day ! Fill 
again, my dear Lord ! 

Jeffrey. Superb ! exquisite ! nonpareil ! Ay, ay, 'tis your quiet 
way of life, and keeping good hours, and sanctifying them with 
such libations as these, that has presei*ved you so marvellously. 
Why, you scarcely look older to me than you did when I was a 
boy at your knee. 

North, Aha ! No flattery ! There spoke the candidate ! Ha, 
ha, ha! 

Jeffrey, Why certainly, my dear sir, it is in that capacity I have 
taken the liberty of calHng on you at such an unseasonable hour as 
this. There has been a good deal of literary sparring in certain 

* John Brougham, brother to the Lord Chancellor, was a winc-inerchant in Edinburgh, aomo 
time before this, and unfortunate in business.— M. 

t A singular custom in som«' parts of England and Scotland, in olden days, l)y which tlio Lord 
of the Manor was allowed the piivilege of sh-eping with a bride on her niarriHgP night. Kcau- 
mont and Fletcher wrote a play called '• The Custom of the Country" on this droit du Seigneur, 
What is called Borough English arose out of this. I am freeman of a Scottish burglj, as second 
son— the local law presuming that the elder son was the child of th«! Seigneur. Ihe right was 
usually commuted for some iiiouey-payment. and long since ceased ultogethor. — M. 
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quarters for some years back, but I hope no personal hostility on 
either side ; and as things now stand, I really thought you would 
have every right to be offended if I did not take the opportunity of 
requesting a little of your support and countenance on this occasion. 
I know very well, of course, that you signed the requisition to Mr. 
Forbes Blair ; but as his seat is now safe enough, I presume I may 
ask you to split your vote in my favor, with at least as much chance 
of success as any of the other Liberals in the field ? 

North, Meaning Mr. Abercrombie and Mr. Aytoun ? 

Jeffrey, I have heard of no other ; and your own party seem to 
have dropped all notion of starting a second competitor. 

North, My dear Lord Advocate, I have no sort of acquaintance 
either with the umwhile Chief Baron, or this Mr. Aytoun ; and if no 
other Tory offers, and I split my suffrage at all, you may certainly 
depend on its being in your Lordship's favor. And that's as much, 
I think, as you could expect me to say, hoc statu, 

Jeffrey, Why, I don't exactly know what to say to that, Mr. 
North. But perhaps ere we finish our claret we may understand 
each other a little better. 'Pon honor, I believe there is no man 
whose views have, been more misrepresented than mine. 'Tis my 
belief, that if you could read me aright, you would not refuse me ^ 
fair claim to this very epithet you so hug and cherish as your own 
peculiar property. I feel and know that if any man living be in 
heart and mind a Conservative^ 'tis your humble servant, Francis 
Jeffrey. 

North, Ex-editor of the Edinburgh Eeview, author of a Bill for 
amending the Representation of that part of the United Kingdom, 
called Scotland, and principal law-officer in these parts, under 
Charles Earl Grey, Henry Lord Brougham and Vaux, and Sir 
James Gibson Craig of Riccarton, Baronet? 

Jeffrey, Adsum. But why the Sir James? Come, a truce to 
your fiin, my good friend, for once. 

North, O, if he really be not the viceroy over you, my lord, I 
beg your pardon. Men in the quiet walks of life are like enough, 
no doubt, to be misinformed. 

Jeffrey, Yes, indeed, Mr. North ; there is a vast mass of misinfor- 
mation and misrepresentation too now afloat, and I have suffered 
from it during this canvass more than I could ever have permitted 
myself to anticipate. 

North, Is it possible ? 

Jeffrey, Hang it ! yes. Byron says, in his sarcastic vein, that 
what the Romans called the Belluu multorum capitum has fortu- 
nately, in this country, no head at all j but I am taught by severe 
experience, that it has a fair allowance both of ear and tongue, not- 
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withstanding. I bave been an ill-used man, North — I have indeed. 

North, Ill-used, Jeffrey ? 

Jeffrey, A continued succession of annoyances — a perpetual run- 
ning fire of the disagreeables! As your friend, the archlaker, 
sings :— 

" Beyond participation lie 
My troubles, and beyond relief!" 

North, Well, I am sorry to hear you say so— fill another bumper, 
however ; and take an old man's word for it, that this world is a 
very good world, as worlds go, nevertheless, and I sincerely wish 
neither you nor I may ever have any experience of a worse one. 

Jeffrey, Oh, you old quiz ! 

North, Quite serious, my dear. Tips and downs, no doubt, there 
will be in every man's course of life ; but by the time one reaches 
middle age, as far as I have observed, our contemporaries settle 
into something wonderfully like a just notion of us in the main ; 
and I'm sure I may say, without flattery, that few persons of his 
class and station have had more reason, on tlie whole, to be satisfied 
with the ultimate impression than the present Lord Advocate of 
Scotland. 

Jeffrey, I can't suppose you speak one way and think another ; 
but seriously, my good sir, I don't find myself at all situated as 
you seem to fancy. I have many kind personal friends — without 
that, what would life be worth to any man ? and there is a consid- 
erable class of the middling order that appear to regard me warmly 
enough ; but, somehow, there it stops. I can't feel that I stand, 
either with Parliament or with the public at large, in any very envi- 
able position, and there are whole divisions of the body pohtic that 
decidedly scout me in toto. 

North, The mass rarely comprehend real merit of any kind ; that 
I admit. 

Jeffrey, That's not all. You can't, now, imagine it to be a very 
agreeable thing for a man of my tastes, attainments, habits, and 
pursuits, to discover, in the course of such a business as this, that 
in my own native city, to whose European celebrity I have so 
largely contributed, I am considered with about equal hostility by 
the bulk of the upper orders — the wealth, the talent, the accom- 
plishment, the good society of the place, and by all but a ludicrously 
trifling fraction of the people. 

North, My dear Advocate, folk of your persuasion deal wholesale 
in misnomers. How often have I warned you all that no good could 
come in the long run, even to yourselves, of this confounded non- 
sense, begging your pardon, of dropping out of your vocabulary the 
good English word populace 1 The people of Edinburgh are among 
the elite of the earth — her populace have always been what you 
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now begin to suspect them of being ; and I, for one, knew them 
just as well when you were in your first corduroys, man, as you are 
likely to do by the timo of Ay toun's chairing. 

Jeffrey, They really seem disposed to cut both Abercrombie and 
myself for this noisy spouter, of whom no human being ever heard 
good, bad, or indifferent, until now, and considering what both 
Abercrombie and I had done for the public — 

JYoT-^A. Eh? What? 

Jeffrey. What we had done for the public, I say — 

North, I should like a precis of thaU before I strengthen my 
pledge. 

Jeffrey, Come now, my dear Mr. North, *tis all very well to turn 
out a bigoted Monthly Magazine, if that sort of thing suits the swal- 
low of the Tory Bellua — but here, talking as a private gentleman 
over a bottle of Lafitte, can you positively mean to insinuate that 
neither Abercrombie nor your humble servant have established any 
substantial claims on the general favor and confidence of our con- 
temporaries ? 

North. I by no means wish to insinuate anv thing, my dear Lord 
Advocate, only I'm an old man, and memory begins to shake a little 
sometimes, even while the other faculties of mind, as well as body, 
continue steadyish. 

Jeffrey, Come now, North, drop gammon ! 

North, Sans persiflage^ then, Jeffrey, if you ask me what Squire 
Abercrombie has done in the sort you allude to, my answer must be 
non mi ricordo, 

Jeffrey. Why, is it possible you should have forgot that James 
Abercrombie was for twenty years on end the great Parliamentary 
advocate of a Reform in the Scotch borough representation ? 

North. No ; but if I recollect rightly, during all those twenty 
years the Edinburgh Review was the steady, unflinching, and, I 
must add, the very able and effective opponent, and merciless vitu- 
perator, and cm el derider. of the whole scheme of Parliamentary 
Refoi-m ; and I am, therefore, at a loss to comprehend why Mr. 
Abercrombie by advocating, and my Lord Brougham and you by 
denouncing, the same thing, at the same period, should all three cf 
you have been founding equal claims to the gratitude of the same 
.5et of persons. 

Jeffrey. Poh ! Brougham and I knew very well what we were 
about. 

North, The devil you did ! 

Jeffrey. Yes ! yes ! It was our object to prepare the public mind 
at large for liberal ideas in general, and in the meantime to discoun- 
tenance so sweeping a thing as Parliamentary Reform, until we 
should feel that our doctrinal seed had had leisure to spring up, and 
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its fruits were white unto tbe liarvest. Abercrombie, perhaps, dif- 
fered from us as to thinking the time was come, while we only in 
our mind's eye saw it, and ftotto voce hailed it, a-coming. And why 
might not he have been well employed in keeping what could bo 
said in favor of the thing before people's view, although Brougham 
and I were still better employed in refreshing the old armament of 
doubts as to the same subject, in the hope and expectation of a 
sure hour for drawing up in right earnest the curtain of a new scene 
political % 

North, Pleasant, but wrong, I fear, my dear lord. But to keep 
to Mr. James Abercrombie, Didn't he go to Canning in 1827, one 
of the very first of your congregation, and give in his adhesion lu 
that Govei-nment, on the express conditions, Imo, that he, Aber- 
crombie, should thenceforth throw Reform overboard in secula secu" 
lorum ; and 2do, that he, Abercrombie, should receive, first oppor- 
tunity, a good fat place from George Canning ? 

Jeffrey, Non ml ricordo. There were a number of oddish things 
done on all sides about that time — I certainly gave in no adhesion 
to Canning's Government myself. 

North. Why, as neither Advocate's nor Solicitor's gown were 
jast then vacated, I don't exactly see in what way you could have 
been called for to signify either your personal adhesion, or the con- 
trary. I believe the Whigs of the Parliament House, generally, 
were more cock-a-hoop for the first day or two after hearing of the 
break-up, than they appeared to be when the extent of the changes 
was ascertained. But your Review sided with Canning, if I re- 
member, pretty distinctly — quite as much so, indeed, as could well 
have been expected to do him any good ; for, of course, if you had 
been to wheel right-about at once, you must have lost a part of 
your influence with your readers ; and, in short, poor Canning's 
Reform-Reprobating, and Catholic-Claim-Cushioning Goveniment 
would have been openly detected in the fact of — buying Punch. 
Meantime, I suspect, I must consider you as admitting, substantially, 
what I suggested as to this Mr. Abercrombie's proceedings at that 
crisis. 

Jeffrey, Why, he might be tied up a little through his connection 
with Devonshire House. It was, you know, a great object with 
George IV. that the Duke should play Chamberlain under Canning, 

North, No doubt — and because the King (God rest him !) who 
detested Reform, wanted Canning, who despised and abhoned 
Reform, to be supported by the rotten borough votes of the Duke 
of Devonshire,* who was never, I'm told, capable of comprehending 

* Th«? Duke of Devonshir?, for a man of wenlth and rank, has been singularly unnmbitious of 
distinction in public life, bu": his literary acquirements are respectalile, his taste in the fine arts 
rciined, and it is tc bis appi ?ciation of the iPun, whom ho found a rou|^h Ind from the ScotiUbiSv 
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what Reform meant, the great and consistent advocate in Parlia- 
ment of Scotch Reform, was bound, in duty to the Scotch people, 
whose suffrages he on that ground alone now claims, to put his 
principles as to Reform into his pocket, rather than — hum ! — 

Jeffrey, Rather than embarrass, by individual pertinacity, as to 
a particular detached question, the general objects and views of the 
great party to which he belonged. 

North, With submission, my dear Lord, let me finish my own 
sentence, — ^rather, than give up a rotten borough seat in the House 
of Commons, and 2000/. a-year of lawful money of these realms, 
both of which the said patriotic gentleman then held, durante hem 
flacito^ of the Solomon of Chatsworth. 

Jeffrey, You forget yourself, dear Mr. North, when you use lan- 
guage like this. But — to pass my amiable, and really not altogether 
unintelligent friend, the Duke — -James Abercrombie is a younger 
brother; and, somehow, he has never got on at the bar. And, 
really, when a man- has a wife and a rising family, Mr. North, it is 
only humanum that he should occasionally act as to money matters 
in a manner not ex facie reconcilable with the most stoical theory 
of independence. But this I merely throw out as a hint, which, in 
candor, I know you will admit the possible weight of. What my 
friend Mr. Abercrombie's conduct and motives at that delicate junc- 
ture actually were, I can't by any means pretend to say. 

North, You can*t ? that's something ! 

Jeffrey. No — but I have an intimate conviction that he is a wor- 
thy, honorable Whig, who, with whatever temporary errors of 
judgment he may be chargeable, has through life had the objects 
and interests of the party sincerely at heart. This suffices for me, 
personally ; and if you desire more explicit information, you will of 
course have a public opportunity of catechising the culprit himself 
at the hustings. 

North, Not so fast, my dear Lord. Why should you feel anywise 
nervous about my scrupulosities touching this foi*tunate political 
adventurer ? You approve, also, of his acceding to the Duke of 
Wellington, and receiving, from the great Titan of unholy Anti- 
Reform, the high and lucrative sinecure, as it is now, I see, called, 
of the Chief Baronship of the Scotch Exchequer? Upon what 
grounds did the hero of Scotch Refoi-m take that 4000/. a-year ? 

Jeffrey, I believe the bottle's with me. My dear sir, we are 
conversing as men of sense and candor, capable of transposing in 
our fancy's eye the relative position not only of individuals, but of 
parties. 

North, To be sure — ^to be sure — 

border, that the world is indebted for the practical knowledge of Sir Josrph Paxton, architect 
of the Crystal Palace, in 1851.--M. 
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^^ffrey. Now, suppose it had been generally felt at Brookes's that 
J the chances of a complete subversion of the Tory Government were 
■^ tremendously endangered by the fact, that more of the influential 
; places in the internal as well as colonial administration of authonty, 
. were in the hands of the steadfast out-and-out adherents of the 
^-J dominant sect ; and that, with the view of gradually relieving the 
Whig party of a portion of this particular species of obstacle, it had 
be^n resolved that certain individual members of that body should, 
to a certain extent, modify the external show of their personal pro- 
cedure, to the end of getting themselves fixed in influential posts of 
the order alluded to, thereby immediately and permanently pro- 
viding for themselves and the families for whose welfare it was their 
first and most sacred duty to provide, and at the same time securing, 
in the end, the attainment of a general object judged important to 
the interests of a great party, who desired power, mark me, not 
from any dirty hankering after pelf, not at all, but from really and 
truly the purest and most patriotic motives 

NortJi, Hah ! hah ! hah ! ha ! ha ! Pass the claret. 

Jeffrey. Beg pardon. Supposing all this to have been the case, 
mil you, my dear Mr. North, just have the directness to imagine 
the whole position of the two parties reversed at the time in ques- 
tion, and say honestly, that if Tories had acted as in my hypothesis 
Whigs did act, you would have felt disgusted with your own corpo- 
ration, as over-lax and ultra-Machiavelitish in its course of tactics, 
or permitted yourself to hold in any hopeless abyss of suspicion the 
individuals who had so devoted themselves to a specific branch of 
their party's service ? 

North. The heroic Curtii of the horrid gulf of Sinecure ! 

Jeffrey. Pooh, pooh ! — Come, answer fairly. 

North. You began as a poet, my Lord Advocate, and will always 
have a lively fancy. I*m a plain prosaic, if not dull man ; and 
must freely confess myself altogether incapable of following the 
airy flight you have so ingeniously traced for my earth-bound wing. 
Thank God, however, there's one subject we are sure to agree 
about — to wit, that, as our bottle's out, it is most meet, fit, and 
necessary, that we, penitent sinners, should have another of the 
same. — [Riv^s, ifc.) 

Jeffrey. Amen ! I should be concerned to oflFer any opposition 
to so orthodox a motion. What, must I have this pucellage too 1 
Well, well. 

North. Honest Men and Bonny Lasses ! It's a gude auld 
to.ist. 

Jeffrey. Honest Men and Bonnv Lasses ! So you're still the 
same man in all things 1 

North {sings). 
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Atr — Je ne veux la mart de personne. 

Gmnds yeux bien noirs et bien piquana, 

Oreille ou poitrine rotie, 
Petite boucfae, belles dents, 

Cervolle grasse et bien furcie» 
Taille 16g:6re, bons gigots, 

Sein de lis, langue delectable, 
Jambe do mignonne, pieds de veaux. 
Vuilk ma maitresse, et ma table. 

Jeffrey, What a pipe ! One stanza more ! 

North. Why the devil didn't ye come in time for dinner ? (Sings) 

A tiible on compose, on ecrit, 

A table une affaire s'engage ; 
A table on joue, on gagne, on rit ; 

A table on fait une mariagc ; 
A table on discute, on i*esout ; 

A table on aime, on est amiable. 
Puisqu'd table on pent faire tout, 

Pourquoi, mon cher, quitter la table 7 

Jeffrey, You are the most incomprehensible of mankind ! Tears 
are as nothing upon ye ! Out or m, all's one with you ! Well, I 
can't but honor the genuine old Tory, ever true to his friends and 
his flask, in hopeless heresy good-humored, in hottest hostility hu- 
mane, whose worst brickbat is a bottle of Bordeaux, his only practi- 
cal tyranny no skylights ! But there's no denying it — ^you were 
meant to be one of us. 

North, Not I. 

Jeffrey, Yes, but you were ; and if you had joined, we should 
have known how to appreciate you. 

North {sings). 

There was a jolly miller once 

Lived on the river Dee, 
He worked and sung from mom till night 

No lark more blithe than he. 

And this the burthen of his song 

For ever used to be— 
I care for nobody, — no, not I, 

If nobody cares for me. 

Jeffrey, But we should have cared for the jolly miller, man. Don t 
ye see what we do for our friends, now we have the wherewithal ? 

North. Oh ! that's it ! I should have had ere now the honor and 
glory of a riband of the Guelph, and Sir Christopher North might 
have walked out of a room, perhaps, before Sir John the Leslie. 
Why the mischief, then, have none of the dons among ye taken the 
watch-riband yourselves ? Why did Brougham not get Mackintosh, 
or Rogers, or Hallam, or Moore, or Shee, or Sheil, to hansel it ?— 
or why, in God's name, did he not sport it himself? Why is Lord 
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Holland — or why are you, or Sidney Smith, or even Miladi's Athe- 
ist, at this hour without it ? By avoiding the concern yourselves, 
have not you, the piime Quacksalvers, done your best to mark it as 
a miserable sign of menialism for your Merrymen ?* 

Jeffrey, Pooh ! pooh ! I wasn't thinking of such fifth-rate trump- 
ery for you. 

North. Nor I for myself, my dear. The late King, God bless his 
bones, asked me more than once to be a Grand Cross of the old 
Bath — and once to be a Privy Counsellor — and I declined both 
offers. If I had had a son to inherit Strath-North, and had been in 
those days tempted with a revival of the peerage we so foolishly 
forfeited in the Fifteen, I don't know what I might have said ; but 
certainly any thing under that sort of touch would never have flat- 
tered me — and most certainly that would not flatter me or any sane 
Christian now, 

Jeffrey, God bless me! You talk as if the Peerage were not 
worth the having. Are you serious ? 

North, Never more so in my hfe, talking of this present moment. 
Why, you don't mean to hum me at my own fireside as to that 
matter ? 

Jeffrey, I protest I don't understand you the least in the world. 
In what possible shade or degree has the dignity of the Peerage 
been diminished in our hands ? 

North, In your hands! The question answers itself! Fill your 
glass, my Lord. 

Jeffrey, The question answers itself! What, in the name of 
wonder, can you mean ? 

North, Every thing that's mean. 

Jeffrey, The bottle's with you again. Come, speak plainly, old 
boy ; no riddles inter pocula I 

North, Well, of all faults in the world, I never expected to be 
charged with a want of plain-speaking ! If you will have it a la 
Readingmad^asyy every fool sees that Brougham and the rest of 
your clique have humbugged the Devonshires and Lansdownes,t 
and so forth, most illustriously, and made them, the ninnies, the 
instruments of roturier spleen to knock down the noblesse, which, 
'tis my belief, will not rally again in my time, or even in yours. 
Why, you have not used one serioics argument all through this 
affair, that, if pursued to its legitimate conclusion, is not as fatal to 
the peerage, as an independent branch of tlie legislature, as it has 
already proved, by your own story, to their influence in St. Stephens. 

* In the earlier years of King William's reign, the Grey ministry very freely gave the order 
of the Garlph to men of letters and soience. But, as if to mark its inferior value, as a distinction, 
DQt one member or that Ministry asked for it for bimse.lf. — M. 

f The Marouis of Lansdowne (Lord Henry Petty, of Ali-tb^Talents Cabinet in 1806), thfi 
Btaunch friend of Thomas Moora — M 
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Jeffrey, Not at all. You have quite mistaken us. "We have 
made that part of tlie peerage which entertains rational views of 
what is due to the people, far more powerful in every respect than 
it ever was before. Between ourselves, my friend, the manipula 
tion of the schedules was magnificent ; and besides, it was not our 
fault that the King would not let a Whig majority be created in tha 
Upper House itself this year, and there is every reason to hope that 
that may still be managed. 

North, And that would strengthen the peerage ? 

Jeffrey, Yes. There's nothing can strengthen such a body, in 
the midst of an enlightened age like the present, but making it sen- 
sible that its only legitimate pai*t is to watch the SJgns of the times, 
and ratify the decisions of the public at large. 

North, Strengthen indeed ! Do you mean merely strengthening 
their tenure of the domains of their ancestors, your grace and your 
lordship, and the right of walking out of a drawing-room before you 
and me, and being seated at dinner high up among the dull feathered 
and flounced dowagers, while plain esquires have the felicity of 
flirting lower down with the bonny blooming skelpy-limro-tjrs, 

" Sweet as the dewy milk-white thorn, 
Dear as the raptured thrill of joy ?" 

If this be all, I understand you — ^but even so I think you wrong, 
and that those boobies have been bamboozled still, for depend upon 
it what's sauce for a goose will do well enough for a gander, and 
the latter end of Grosvenor Square will be even as the latter end of 
the Faubourg St. Germain, as indeed has often been distinctly pre- 
dicted in your Review. Do you remember Brougham's speech 
about the peers, at the dinner you, his cronies, gave him here in 
Edinburgh, when he came down after the Queen's trial ? 

Jeffrey, Ah ! he was much excited at that time, and no doubt said 
some rather broad things ; but the fact is. Brougham never seriously 
disliked the institution, and, liow he is a peer himself, seems, if I 
must say so, to attach indeed rather more importance to the con^.em 
than one would have expected of him. 

North, Ay, I liked his getting himself hooked on to the old 
Barons of Triermain ! Very well, Brougham is a man of ancient 
and respectable pedigree, as we all know, and now he's a lord, very 
likely he'll forget his Brandenburg House theories, and do all he 
can for the order ;♦ but my opinion is, that it is no longer in his or 

* His title is Baron Broughnm nnd Vnux, nnd he traces his descent to Saxon ancestors, long 
before the Nortnan Conquest, and took his second appclbition to mark his relationship with the 
hou-io of Vhux, Lords of Triermain. He was Attorney-General to Queen Caroline, wno resided 
in 1820-'21, at Brnndenburgh House, near London, and. as the majority of the peers were )p- 
poeed tc her, the replies she made to public addresses were not over complimentary to the j* nr 
ago. — ^M. 
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anybody's power to undo the mischief that the sect he originally 
belonged to had amyng them managed to do — ^before he was be- 
lorded, or even dreamt of being so. 

Jeffrey, It will last onr time. 

North. There's the old story. Recollect how Segur describes 
the liberal Grand Seigneurs of 1786. " We were lost," he says, 
"in a dream extremely flattering to our personal vanities. Wo 
fancied that by clever management we might reconcile the expres- 
sion of phihsophical opinions with the maintenance of our own dear 
priinleges, which the real philosophes, of all things, abhorred, and 
had sworn to extenninate. At all events, we made sure of being 
able, by appearing to join the new sect, to mitigate the rapidity of 
its movements, and if we could not ultimately avert the downfall of 
our ordery create at least such a diversion in its favor, as might, pro- 
long its existence in ease and splendor for the period of our own 
generation." I have so often read the passage, that I think I can 
repeat it pretty exactly. Well for your fine friends, under their 
gilded canopies, if they had weighed that same in August, 1830 ! 

Jeffrey, After all, institutions of every kind must be altered and 
modified according to the wants and wishes of successive ages. 
Your Grand Seigneur of the present time carries the same title that 
his ancestor did in the days of Elizabeth or James, but no more fills 
the same sort of place in our social system, than a modem half- 
crown will buy what a half-crown did in the days of " King Ste- 
phen, worthy Peer." Perhaps fifty years hence there will be 
dukes, marquisses, and so forth, as unlike in essentials even to our 
contemporary magnates, as the present Earl of Warwick is to Guy 
of the iron kettle, or his grace of Norfolk to 

" High-soulecl Surrey, darling of the muse," 

and yet extremely comfortable personages, and discharging many 
important functions with considerable benefit to the community. 
Thank God ! the principle of property is very sacred in the eyes of 
our countiymen of all classes. 

North, Of all classes that have a tolerable share of it, I admit ; 
but ai*e you serious in thhiking that you and your friends have not 
given it a confounded shake in the opinion of certain other classes ? 

Jeffrey, Why, if I must speak latine, the idea of gravely discuss- 
hig the question of Parliamentary Reform, with men who could 
describe the boroughmongers as about to be deprived of property, 
in the proper sense of that term, always appeared to me absolutely 
ridiculous. 

North. Perhaps. But it had not done so to either the English or 
the Scotch judges of any preceding twelvemonths in our historj-, 
and the long unbroken series of their decisions on the subject lL?v.d^ 
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liowever absurd, so completely settled the matter in the opinion of 
individuals and corporations, that nobody hesitated about investing 
what you will admit was inoperty^ L e, money, in the purchase of 
that which you will not allow to have any right to be called 
jpropertij. 

^Jeffrey, Wliy, it was ihexr business to consider the nature of the 
affair, before they took any such steps. 

North, Yes, and I believe they gave it what they considered the 
best possible soi-t of consideration. That is, they considered the 
Sages of the Long Robe, before they risked their cash. For 
example, 1 am informed that Sir Thomas Denman* happened to be 
one of the lawyers that examined the title-deeds of Gatton, when 
that estate, two thirds of whose value in the market consisted in the 
borough, was purchased but three or four years ago by the guar- 
dians of a mhior peer, Lord Monson, as a better thing for his tiny 
lordship, when he should come of age, than 66160,000 in the three 
per cents. He has now the house and park — and a copy of 
Schedule A. Again, it is said — whether correctly or not, you can 
answer — that when the trustees of one of our Scotch hospitals 
wanted to invest in real property, even more recently I believe, the 
amount of a legacy bequeathed . to them for the maintenance and 
education of an additional score or two of orphan children, they took 
the advice of counsel learned in the law on the concern, and bought 
a handful of superiorities^ under the professional sanction of a gen- 
tleman now holding a very distinguished station among the crown 
officers of this part of his Majesty's dominions. 

Jeffrey, I have no recollection of being consulted in that affair ; 
it may have been so, however ; and, at all events, there can be no 
doubt I have been engaged in hundreds of cases, where we argued 
for superiorities as property INTER Caium et Titum. No doubt as 
to that. But *tis another affair when the question comes to be one 
INTER Caium et Quirites : this sort of property, if you must call it 
so, was vested in the individual, to be used not for his own advan- 
tage, but pro bono publico. The condition failing, the tenure drops ; 
and the moment the injured party, the Public, comes into court, the 
law, silent as long as that party did not appear, speaks out — and 
things are restored to the status quo anf£ pactum. 

North. I should like to hear L' Amy t on all this. Meantime, just 
apply your doctrine. King Henry VlIL, after robbing the monas- 
teries, on the ground that they had not used their properties pro 
bono publico, gave, of course with the view of securing its being 
lield in all time coming for the benefit of the Quiritesy a certain 

• Attorney-General in 1833, nnd subsequently Chi.f-Justice of England, with a peerage. — M. 
Jnmf'S L'Amy, llien Sherift-Depute of For ar-giiiie, and one of the ablest lueiiibcrs of iho 
Scottish Bur. -Ai 
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ex-mohastic manor to the reformed ancestor of a certain reforming 
Duke now in rerum na^rd. He at the same time created a bor- 
ough on the same manoi , at the express request of the same ances- 
tor, but no doubt with the same liberal view as to the use to be 
made in all time coining of the votes in the House of Commons thna 
initiated. Now, it having been discovered that the said votes had 
sundry times been employed for the mere personal advantage and 
worldly lucre of the heirs of the said ancestor, his liberal successor, 
of course, has nothing to object when the public comes into court, 
and demands the abolition of the said borough. " Quite right !" ho 
says ; " I give it up with great satisfaction to myself — I was, in 
fact, always of opinion that I had no sort of right to keep such a 
borough.*' 

Jeffrey. Sir, posterity will do justice to the noble persons you 
sneer at. 

North, To be sure — ^to be sure. But let me go on. Now, sup- 
pose a time to come, when our friend, Mr. Public, may choose to 
walk into court again, and call another suit-^alleging that the 
manor had been perverted even more egregiously than the thereto 
appended franchise — that whereas, when Henry VUI. of blessed 
memory gave the soil, he understood the owner and his successors 
were to live constantly or habitually thereupon, spending its prod- 
uce among its inhabitants, and superintending their physical and 
intellectual condition, under a solemn sense not only of moral duty, 
but of legal obligation ; nevertheless these personages had entirely 
neglected this duty and obligation, scarcely ever seeing the said 
manor, dwelling hundreds of miles off, consuming its rental in 
voluptuous pleasures, in cities the very names of which were new 
and strange to the said poor huabandmen of the said manor ; and 
that therefore the manor could not, either by a Brougham, a Shad- 
well, a Lyndhurst, or a Tenterden,* be considered as the property 
of its existing lord, but that his tenure thereof ought to be absque 
mora pronounced cass, null, and determined for ever— and the 
annual proceeds in all time coming of the said manor, applied for 
the purposes originally contemplated by the most religious and gra- 
cious King, Henry VIII. Suppose all this to happen, and to hap- 
pen not in the case of one hereditament, but of many thousands, 
say of all beyond a certain yearly value, — ^what, I ask, is the court 
to do ? Will the Denmans and Abercrombies of that not impos- 
sible time, be minded anent that question, as they have been as to 
the recent one inter Caium et Quirites ? and will the Duke of that 
iay be as hearty a reformer as he of the day that now is 1 

Jeffrey, I beg your pardon — I really believe I've filled twice. 

• Sir Lancolot Shad well was then V!c^^.Ch«ncellor of England and Lord Tenteidtm Chief Jua* 
tice of the Kind's Bench fmm 1818 to 1832.— M. 

Vol. v.— 10 
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Why, Mr. North, you certainly put a — a — a rather puzzling case, 
that \h, I mean to say, a case that might seem puzzling to a person 
of limited information. But the fact is, you assume throughout that 
it is for the public advantage that landlords should be resident on 
their estates; whereas, my worthy friend, it has already been o/er 
and over again demonstrated by Professor Macculloch, in the Re- 
view, that it signifies not one straw to the tenantry and husband 
men of any manor on the face of the earth, whether the proprietor 
thereof ever sets a foot on its soil or no : that, for example, whether 
the Duke of Devonshire spends the rental of the Blackwater at 
Lismore, or in Naples, is of no more importance to the farmers 
and cotters of that beautiful valley, than whether the same Duke 
dines in a white neckcloth, or, as he at present chooses to do, in 
a black one.* It is only on the supposition that you never read, 
or have entirely forgotten, the capital and conclusive arguments 
of my friend MaccuUoch on this subject, that I can at all account 
for your presenting such a case as this as a pendant to the borough 
one. 

North. Very well. You admit, then, that if ever the public were 
to be so brutally negligent of Professor MaccuUoch and the Edin- 
burgh Review, as to hold generally the doctrine on this point so 
triumphantly demolished by these authorities, the said public might 
be very likely " to come into court" with such a case as I ventured 
to suggest for your consideration ] 

Jeffrey, But to suppose such a time — such a public ! I wonder 
you never speculate on the decline of the cotton manufacture, when 
we take back to the tattooing. 

North. I suppose you also admit, that if ever such a Pictish pub- 
lic should disgrace such a tattooing time, and bring such a case into 
coui-t, the court would be bound, however, to entertain it — to hear 
the pleadings of the parties ? 

Jeffrey. Considerable deference should always be shown to public 
opinion. A fair discussion of the question would very soon settle it 
on its right footing, and the ignorant plaintiff, being enlightened, 
would bundle up his papers, and withdraw, with a suitable apology 
for having occupied the time of the bench. 

North. Your professional phraseology may perhaps embarrass 
you on this occasion. For BeTich read a House of Commons elected 
by universal suffrage and by ballot ; and for Plaintiff realize to 
your lively imagination all that heterodox part of the population, 
who do not believe in the inspiration of MaccuUoch — in arfns. 
Happy defendant, whose only demurrer shall be a Lord Chamber- 
lain's wand in one hand, and a number of the Edinburgh Review 
in the other. 

* This absiud tbc^ory of AbscnteL-ism wn0 long since exploded as untenable. — M. 
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Jeffrey. You make no allowance for the progressive, and now 
rajpidly progressive, march of intellect 'Tis this indeed that lies at 
the bottom of all the Tory pseudo-arguments on the great questions 
of the present time. 

North, Come, now, are we to understand, that when the march 
of intellect has progressed for a few years of Sessions more, the re- 
sult will be, that if you were to shut up Craigcrook, Sir Alexander 
Keith to shut up Ravelstone, John Hope to shut up Granton, Tom 
Allen to shut up Lauriston, and so forth for two miles round, the 
poor old bodies about Muttonhole would be either quite as sure of a 
flannel petticoat, or a glass of blackstrap in case of need, as all the 
world knows they are at present— or in that exalted state of illu- 
mination that they would be, in case of a six weeks' black frost or 
a cholera, more anxious about the Scotsman's last extract from 
Macculloch's last article, than about any such dirty material objects 
as their backs or their bellies ? 

Jeffrey, You always run into personalities, my dear sir. Why 
should you fix now on my own particular neighborhood ! 

North, Simply, my dear lord, because I presume you know bet- 
ter about it than Macculloch did about Ireland, which he had never 
set his ugly pins upon, when he served up the crambe recocta of his 
absenteeism demonstratioTis before the Committee of the House of 
Commons on the Condition of the Irish Poor. 

Jeffrey, Personal again ! Fie ! fie ! Why, you're as bad as your 
Magazine. 

North, Like man, like Mag. But I'm sure I meant nothing un- 
civil. Come, you know in your heart now, that I had always a sin- 
cere liking for you. I think your system all wrong, rump and 
stump, that's certain ; but I know you are a good-hearted, well-dis- 
posed man, and only led astray in your public doings by submitting 
to the dictation of a parcel of animals utterly inferior to you in every 
sort of intellectual grace, but unhappily as much superior in brass 
and impudence, and all the coarse qualities that carry people best 
through the tug and tussle of actual sublunar humbug. You were 
grossly imposed upon when you suffered your Review to be the ve- 
hicle of the dull, dismal nonsense of that porridge-brained botherer, 
which, if it had produced any effect on the public, except getting 
him scorned, and yourself laughed at, must have gone near to drive 
the Irish people to actual despair. No wonder your Review never 
got over that beastly blunder, in which cruelty and stupidity were 
equally mixed, and that you, my dear Lord, were well pleased to 
get out of the concern at the first convenient opportunity thereafter 
ensuing. Fill your glass ! 

Jeffrey, You and I will never agree as to Political Economy, I see. 
•Tis at best a dry subject, and, perhaps, you may never have W 
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stowed much time tliereupon. Let's stick to politics proper, where 
we are both at home — *faith this bottle's near out too. As for Mac- 
cuUoch, I perceive you have a strong personal prejudice against the 
man ; so it's no use telling you, that whatever you and your ultra 
coteries may think or say, he is at this moment one of the most influ- 
ential persons in the empire, and likely to have more hand in set- 
tling the great questions now afloat, than all the Tories in England 
Scotland, Ireland, and Berwick-upon-Tweed. 

North {rings). Another bottle, Jolm. — yes, I know all that. 
'Tis' no secret that Political Economy is no longer to be considered 
as a separate mystery, lying apart from what you say we had better 
stick to. Politics proper. The real politics, henceforth will be all 
Political Economy ; and the real politicians, the doctors of that 
science. Blessing on them! The Tithe Question, the Poor-Law 
Question, the Com Question, the Indian Question, and the West 
Indian one — they are all to be settled, for our sins, according to tlie 
sage saws of Poulett Thomson,* and Peter MaccuUoch, and Java 
Crawftird, and half-a-dozen young lordlings whom you have stuc 
down in Downing Street, to transfer from eighteenpenny pamphlets 
to official foolscap, gilt-edged and skewered down with gi'een ribbon 
at the comers, the verga magistrorum. Yes, yes, cuique in sua arte 
credendum est I But you've lost one great card of this pack, I hear. 
*Tis said Whateley has come over to us as to Church Property, 
since Lord Grey transmogrified him into an Archbishop, in reward 
of his demonstration of the non-divine origin of the Christian 
Sabbath.t 

Jeffrey. You have been naming some of what I used to consider 
my best hands ; and really now, are you not, you Tories, a sadly 
unreasonable set of people ? Why, you had every thing your own 
way for half a century on end nearly ; and having, as you must 
admit, failed to make this country what such a countiy ought ere 
now to have been, here are you, man and mother's son of you, 
grumbling at the notion of any thing so out of the course of nature 
as. that we poor Whigs, Economists, and so forth, should have, if it 
were but for a matter of two short twelvemonths, the opportunity 
of manufacturing laws and archbishops after our own fancy ! Your 
system ended, all the world acknowledge, in a cruel bad state of 
things. Why not possess your souls in patience for a little, and see 
what's to. be the upshot of ours ? In equity, in honor, in charity, 

* At thia tim»? Cfenrlos Pou'ett Thomson wbs Vico»Preeident of the Board • f Trade, but not a 
member of Loid Grey's CMbinet, In 1834 he w>.8 President of ih ^ Board of 'J'mdo, »tnd entered 
the Ministry. In 1839, he succeeded Lord Durham, as Govcmor-Goiieral of Canada, jiud in 1840, 
was rais<>d to the peerage as Bhtuu Sydenham of Toronto. Ue died, in Cuiiadu^ irum ihn effects 
of a fall from his horse, in September, 1841. — M. 

t Dr. Richard Whateley, appointed PrinciuHl of St Alban*8 HhII, Oxfofd, and Profepsor of 
Political Economy in 1830, and mtidc Archbishop of Dublin in 1833. He ia author of a standard 
work "On Logic,'* and the celebrated "Historic Doubts of the Existence of Napoleon Bona* 
parte."— M. , 
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by every sanction to Avliich enlarged minds owe respect, yoa are 
bound to be quiescent witnesses of the grand senes of experiments, 
ou which we have as yet barely entered. 

North. I know very well that I have no claim to the title of Phi- 
losopher. I am, I must confess, altogether unable to shake off many 
prejudices, which younger, and of course wiser, men liave long smce 
discarded in toto. Age, they say, is naturally a coward ; and maybe 
that's the whole secret. But, in truth, I — damn it! — I do, my 
Lord. I do abhor experimental cuttings and carvings upon the body 
politic — ay, although the knife were a Weiss's, and the hand that 
directed it a Listen's.* But here's a junto of jolter-headed empirics, 
and they have found instruments as coarse, as they themselves are 
rash^— as the subject is sensitive. 

Jeffrey, Come, your own goveniment was far more liberal than 
you as to some things. Several of these same empirics were not a 
little in request in Downing Street, even before your head-quarters 
were shifted to another part of the town. 

North, Our head-quarters! Ah! my dear Lord, you have me 
there. 'Tis indeed but pwre true a tale, that we liad taken enemies 
within our lines. Had it not been so, our Tiirres Veteres might 
have cost you as much, trouble as ever the Torres Vedras did 
Massena. 

Jeffrey, Well, what would ye be at ? Tory pleases you not, no, 
nor Whig neither, though by your smiling you seem to say so. 

North, I don't like a Whig, qua a Whig, but I must own I have 
evfen less affection for a Whiggizing Tory. Whnt signifies it to me 
what set of individuals are in the enjoyment of salary, pension, pat- 
ronage? Some set must have them, and, considered merely as in- 
dividuals, it is very likely yours are eveiy wliit as amiable as their 
predecessors. What I have seen, and would fain hope to see again, 
is a government, no matter for the name it may bear, acting in calm 
contempt of cold-hearted theorists an one hand, and hot-headed riot- 
ists on the other, upon the principles to which England owed her 

* Weiss, a wrll known surgical instrument maker In London. — Ro'tert Listen was a Scotch 
sargeon of great celebrity. Ho resided at Edinhurgli. In Miirch, 18'22, a du'^l was fought, in 
Fife, between Sir Alexander Boswell, the son of Dr. Johnson's bi«)grnplier, and Jxines Stuart, of 
Duncam, wlio had been lampooned by Sir Alexander in some contctnpti!>lo rhymes, and tho 
knight was known to be so noted a shot that no surgeon would cotiseiit to attend die meeting. 
Liston went, however, and, contrary to expectatlcm. the unfailing maikmnnn was mortally strucTc 
down by a casual random bullet from a mart who seldom hHndled a pistol. The seconds, of 
course, ran away, and the surviring duelliiit as prudently alxcnted liimsoM"; Mr. Listnu alone 
remahiing to chronicle the pHrticulars of a transaction which, puch i.-» ihf? p'^i vorsity of t>ishion, 
\ras the means of his introduction to several of the fir^t families in North Hiitain. From thici 
period his reputation was well establi^hod as a surgton. He dis-'ecfed and irave h'ctur^a, and 
ultimately attained the summit of his then ambition — he was appointed one of the surgeons of 
the hospital in Edinbnrgli, and th'^re obtained his eminence as lecturer and oppiMtor. "in 1834, 
he was appojntHd surgeon to one of the hospitals in London, and subsequently Professor of clin- 
ical surgery in Univt'f^ity Collrgf, where he reached the utmost heigh? of reputation for his ex- 
tftnpjvn and accurate anatomi -at knowledge and the facility and rai»j.lity of lii^ op rations. In 
ISn, he was 8nntch»«d Hwny by the intlnenza — which aggravated a slight attack of bronchitis to a 
f«tal disease. His chief work was his Piinciples of Surgery.— M. 
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greatness, anil to the violation of which, from August, 1822, down to 
this present jollification, we have owed nothing but a regular series 
of declension in everything that goes to constitute the true health, 
as well as wealth, of a great naval, and commercial, and agricultural, 
and, let me add. Christian empire. 

Jeffrey. You seriously wish to see us recurring to the old system 
of Navigation Laws, and Prohibitory Duties — re-establishing the 
Protestant Ascendency in Ireland — ^upholding the East India Com- 
pany in the China Trade, and the West India Planters in the Slave 
Trade — ^re-enacting Castlereagh's Six Acts at home— re-adhering 
to the Holy Alliance abroad — a fresh crusade to re-re-re-restore the 
Bourbons — and the indefinite prolongation of com from the tight 
little islands, and timber and sugar from Sir Howard Douglas's own 
dear American colonies ?* 

North, *Ti8 true 'tis pity, and 'tis pity but 'tis true. I am even 
the old-world animal you scarcely allow a place in the collected 
catalogue of Mammalia ! Shall I tip you a chaunt ? 

Jeffrey, Any thing more agreeable could not have been suggested. 

North, You shall judge. {Sirigs.) 

Air — Come bother their butUms, quoth Tom o* the Qoose. 
There were times, my Lord Jeffrey, between you and me, 
Rather blither than those we are likely to see ; 
When plain folks went to church, loved and honored their king. 
And our hard-working farmers heai*d nothing of Swing. 

No groans then were given for Tithes, Taxes, or Rent, 
The rich man look'd kindness, the poor man content, 
And though war raged without we were deaf to its din. 
Midst the heart-cheeiing hum of our treddles within. 

There was work on the shore, there was wealth on the sea, 
Abroad there was glory, at home there was glee ; 
Men stuck to the counter, the shop, and the loom. 
And laugh'd at the ravings of Cobbelt and Hume.t 

But our Solons iVi place have found out, it would seem. 
All this wealth was a burden, this comfort a dream ; 
Our homes must be left for the hustings — God wot 1 
And Happiness turns on a franchise or not. 

Look after your Till was the rule till of late, 
But now 'tis, look after the Till of the State ; 
Even our Schoolmaster's ta'en such a fancy to roam, 
You will never by chance find him flogging at home ! 

* Sir Howard Douglas, n schoolfellow of Sir Walter Scott (who gave a rnview in the Quarter* 
ly, of his work on Military Bridgep) and had held militaiy command in British North America. 
He was subsequently Commissioner of the Ionian Jslnnds.— M. 

t Joseph Hume would probably havo been very indignant at findhi<i l.Iniself thus placed c6te 
a c3te with William Cobbett, though there was more in the hitterV lirtU' Hn2"r («'> nsu a familiar 
phrase) than in Hume's whole body. Hume has been a useful public man — in his d-iy. In J'n-- 
liament he never asserted any great principle, never viewed any question in a broad basis. lie 
wa« an indiiferent speaker, andTcould not reason. But he crept over the Pul»lic Accounts, figure 
by figure, arriving at what, in his broad Scotch accent^ he called *' the tottle of the whole,** and 
let no extiavagauce escape exposure and blame.— M. 
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Time was when we Jrank to tlio health of our King, 
But now we've dis<'.«)Vcrod tbat i.s:i't the lliiug — 
That our rulers henceforth should liave nothing to do— 
And the mob should be monarch and ministry too ! 

Time was when the Mace or the Sword of the Law 
Kept the good man in safety, the scoundrel in awe : 
Now law must to brickbats and bludgeons give place, 
And burning a town throws new light on the case ! 

Are we richer, or better, or happier now ? 
Sits life with its troubles more light on our brow ? 
Does plenty flow in with the " Minister's Plan ?" — 
Does Man look more kind or more loving on Man 7 

Is the Hum of our Engines more loud 7 Do we s«^e 
More ships in the harbor, more ploughs on the lea ? 
Will flags and processions pay weavei-s their hire. 
Or a vote lay a log on the laborer's fire 7 

Oh ! not — till the spirit of change shall be laid. 
Till the limbs reacknowledge the rule of the head ; 
Till each honest Reformer shall stoop to the ait 
Of reforming his own rotten borough — thk heart;— 

Till banish'd Religion and Faith shall return. 
And bright in our bosoms old Loyalty burn, 
Till Labor and Confidence walk side by side. 
And Reverence sit in the place of Whig Pride ;— 

Will the clouds of distress that o'ershadow our sky, 
Like mists of the morning, break up and blow by ; 
Our tumults, our teiTors, our sufferings cease. 
And Plenty come smiling, sweet daughter of Peace ! 

(Lights a cigar.) 

Jeffrey. Superbly sung ! inimitable ! But am I to take all this 
or the bona fide sentiments of my venerable bass? 

North, In prose or in verse (though these fairish stanzas are none 
of mine, my Lord), in sobi-iety or in civilization — I am the same 
Kit, and these are my dogmata. Put them in your pipe and smoke 
them. 

Jeffrey. Well, *tis amusing, however. [Lights a cigar.) To speak 
fairly, my worthy old friend, I should almost as soon have expected 
to find myself discussing a third bottle of claret with the Homo 
Oaudatus of Monboddo ! 

North. Well, I don't despair of having a tolerable tail yet. There's 
Ijord Grey himself now — why, before the French rascals made this 
row of theirs, and the Duke was turned out, he himself had shown 
pregnant symptoms of an inclination to join mc.* He made a cap- 
ital speech in the House of Lords upon the currency and another 
on the Com Laws — ^for both of which, if I remember, your Review 

* In 1827, Lord Grey was so Texed nt Canning's havinir brrn made Premier. inBt*»Hfl o' hinaself, 
that he went into bitt«r oppOaitiou, voting uiid j?peakinsj with the Torlca n^'hinst liira. This li« 
called— PRtriotisai.—M. 
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skelpcd iiim soundly and perhaps, althougli he has been obliged to 
cushion his orthodox notions as to some points, until he began to 
feel himself warm in his seat, now that he has carried his Reform 
Bill he may find leisure and courage to deserve another of your joba- 
tions—or rather, I ciy ye mercy, of Macvey*s * 

Jeffrey, Impossible, my dear sir, impossible. The Government 
are just as much pledged now to emancipate blacky and wheat, and 
tea and timber, as they were a couple of years ago to demolish Old 
Sarum, and enfranchise Wapping. You must e'en make up your 
mind to what's inevitable. 

North. 'Tis a Christian duty, my Lord. You begin, then, with 
the Com ? 

Jeffrey, You throw out a Vesuvian whiflF! Macculloch is clear for 
that. 

North. Ay, and he's a Galloway laird too, I've heard — no doubt. 

** A fair domain. 
If purple heath were golden grain." 

Jeffrey, Poh ! Lord Milton,t who has better things to look after 
than a moor farm in Galloway, is just as clear for the change as the 
Professor. 

North, I can better understand a man with a fifty thousand a 
year estate being willing to see such an experiment tried, than the 
same conundrum finding its way into the deep brain of your mode 
rate landholder — and I take it for granted you're not going to work 
without carrying your own portion of the Squirearchy along with 
you. 1 wonder what they expect. 

Jeffrey, As far as I have observed, there's a very general impres- 
sion both among our country gentlemen and then* farmers, that if 
the tithe were got rid of, the Com Laws might be abolished without 
any very serious risk either for rents or profits. 

North, If that's the view in favor with your agricultural sup- 
porters, we may expect, I presume, to see the Chiurch Reform run 
neck and shoulder with the com affairs ? 

Jeffrey, Have you read Lord Henley ? See what Peel's brother- 
in-law, and a judge of the land,| and an earnest disciple of the godly, 
says on this subject. 

North, Ay, I've seen all that, and perpended it too. He means 
well, no man better, I dare say, and his pamphlet is written with 
extraordinary ability. You may well plume yourselves on having 
got such an ally. If he sees you safe to Hounslow, you'll reach 
Windsor without much trouble. But don't flatter yourself that 

* Macrey Napier wa« then EiHtor of the Edinburgh Review. — M. 

t L<»rd Milton, now Earl of Fitzwilliam, and owuer of va&t landed estates in Ynrkfihir^ 
Northamptonshire, and Ireland. — RL 
X Lord Henley, an Irish Peer, was scarcely a Judge ; he was only a master in Chancery — M. 

J 
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Lord Henley speaks Lis brother-in-law's creed as to this husincss. 
I can tell you, if you calculate on that, you are a good league out 
of your reckoning. Peel knows he made one mistake — and he's 
not the man to err twice in the same direction. 

Jeffrey. I wonder that you, a staunch Presbyterian as you call 
yourself, should be so much concerned for the possible rending of 
the rochet ! 

North. Presbyterian as I am in Scotland, I should have been a 
sterling Episcopalian, I warrant you, had the lines fallen to me on 
t'other side of the silver Tweed. We have got our own system 
here, and no wise man would wish to see it tampered with vow. 
They have theirs, and so far from wishing to see it changed to bo 
nearer our pattern, I confess, if I w^ere to countenance any change 
in such things at all, it would be in the contrary line, my Lord. 

Jeffrey. What ! patronise the shovel-hat here ! Are you in ear- 
nest? 

North. Not I — ^but I'm free to say I had rather, if I must choose 
between two changes, see a sprinkling of mitre here, than an abo- 
lition, or even a humiliation of it yonder. 

Jeffrey. Don't be alarmed. We sha'n't go to work quite so 
sweepingly as you seem to anticipate. Modification, not abolition, 
is our motto both in church and state. 

North. Doubtless — but at that rate it will be some time before 
the squires and the farmers have the full enjoyment of that gi-and 
innovation, which is to enable the latter to compete on equal terms 
with the serfs of Pomerania, and the former to be as sure of the 
chariot and pair as an Earl Fitzwilliam, if you leave him his land at 
all, is of his coach and six. 

Jeffrey. I have understood the Pomeranians are a very comfort- 
able peasantry. 

North. Not a doubt of it — ^I know them and their country well 
— and the English farmer will learn by-and-by to be very comfort- 
able too, with a pig-stye for a house, a sheepskin for a jacket, and 
sour cabbage for a dinner. To walk barelegged in wooden shoes 
hardens the muscular system, and, in point of fact, a man with the 
Plica Folonica may be considered as independent of a hat. 

Jeffrey. Ha ! ha ! 'tis very possible that both squires and fanners 
may be obhged to come down a peg or two. I admit all that, 
though there's no use telling them so just at present. But what can 
be done 1 The manufacturing towns are the repositories of the 
intelligence, the activity, and above all, of the physical strength of 
the nation ; and we must do what those places consider necessary 
for their comfort. We have no choice. 

North. That's honest, however. The agricultural population, 
nevertheless, still outnumbers the operative, three to one, at the 
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least — and I have yet to learn that the ninniifacfurcr is. generally 
speaking, of more importance in tlie scale of intellect than the 
squire, or even the laird ; or that the activity of the most strenuous 
weaver exceeds that of his cousin, 

"Albeit Ilia name bo Roger, 
Thut tlrivt'8 the groaning curt," — 

or that, if you come to physical strength, one 

** Brawny, buinie, ploiigbmnn cliier* 

of the old cut, would think he had earned another cog for his sup- 
per, hy having adorned the pencranium of the President and Com- 
mittee of any Mechanics' Institute that ever the Gorhals rejoiced 
in, with as many humps of osity and isitiveness as ever delighted a 
tumipologist in a tour through Sweden. 

Jeffrey, The agriculturists are a scattered generation — the upper 
ranks of them proud as Lucifer, on their little dunghills ; and the 
lower, I mean in England, in a hiiital state of mental ohfiiscity. 
They read little that can tend to enlighten them either as to the 
theory of government, or the true doctrine of wages and profits. 
They have more pleasure in some old hallad, now, of Kohin Hood 
and Little John, than in the most elaborate demonstration of an eco- 
nomical problem. They have more respect for a crumbling cathe- 
dral than the neatest factory that ever diflfused population and 
occupation through a district lying within the oolitic range. They 
spend their winter evenings over Fox's Martyrs, and such like 
trumpery, well calculated to nurse and keep warm their great 
grandmother's hon'or of Lord Peter ; crazy high-flying lumber about 
the Grand Rebellion — for so, in spite of Nugent and Macaulay, they 
still will call it ; the Hymns of Bishop Ken, the homilies of Jeremy 
Taylor, Bunyan's Pilgrim's Progress,' Buchan's Domestic Medicine, 
the Lamentable Tragedy of Arden of Feversham, Histories of the 
Peninsular War drawn from English sources, and the annual pro- 
phecies of Francis Moore, physician ; — are these the people you 
compare, as to intellectual rank and condition, with the Hberal and 
well-informed mechanics of our great marts of industry and inge- 
nuity 

North. Who abominate a cathedral, or even a parish church, dis- 
cuss in debating clubs, much a la speculative, whether CromweP or 
Bonaparte was the purer patriot, take in the twopenny numbers of 
the Philosophical Dictionary, consider the Com Law Khymes as 
better poetry than the Cottar's Saturday Night — have been used to 
reverence no Book of books quite so highly as that which gladdens 
human optics, according to Byron's profane description — 

** Tn healing wings of saflfron and of blue." 
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Jeffrey, Personal again. North. But I protest I can scarcely hear 
what you say, for these scoundrels under the window. That infer- 
nal hurdy-gurdy ! — ^how come you to let the ragtag and bohtail into 
your pleasure ground ] 

North. We seldom steek our yetts here — 'tis a pleasure to me to 
see the bit weans puin* gowans on the green. But these, I suppose, 
are some of the gentry that have been drawing your lordship'dj 
carriage through the village. 

Jeffrey, Devil a bit did any of them drag my carriage, I can tell 
ye. For God's sake, turn out the ragamuffins. They'll split my 
head with their squawling. There again ! 

Ballad- Singers [without). 

"The Whigs think they are grand and great, 
B«it O! they're proud and idly guudy, 
How much unlike the manly gtiir 
Of Aytoun, our dear Union laddie'*' 

CJiortLS of Ten-Pounders. 

" my charming Union laddio, 
Our meet and graceful Union laddie : 
What man would e'er a Whig compare 
With Aytoun, our dear Union laddie !" 

North. There's a good tenor among them — ^hark again. 
Ballad-Singers. 

" The Whigs humbug and speak ye fine, 

Though in their hearts they scorn and hate ye 
But Aytoun is the genuine, 

'Tis he's the proper clean potaty." 

Chorus of Ten-Pounders. 

" O my charming Union laddie. 
My sweet delightful Union laddie; 
No paltiy sham, but the real yam, 
Is Aytoun, our dear Union laddie." 

Jeffrey. This is really too bad — ^why-— Mr. North, I say— 
Ballad- Singers. 

" Then when the Parliament's dissolved, 

Which it's said 'twill be before November, 
With heart and soul we've all resolved 
Aytoun he shall be the people's member." 

Chorus of Ten-Pounders. 

" my charming Union laddie. 
My darling comely Union laddie; 
A plumper vote we'll each allot 
To Aytoun, our dear Union laddie." 

Jeffrey. Was ever such ingratitude ! Confound this canaille ! 
Mull Ion [from the tvindow above). I say, you honest carle with 
the hurdy-gurdy — and you, my fine fellow in the leathern apron^ 
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the old gentleman of the house is in a very feeble way, and you'll 
clean worry him if you go on at this rate. Come now, my good 
lads, here's a gold sovereign to drink Mr. North's health at Lucky 
MacLearle's, and so be oft' with you all, bag and baggage. 

Ball ad- Singers, God bless your honor— God bless his worship ! 
we wadna hae inconvenienced him for the saul o' us, if we had 
kenned he was onywise wailkly. 

First T'en-Pounder, We'll drink the auld gentleman's health wi' 
all the heart i' the waurld. Tell him, wi' oor best coampliments> 
we war only serenauding " the unfortunit clause." 

Second Ten-Pounder, We hae nae objections till a Tory, gif ho 
he's a gude landlord, and a friend to the puir. Maister North's 
character's weel kenned, and we houp he'll see mony a blithe day 
yet. 

Third Ten-Pounder, What ! is this Christopher's policy 1 he's 
a grand auld cock. Can he aye tak hi^ horn at the Noctes yet 1 

Mtdlion, Ay, my braw chiel, it will be ill indeed wi' him when he 
tanna do that — wheesht — [Sings). 

Mynheer Van Dunk, 
Though he never is drunk, 
Sips his bi'andy and water gaily ; 
He quenches his thirst 
With two quarts of the first. 
To a pint of the latter daily — 
Singing, Oh ! that a Dutchman's draught could be 
As deep as the rolling Zuyder Zee. {Bis.) 

There now, I've given you stave for stave — good-night, and joy 
be wV ye a' — now, don't meddle with the Lord Advocate's carriage, 
you little tinkler ! — 

Hurdy-Gurdy, Come awa, ye ne'er-do-weels ! Huzzah ! huzzah ! 
huzzah ! North and Noctes for ever — ^liurrah ! 

Jeffrey, Had I not reason to say that I am an ill-used mnn ? 

North, Thus it is, you see, my friend. Modification's your motto 
— but Abolition outbids you. Hear glorious John ! 

" hadst thou been content to serve the crown 
With virtues only proper to the gown I 
O had the rankness of the soil been freed 
From cockle, that oppress'd the noble seed ! 
But wild Ambition loves to slide, not stand. 
And Fortune's ice prefers to Virtue's land ; 
Disdain'd the golden fiuit to gather free. 
And lent the crowd his arm to shake the tree. 
Almighty crowd I that shortens all dispute. 
Power is its essence, wit its attribute ; 
But thou, nor those thy faction's arts engage, 
Shall reap the harvest of rebellious rage. 
Insatiate as the barren womb or grave. 
When flattery pauses, shall ihxU cease to crave?" 
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Jeffrey. So yon are willing to iflentify yourselves with the Tories 
of Charles the Second's time ? — thank ye. 

North. No more than you to identify yourself with Achitophel — 
but human nature's human nature still, and, as sure as Cromwell 
plucked the bauble from before Lenthal, we shall, ere long, see 
some out-and-outer union-man replace even on the Woolsack your 
illustrious friend, who now 

" Bends the black brows that keep the Peers in awe, 
Shakes the full-bottomed wig, and gives the nod of law." 

Hang me if this Aytoun carries his election, I see no reason why 
he should despair of being Advocate as well. *Tis all on the cards. 

Jeffrey, Psha ! The Radicals could never make a government. 
They are well enough in their own place ; but, depend upon it, we 
shall know how to keep them there. Now we've bought off Hob- 
house, there's scarcely a man of any talent left among them. 

North. Of talent? Can you sincerely dispute the extraordinaiy 
talents of Daniel O'Connell, or Richard Sheil, or Joseph Hume, 
or — for you need not limit your glance to those already in the 
House — of such people as the Editor of the Examiner,* or your old 
antagonist and victim the bone-grubber ? 

Jeffrey. Why, as there's no doubt the Church goes bodily in Ire- 
land, I'm not in the least afraid of Sheil, who is a gentleman in all 
respects, and will, that job over, gradually melt into our own tem- 
perature. O'Connell, if he goes on at this rate, will get his neck 
into a noose, and there's an end of him ! Joseph Hume is a wealthy 
man, and besides wants a baronetcy, and perhaps we may think of 
office in his case, which he would no more refuse than did " my boy 
Hobbio." Fonblanque I admit to be a veiy able fellow, and much 
regret I didn't find him out a few years ago, to nail him to the 
Edinburgh Review, where he ^ould have been more useful than 
even Tom Macaulay, I suspect. He too is a gentleman, and there- 
fore, however he may foam away just now, I don't despair of seeing 
him veer roimd on a seat at the Board of Control, or the like, some 
pretty morning. As to Cobbett, his influence is no longer what it 
was. He never recovered, though I say it, the lashing I gave him 
in the Review. His Register no longer brings him c£60 a-week, 
which I think it was at one time proved to do on the King's Bench ; 
he is not in any very formidable degree of credit hodie — and Cob- 
bet t's aging now. 

North. As to the matter of age, I believe he may be half-way or 
thereabouts between yourself, my dear Lord, and your humble ser- 

* Albany FonWanquet for ranny years Editor of the Examiner ; a very brilliant political writer. 
Be now holds oflSce under the crown, at the Board of Trade, and has relinquished journalism.— M. 
t Cobbett, who brought to England, from America, Tom Puine's bones.— M. 
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vant — who lias not yet lost all his teeth. Whether his Register 
has fallen uff in the article of sale, within the last twenty years, 
more or less than other periodical works of eminence, the Edinburgh 
Review for example, I can't tell — all such concerns are subject to 
fluctuation. But, without at all disputing that your capital article, 
which you have so much reason to remember with pride and satis- 
faction — perhaps, indeed, the very ablest out of mere literature 
that ever dropped from your goosequill — without disputing that that 
most admirable paper did its work at the time, and for years kept 
Gobbet at low-water, in quarters where he had, before it. appeared, 
begun to make considerable demonstrations — allow me to ask your 
lordship, whether you preserve any very exact recollection of what 
the principal practical glstet bearing, purpose, substance, tendency, 
and so forth, of that highly important, truly patriotic, eminently 
satisfactory, and splendidly eloquent expose in the Edinburgh 
Review, then dominant, really was ? 

Jeffrey. I preserve but a shght reminiscence of the course I adopted 
in my new show-up of ^ the old scoundrel. The object generally 
wai^ neither more nor less than to convince the people of England 
that William Cobbett was, though a vigorous sort of lampooner, 
an inconsistent politician, and, in the midst of noisy pretences to 
patriotism, almost to exclusive patriotism, the advocate of doctrines 
in essence diametrically hostile to the true interests of the mass of 
the community. I believe I established my points too, and that 
you do me merely justice in saying, that I severely damaged the 
ragamuffin in many quarters where he had begun with his cursed 
blarney to make something like an impression. 

North, All great authors are modest, and their modesty is in 
nothing more conspicuous than in the imperfect recollection which, 
after the lapse of a few years, they occasionally retain even of their 
own chefs-d'oeuvre. You really don't remember, then, the prime 
argument, I mean material, of your Philippic in Cohbettum 1 

Jeffrey, Not I, my dear North. I'm not like the old quiz in the 
play, who was always reading " Uncle's own works." 

North, The last man in the world that anybody would suspect 
of it. Come, now, fill a huge Homeric bumper of red wine, rich 
and blameless — ^that's the thing, thankye — and know that your 
immortal article, all but the head-piece, which was flourish, and the 
tail-piece, which was ferocious abuse, consisted of a clear, logical, 
analytical examination, and triumphant, philosophical, unanswer- 
able refutation of the then curi'ent arguments for Parliamentary 
Reform ; of which same identical arguments your Lordship's speech 
in the House of Commons, in seconding Lord Johnny Russell's great 
motion of the first of March, 1831, was, whether well or ill received 
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in St. Stephen's, a really, brilliant, compact, and nervous resum^, 
rifacciamento, and hash.* 

Jeffrey, This cigar is impracticable — Feut-etre — ^but you'll admit 
that what might be absurd then, might possibly be, notwithstand- 
ing, a very fair argument now ! 

North. Of course — tempara mutantur et nos mutamur in illis. 
Here's the box — ^please yourself. I am not recalling this fact with 
the slightest intention of disparaging the arguments which you 
proved to be worthless when you were a man of forty, and proved 
to be golden gospel at the riper age of fifty-nine — no idea so pre- 
posterous could ever have entered my brain. No — ^I was not think- 
ing of any trashy argwincntum ad homiyhem — a thing I despise, 
though you, by-the-by, did not, when you, on that very occasion, 
reproached Oobbett with having been at an earlier period of his life 
a protege of Windham, and a trumpeter of Pitt.t No — I was not 
adverting in invidiam to your Lordship, but only in terrorem to the 
public — ^the populace- — what you call the people — in short, these 
same huzzaing Ten-pounders — or rather the nine-pounders, and the 
seven-pounders, and the five, and the three, and the two, and the 
one, and the »o-pounders, who being all in their opinion as wise 
men, and as valuable citizens as any Ten Thousand-pounder within 
the four seas, must, of course, be presumed to have studied the 
Edinburgh Review ah initio, and not unlikely to be now comparing 
the articles of its golden age with your Lordship's Parliamentary 
speeches of 1831, quite as unceremoniously as your Lordship did 
Oobbett's Registers of 1807, with Oobbett's Porcupines of 1794. 

Jeffrey, Why, the public of the time you allude to approved of my 
article, and the public of last year took a much more favorable view 
of my speech than the House of Commons seemed to do — so that I 
am somewhat at a loss to follow you. 

North, Have patience, my dear Lord Advocate. Tell me now, 
however, what is your real opinion of Cobbett as a writer ] 

Jeffrey, Poh ! extremely clever, but unconscionably coarse — ^terse, 
but tautological — ^great nerve, but no variety — occasionally humor- 
ous, but never witty — ^with not one glimpse of power over either 
the gentler or the loftier passions of our nature, possessing certainly 
a brutal, coal-hammer energy for stirring up the slumbering ferocity 
of the clodhopper — ^the Swift of the Cliaw-bacons — perhaps the 
Tyrtseus of the Rick-gang — the worthy champion of the Ballot-Box 
and the Sponge. 

♦ Lord John RnssoU. though not then n member of the Grey Calunef, and n very bnd ornror 
(owing; to a natural hesitation in his speech) was selt>cte<i, hecHUde he was a Duke's son, to in* 
troduce the Reform Bill into Purliamont, on Mnrch I, 1831. — M. 

\ Cobb>>tt's change from Tory to liboral politics, is sait] with some show of probability, to )to 
owin^ to his having received somR f>er8onHl slight from Pitt, whom he often met at the table of 
Mr. Windham, then Secretary at War. — M. 
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North The Ballot-Box and the Sponge ! ! Cobbett or no Cob- 
bett, these twain will go together. 

Jeffrey. What, do you tremble even for the per cents ? My dear 
Mr. North, weVe not finished oiu* third bottle ! 

North, I believe your Lordship holds a good deal of stock ? 

Jeffrey. Why, yes ; I believe I may have somewhere about 0660,000 
in the three per cents ; but, to be sure, you won't consider that as a 
heavy stake. You*re CroBsus, I know. 

North. Sixty thousand's a sum not to be sneezed at as times go. 
I had about as much in that book two years ago, but I thought it as 
well to sell out, and have now invested it, one half in Russian 
debentures, and t'other in American canal shares. I am now 
endeavoring to get rid of my land in Ealkenny, and mean, if I can 
find a purchaser, which I doubt, to put the proceeds into the Bank 
of Amsterdam. 'Tis an old rule not to have all one's pullet-spenn 
in one basket. I have a fair estate, you know, in iCosshire, and 
that, with this little rtis in Urbe here, my old pew in the Grey -friars, 
and so forth, I think quite enough to retain in that particular creel 
which your Lordship will, ere long, have to defend, totis rdribuSf 
against rather more egg-fanciers than Mr. William Cobbett. 

Jeffrey. Psha ! Haven't I told you already that Gridiron's quite 
gone by ] He's not the old Hector now, man : as I said before, 
we did his business in the Edinburgh. 

North. Most certainly — to my mind nothing could be more con- 
clusive: but wasn't it of the Ten and No-pounders we were 
talking ? 

Jeffrey. Well, and what if it were so 1 Confound Cobbetf ! He*s 
in the valley of Jehoshaphat. 

North. Not a bad location for a lover of dry bones. Lord Advo- 
cate. But to be serious — the severest thrashing ever Cobbett had 
was, it is admitted on all sides, your article against his Reforming 
Registers. Now, if one puts oneself into the position of a No- 
pounder, and considers that your Lordship's best speech in Parlia- 
ment was neither more nor less than a translation of those same 
Registers out of the old-fashioned English of Daniel Defoe and 
Dean Tucker, into the more elegant British of the Speculative 
Society of Edinburgh, how is it possible not to suspect that the 
No-pounder may be inclined to say to himself, " Come, old Cobbett's 
now allowed to have been in the right o't for once ?" 

Jeffrey. My dear Mr. North, must I again remind you that the 
tunes were totally changed 1 

North. My dear Lord, 'tis not me you're to deal with — 'tis the 
No-pounder — the very patriot that has just been splitting our ears 
with this Aytoun, who, I humbly presume, will be worthy to tie 
Cobbett's shoe-latch on the same day that his predecessor George 
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Brodie draws a character ^t to be printed on the same page with 
one of Clarendon's. 

Jeffrey, You quite forget the Bill, North — ^your No-pounder's vm 
go, man. 

Narth, I'm not sure that he'll turn out to be no comcy though. 

Jeffrey, Well, well, make your best of your beast. Hallo ! an- 
other magnum scheduled ! 

North, One more, then ? — or shall we have a cheerer ] 

Jeffrey. You were always celebrated for yoiu* whiskey. I don't 
mind trying a tumbler, ere I start. 

North {rings). That's right. I have some prime stuff from Mull 
at present on the tap, and I'm glad to see you have not been Engli- 
iied out of this at least. {Enter Mackay, with tray, ^.) Put 
your thumb where I'm to stop. Another lump of sugar ? I've 
lemons in the house, if you would like a touch of the acid, my 
lord. 

Jeffrey. No, thank ye — ^my stomach won't stand that sort of thing 
now-a-days. This is a superb elixir, my fi-iend. 

North. And now I'll mix another for myself. {Sings.) 

Foin de ces gens que tout depite, 
Qui veuleiit singer H6raclite ! 
Leur syst^me n'eat pas le mien, 
Ciir je ne m'uttiiste de rien. 

Dans son inevitable trappe 
Si bientot la mort nous attrappe, — 
Si nous devons mourir demain, 
Mettons-nous gaiment en chemin. 

Jeffrey. Euge ! Euge ! Here's true High Church Philosophy for 
you ! 

North. High Church or Laigh Kirk — ^let's have naething against 
John Barleycorn. But revenons a nos moutons. What were wo 
upon 1 Ay, ay, Cobbett. 

Jeffrey. Sink the old monster — ^finish your song, my hero. 

North. By-and-by. What I wanted to ask you was, whether it 
never struck you as a possible case, that, Cobbett being now ascer- 
tained to have been in the right in the main as to the great ques- 
tion of our time, the fact of his doctrine on that head having ulti- 
mately obtained so signal a triumph over that which, down to the 
eleventh hour, was yours, might have a tendency to buttress him 
up as to other points ? He has, after all, a confoundedly pithy style 
of urging his heresies on the vulgar ear ; and I'm sorry to say, I 
can fancy him turning this rattery of your lordship's to some ac- 
count, when the ballot and the sponge come to be on the table as 
prominently as we have of late seen Lord Durham's blessed sched- 
Vol.. v.— 1) 
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nles. As to the Cora question, lie will work you the devil's own 
delights, I calculate. 

Jeffrey, I have given up reading his trash for years past. What's 
his plan as to the Cora ? 

North. Why, he's not of the opinion of the squires and farmers 
you spoke of, that our agriculture could stand its ground fairly 
against Poland, if the tithes were but put on a diminishing regimen. 
He has a deeper notion of the difficulties of the case, and suggests 
a bolder course. 

Jeffrey. Would he kick out the actual incumbents ? What a 
savage ! 

North. Rather more than that. He says to the Chaw-bacons, 
Here's a little island containing a thousand acres, on each of which, 
acres more or less, a sturdy clodhopper can easily raise as much as 
clothes himself, his wife, and five children, in comfortable drugget, 
and fills their bellies three times a-day with whacking rashers, and 
huge slices of ,wheaten bread, and deep draughts of milk and beer. 
They, however, take it into their heads that it would be a fine thing 
to turn one of their number, his Joan, and little Jacky, and so forth, 
into a gentleman, a lady, and so on. They, therefore, squeeze 
themselves into a narrower compass each family of them, in order 
that a hundred acres may be at their command whereupon to build 
an elegant house for the future Squire, enclose a park, a garden, &c., 
&c., &c., and establish him there en Seigneur. They then bind 
themselves to give him thenceforth at Ladyday and Lammas, each 
man of them, a certain proportion of the product of his own industry 
— say one-half. 

Jeffrey. What a theory of the Origin of Rent ! 

North. Most absurd— but hear him out. Presently the Squire's 
second lad, Jem, grows up, and the Squire makes a scholar of him, 
and these excellent clodhoppers are seized with a strong desire to 
have Jem planted among them as a Parson. 'Tis a shame that so 
fine an island should be the only one that has not a shovel-hat upon 
it, and Parson Jem they will have. So they pare off another fifty 
acres for a rectory glebe, and 'tis agreed that over and above the 
moneys paid at Lammas and Ladyday to the old Squire, the value 
of every tenth sheaf, pig, and so forth, shall be in all time coming 
paid with like regularity to Jem ; and the Squire is delighted, and 
Jem is overjoyed, and sits down in the rectory fully determined to 
remain all his days among these good clodhoppers, unless he is of- 
fered a glebe of sixty acres, and more sheaves and pigs, in some 
other island. Now mark, quoth Cobbett, the result. Before these 
doings, it had been an old custom for a great man called a King to 
send every year into the island, and claim of the people a cei-tain 
number of sheaves, which they freely admitted he had a good right 



THE CHURCH. 153 

to, because lie kept a sLip with armed men on board expressly for 
the purpose of guarding their island, and preventing any blackguard 
fellows from other islands coming and pillaging their fields and 
barns for them. But presently when the King's messenger comes, 
it begins to be found a matter of some difficulty to get the sheaves 
together for him ; and by-and-by, after much consideration, it occurs 
to the poor people, that perhaps this difficulty may be connected in 
some way with their indulging themselves in such expensive luxu- 
ries as a Squire and a Parson, and from less to more, it gets to be 
generally the opinion about the place, that the only plan will be to 
turn the Squire into a clodhopper like themselves again, and send 
Jem away to some island where the folks can aflPord better to keep 
up the shovel-hat. This, concludes the patriarch, is the whole 
secret. England is this little island. The Squire is the whole body 
of lords and gentlemen, and Jem's shovel-hat stands for every thing 
from what they call the Bishop or Archbishop of Canterbury down 
to Parson Trulliber, my next door neighbor at the Barn-Elms, 
Suny.* 

Jeffrey, And you think so meanly of our countrymen as to fancy 
that stuff like this can go down with them ] What ! reduce the 
whole population to a base level of mere animal wants and wishes ? 
Banish all the grace of manners, the elegance of leisure, the stimu- 
lus of ambition, the humanizing influences of Religion, Morality, 
Science and Literature ] My dear sir, this is a sort of Utopia that 
will never find many to covet it ! 

North, I hope not; but only when you write the article 
smashing it to pieces, and abusing Oobbett up hill and down dale, 
for inventing such a pestilent bundle of trash, and wondering that 
h^ should be able to sell even a weekly dozen of pamphlets filled 
with such beastlinesses, what will his answer be ? You railed at 
me just as bitterly a few years ago for saying that there was no 
good came of boroughmongering, and that to call that sort of thine 
property, was an insult to common sense, and yet you have lived 
to get yourself turned from Archy Constable's paragraph-nibber 
into a learned lord, with five thousand a-year, public money, simply 
and entirely by coming round to my opinion, and shouting out that 
boroughmongering was as bad as Babylon in the Revelation, and 
that a man might as well pretend to property in the moon as in the 
tree of Sarum or the mound of Gatton.t Wait a little, good clod- 
hoppers, this fine fellow has turned once— do you continue to show 
a fixed resolution to get rid both of Parson Jem and the Squire — and 
he'll turn again. He's a clever gemman at bottom, and can see how 
the wind sits as well as another. 

« WhiMC Cobbett wns then residing, and whence he d«ted his Political R^'gisten. — AL 
\ Two rotten boroughs, dittfrHnchised by the U.-fonn Bill ul' 1832.— M. 
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Jeffrey, Come, you*ll admit that if old Cobbett sports such non 
Fense as you have been talking about, he is quite alone in doing sa 
The liberal press is all right, as to the necessity of guarding sacredly 
the Rights of Property. 

North. Begging your Lordship's pardon — ^the two honestest and 
perhaps ablest of your own sect's newspapers are much nearer 
Cobbett's way of thinking than your Lordship's. The Morning 
Chronicle sees no property in Tithes, and is clearly of opinion that 
the little island would do very w^ell without the Squire too. The 
Examiner openly proclaims war against both Jem and his papar— 
and not very covertly against a higher incumbent still. The West- 
minster Review- is written by the same people, I perceive, and 
preaches the same doctrines. 

Jeffrey, None of these, I am sure, ever talk of the sponge ! 

North., No — not y^i- — at least not very distinctly — ^but when Jein 
and the Squire begin to be alarmed, perhaps they may suggest that 
the sponge would answer the clodhopper's purpose quite as well as 
what these folk do now talk of — at all events they might be ready 
to lend a hand, in case they were deprived of their present situa- 
tions, in making your sixty thousand pounds in the three per cents 
look blue, with as little ceremony as you have already exhibited in 
turning my ancestral parchtiaents in comitatu de Ex)ss into the sere 
and yellow leaf. 

Jeffrey. If this sort of thing goes on, the country's done for. But 
at all events, you will never blame me for what I never anticipated 
— do not now anticipate — and if it ever should happen, would have 
as much reason as yourself to deplore ? 

N/rth, I'm close on eighty — and shan't see probably even your 
play out, far less the afterpiece. But if my ghost should chance in 
those days to revisit the glimpses of the moon, I'm sure it could bo 
with no disposition to blame any person of ybur Lordship's excellent 
natural character, and sincere, however mistaken zeal, for the ser- 
vice of your country and your kind. I might perhaps laugh a httle 
at the ex-Duke of Devonshire — ^but really, really, I should be much 
concerned about your Three per Cents. 

Jeffrey. Come now. North, 'tis easy for you to stand by and laugh 
or groan, as the mood suggests, at what's going on — but what 
would you do if you were in my position ] What in God's name 
can I do ? 

North, I don't just see why I, that gave you so many warnings 
not to get into this scrape, should be called upon to help you out of 
it, either by tongue, or pen, or poker ; but one thing I should ima 
gine is plain enough — namely, that you should no longer neglect 
wholly and entirely your personal duties as chief law-officer for 
Scotland. 
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Jeffrey. Wliat ? prosecute citizens for the over free expression of 
honestly maintained political opinions 1 

'North, I don't say that — ^but surely, if you really lament, and 
would fain arrest, the progress of sayings and doings directly hostile 
to the very principle and essence of social order, you ought not to 
suffer the Scotch newspapers to revel week after week in the luxury 
of coupling the Government you make a part of with the cause of 
Anarchy. 

Jeffrey. What is it you're looking for ] 

North. O, I've got it. 'Tis only the last Dundee newspaper. 
Will you do me the favor to put on your spectacles and read this 
report of a public dinner held last week in that fine city] There — 
begin with the Chairman's speech on proposing the healths of his 
Majesty's Ministers. 

Jeffrey. The Chairman ] Who is he 1 

North. Just the same most respectable Mr. Christie, citizen and 
banker ! that was chairman to your Lordship's committee in Bonny 
Dundee, at the time when you stood against Donald Ogilvie. E>eaa, 
my Lord, read. 

Jtffrey [reads). " The Chairman. * The next toast is, Earl Grey 
and his Majesty's Ministers.' May they never forget or undervalue 
the power of the millions by whom their patriotic exertions have 
been rendered effectual. May they never forget that the measure 
of reform they have accomplished, is only the first of a series of in- 
roads which the people of Great Britain and Ireland are determined 
to make on institutions dictated by the spirit of feudalism, despotism, 
or aristoaacy. In order to save time, and not to trench on the 
liberty of speech and special privileges of the gentlemen who are to 
follow, I shall merely hint at certain inroads, which I have no dovJbt 
the British people are determined to make on existing institutions. 
We all know that the declaration of Welhngton against Eeform 
hurled him from power. Earl Grey's administration succeeded; 
and being based on public opinion — being supported by the good- 
will of the millions- — he has withstood the fiercest assaults of a des- 
perate faction. On a late occasion, the enemy enjoyed a momentary 
triumph, which made them almost frantic with joy ; but their joy 
was short-lived. (Cheers.) Although the King would have bestowed 
his confidence on Wellington, he found out that the people were 
differently minded. Yes, the majesty of the people never appeared 
to more advantage than on that occasion. When the King said ay, 
the people said no. (Cheers.) The British hon was roused and shook 
his mane. The voice of the people had no equivocal meaning ; it was 
this — restore Lord Grey's administration, or a Republic may he the 
speedy result — (Hear! hear!) — a consummation which we ark 
DESTINED TO SEE AT NO DISTANT DATE ! (Great cheering.) The 
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very significant hint was timeously taken. Earl Grey and his 
colleagues were brought back to power upon the shoulaers of the 
people, and with their support and assistance carried the Reform 
measure. But what is Reform ? Why it is only and simply iht 
means to an end. It is only an instrument put into our hands 
wherewith to work out our political salvation. I tmst, by means 
of it, we shall operate a cure for many evils ; for be it remembered, 
our just grounds of complaint are neither few nor small. And it is 
only by comparing our vicious and wasteful government with a good 
ana a cheap one, that the enormous disparity will appear. Does the 
measure of Reform give tis that which we want 1 I say, NO — the 
Union responds in the negative. (Hear, and cheers.) Compare the 
allowance to the chief magistrate of the United States of America, 
of <£5000 a-year, for performing efficient services — (cheers) with the 
allowance given to ours of oe500,000 a-year, I shall not say for 
what ! (Hear, hear.) The divine rights of kings, the privileges of 
aristocracy, and other fine things, are now well understood ; and, 
along with his Grace of this, and 7ny Lord of that, must soon come 
to an end (hear, hear), as must also the law of Entail and the law of 
Primogeniture. They must soon cease, and these little alterations 
will work wonders. (Loud cheers.) It is only the Radicals who 
will bring about a radical remedy of all these and other grievances. 
(Loud cheers.) There are no such things on the other side of the 
Atlantic. The profitable laborers in the national vineyard, the 
thews and sinews of the empire, who have too long been the victims 
of misrule, will by-and-by triumph over the unprofitable, the useless, 
the unproductive laborers, the illustrious, the noble, the reverend, 
and right reverend, military, civil, and diplomatic tax-eaters of these 
kingdoms, who will soon be called to account. (Loud cheers.) I 
beg to propose Earl Grey, and the rest of his Majesty's Ministers." 

North, A magniloquent money-changer, my Lord ! 

Jeffrey. This will never do ! 

North, Why, nothing the better, my friend, for coming from the 
very gentleman whom, when you wanted to sit for those boroughs, 
you were but too happy to have for your own chief presidium et 
dulce decus, 

Jeffrey. Oh ! Christie, Christie ! Wherefore art thou Christie ? 

North. This it is, my dear Lord, that gives treble authority to 
what this banker, this would-be Lafitte of Dundee, thinks fit to say 
on such subjects, upon such an occasion ; and this it is also which 
perplexes your Lordship's present position, ties up your mighty 
hand, and stands between the Guardian of Law and Order and the 
prompt and vigorous discharge of the most important duties of his 
high, responsible, and not ill-paid office ! 

Jeffrey, I certainly must consult with my deputies on this subject! 
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Nortli. Your Deputies ! — Why, you know very well that the 
most intelligent and active of the set was employed diligently on 
your Dundee canvass — ^lived all the while under this seditious, if 
not treasonable, spouter's roof — and probably got joyous with him 
every evening for a week on end, in the most hearty intercommu- 
nication of political sentiments. 

Jeffrey. That's an old aifair, now. . 

North, Yes ; but would it not be rather awakened if the banker, 
being hauled before our fnends Mackenzie and Meadowbank,* to 
answer for his insurrectionaiy diatribes, were to defend himself by 
sticking into the witness-box half a score of worthy fellow-citizens 
who had all partaken, in the course of that memorable canvass, of 
the patriotic punch-bibbery of the panel and the prosecutor ] — ^who, 
not being very much accustomed to share the confidential inter- 
course of the powers that be, might perhaps have retained, with 
Boswellian accuracy, every grave saw and modem instance tha* 
chanced to drop, then and there, from the oracular lip of your Lord- 
ship's bailie-bamming, and, peradventure, bowsyish depute ? 

Jeffrey. Hang the banker ! — I wonder what he wants. 

North. Ay, find that out ; and if he has a son at the bar, be sure 
you make him your next depute^and probably that will be chem- 
istry sufficient to decompose his bile. And don't be afraid of peo- 
ple's saying this is truckling. You will only be walking in the steps 
of your betters. The two first very good things that Brougham 
had to dispose of, after attending to family duty, were given to 
Daniel Whittle Harvey ,t the ablest, perhaps, and till then the most 
indefatigably ferocious of the hip-and-thigh heroes in the House of 
Commons, and a brother of Mr. Barnes of the Times. Disdain not 
the example of your " guide, philosopher, and friend." 

Jeffrey, Oh ! North, North ! If you knew but the miseries of 
patronage, you would not rub me in tnis line. What with would-be 
deputies, and would-be sheriffs, and would-be judges, and— could 
you believe it ? — would-be lord-advocates, the Lord have mercy upon 
us ! I'm bothered entirely — ^life's a burden. 

North {sings). 

" Oh ! what had my youth with ambition to do t 
Why left I Amynta, why broke I my vow % 
O give me my sheep, and my sheep-hook restoroy 
And I'll wander from love and Amynta no more !" 

* Lord Mackenzie, a Scottish judge, was the eldest son of the anthor of the Man of Fcelirv 
Lord Meadowbank, also on tho Scoitish bench, sat next to Sir Walter Scott^ who was in the ch.*u> 
at the Sdinbursh Theatrical Fund Dinner, on February 33, 18^, and, in proposing Scott « 
health gave the arfit pttblic notification of the actual and undivided authorship of the Wavcrluy 
Novt^ls. This h»-ougnt out Scott who *• owned the soil impeachment.** — M. 
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Ton regret, in short, the old easy dajs of Craigcrook and the Bine 
and Yellow ! 

Jeffrey, Ex prafttmdis, O, North, I was never meant for this sort 
of thing. I really can't tell yon whether the Edinburgh part of the 
job, or the London one, be the worst. Here, nothing bnt the eternal 
clahn-elaiin-clauning of hnngry on-hangers, old, yonng, and middle- 
aged, God knows which of the three the most horse-leechy, relieved 
by mad ebullitions of mobbery, which I can not, dare not, meddle 
with ! There, that weary Hoase, with its diabolical ontwatchings 
of the bear, and that Peel, and that Croker, and that Sngden, — and 
that O'Connell, and that Hnme, and that — 

North, Sadler, for ^pence ! He's blowing Macanlay to atoms, 
I see, in Leeds. 

Jeffrey, Where the mischief did that fellow learn to speak ? He's 
an orator, sir — a real orator — and is doing ns more damage among 
the new constituencies than all the Badicals put together.* * 

North, That's your sort. Stay yon a little longer, and you'll see 
who will be the friends of the people ! So the Tories, for all their 
sins and stupidities, do contrive to give you a little trouble, both in 
and out of Pailiament, after all ? 

Jeffrey, It was a sad misfortune that we had nothing for it but 
setting Brougham on the woolsack. 

North, Why, if I remember, the Times and Chronicle both pre- 
dicted, at that juncture, that the Lord Advocate of Scotland would 
fill Brougham's place in the Commons. But I suppose it takes 
some training to be a master of any sort of monntebankery ? 

Jeffrey'. Had I gone up twenty or thirty years ago, my friend, I feel 
that I should have done something — but now — now — 'tis out of the 
question. If you were to take Peel or Croker, and bid them tilt 
with Peter Robertson or me in the Jury-Court, they coi^d not look 
more like fish out of water, than I feel myself when I glance my 
eye across that box-built table, and see their calm smiling visages. 

North, If the Tories Ultra, and the Tories Moderate, bring their 
now pending negotiations to a really satisfactory conclusion, and 
Peel raises the banner blue next Spring at the head of a firmly com- 
pacted band, whose line has been distinctly traced beforehand, as 
to every important question likely to be started — if Field-Marshal 
Peel, I say, opens the campaign in this style, with such a second 

♦ Michnel Thomas Sadler was in business, as a merchanf, in Leeds, when (the repate of his 
Toi7i9m and talents having reached the Duke of NowcMsrle. owner of the boronKh) ho was in- 
vited, in 1828, to oppose Mr. Sergeant Wilde, now Lord Truro, at the parliamentary election 
for Newark. Ho was returned, and epoke very ably, in 1829, asjainst Peel's Catholic Relief Bill. 
In 1830 he was again elected for Newark, and in 1831 for a Ybikshire borough. He strongly 
opposed the Itefiimi Bill Ho sugeested that Ireland should have Com Laws and have her waste 
lauds reclaimed and cultivated. He died in IKll, aged only forty-one. There was no pditician 
more sincere or loss of a mere partisan. His reputation will rest on his very able work. The 
Law of Population, directed against Malthus, whose th>K)ry he declared to be Incoiibisteut with 
Cbrwtiamty, and even with the purest fornix of Deism.— M. 
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in command as Groker, sucli generals of division as Ghandos Har* 
dinge, Vyvy an, and Mun-ay — such quartermasters as Inglis and 
Sadler, and such a provost-marshal as Sugden* — and such an army 
as, even the Ministerial prints now admit, we are like to take the 
field with — and such a confounded enemy in yowr rear as the Badi* 
cals proper will then assuredly be — it is to be confessed that you 
may have some call to pick your marches. 

Jeffrey. Our only hope, to speak frankly, is now in your disunion. 
If that continues, we shall play one section of you against the other 
this day, and both sections against the radicality the next, and thus 
get through. And, thank God ! such is still the general anticipa- 
tion, as far as I could observe, at Brookes's.t 

North. Well, we've got our Brookes's too, it seems, now — ^better 
late than never ; and as to our continuing (if we are so now) disunited^ 
I can only say, that if we do, we deserve to be damned, and had 
better make up our minds at once for Tophet and Gehenna. 

Jeffrey. The Ultras don't like Peel — that's the hitch ; that will be 
our sfidvation. 

North. Why, the Ultras, not being idiots, can probably see, just 
as well as you Whigs and Radicals have already done, that there is 
but one man fitted by talents, acquirements, station, and temper, to 
lead our troops with perfect certainty of success ; and that one man 
being, I presume, quite capable of understanding that the most inge- 
nious of generals is little without a willing army in the day of 
battle — is it very unnatural to conclude that two parties, each so 
necessai-y to the other's efficiency, and each equally zealous, mind, 
to trample the common enemy into perdition, may, somehow or 
other, bring disputed specialities to a rational compromise, inter se, 
and act thereupon, until, at all events, you evacuate the citadel ? I 
guess not, my good Lord Advocate ; and I think, to all appearance, 
the only man in the Gabinet, whose brains would be much worth 
out of it, guesses pretty nearly as I do. Well, with <£5,000 a-year 
to play with, to say nothing of James and William so snugly placed f 
and the House of Lords for .an occasional canter, Harry Brougham 
might contrive to pass a pleasant enough evening of life's troubled 
day. 

Jeffrey. Ay, and Brougham Hall is such a charming thmg. You've 
no notion how he's been improving. *Tis a perfect paradise. 

North, A sweet situation ; and, as your favorite poet says, 

" Those pleasant walks on Emont's side !" 

* Croker h'td greatly diAiinguished himself by the eloqneticp nnd t>ict with which he opposed 
the details of the Reform Bill, but has not sat in PHrliament since 1832. Tht> rest named here, 
thnngh able debaters, did not give Peal the great assiatance here anticipated.— M. 

t The Whig club in St James's street, London, to counterbalance which, the Carlton clab was 
established by the Tories.— M. 

X James Biougham received a good oflScial appointment^ and William Brongham WM i 
lluftter-ia-Chancery, salary £4000 a year.^M. 
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But I*m thinking of yourself, man. "Tis a pity that Chief Baron- 
ship's dished — it would just have suited you. Charles Hope seems 
as fresh as a daisy. Boyle puts out his leg yet like a fugleman !• 
Well, if a double gown drops between and Christmas, you had 
better just put your pride in your pocket. 

Jeffrey, I need that hint, I suppose. Oh, North ! however we 
may be progi*essing as an entire nation, there's no doubt you Tories 
of the old Belhaven breed have too much reason for saying that our 
mother Caledonia is getting her sails sadly out of the wind. I con- 
fess, I myself can't help sometimes regretting that this should be 
so ; but 'tis probably a lingering prejudice of boyhood — perhaps I 
ought to say at once, a provincial hallucination. 

North, Don't be ashamed of it, my dear Jeffrey ; while I at least 
am your father confessor, dread no heavy penance on that score. 

Jeffrey, We've knocked up the Excise-board, and the Customs- 
board, and the Court of Exchequer; and the Parliament House 
itself is losing every year some more of those prizes that used to 
attract the upper orders. I wish to God these things could have 
been gone about less rapidly and sweepingly ; but the upshot will 
no doubt be good in the main. ^ 

North, Whether the upshot be mainly good, or, as I expect, 
sntirely evil, there can be no doubt we owe these mutations purely 
to the doctors of the Whig Sapientia; and I am sometimes tempted 
to think that some of them may already be beginning to repent of 
having on certain occasions permitted themselves to forget that they 
were Scotchmen before they were Whigs. The tone of society in 
Edinburgh has been sinking damnably since you first knew it. 

Jeffrey. No doubt of that. None of the nobility have houses 
here now. Every laird, indeed, that can stand the expense of three 
months in London, thinks it quite necessary to cut Auld Eeekie. 
But how to help this ] One can't say " thus far and no farther" to 
liOndon. 

North, But J^ondon will by-and-by say " thus far and no farther" 
to England. As for Scotland, good-by to that auld sang. The 
only things that at all counteracted the natural influence of the 
change of the seat of government are now disappearing a vue d^anlf 
and your children, for I have none, will see Aula Eeekie rank below 
Manchester in all other respects — as much as she already does in 
the two articles of population and wealth. 

Jeffrey. What do you anticipate for us ? 

North. A confounded Babylon of what Sir John Sinclair calls 
"Educating Individuals," and their respective knots of sucking 
economists ; a capital, in short, no longer heard of, except as a sort 

* In 1832, CharlPB Hope was Lord President of the first divii-lon of the Scottish Court of Sec- 
tion, and David Boyle was the Lord Justice Clerk, In the second dlTlsion of that Court la 
1834, jctfrey was promoted to the Btmch.— &L 
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of overgrown academy ; a bar, to which nobody that can afford a 
gentleman's education will ever dream of bringing up his son ; a 
bench of poor fifth-rates, only fit to record the rules of Westminster 
Hall ; and a new order of Lord Advocates, not unworthy to begin 
with Bobby Thompson, Sheriff as yet of Air, or Jemmy Ivory, now 
depute to your Lordship .• 

Jeffrey, You must have some young Stovert about you, that crams 
you with outer-house tittle-tattle. I wonder you listen to such stuff. 
North. 

North. My dear Jeffrey, ! care as much about the whole con- 
cern — as you do who are to be the corporals in Don Pedro's seventh 
regiment of Oa9adores.f 

" Suave man magno turbantibus sequora ventis, 
E terri magnum alterius spectare laborem ; 
Non quia vexari quemquam est jucunda voluptas, 
Sed quibus ipse malis careas quia ceraere suave est : 
Suave etiam belli certamina magna tueri 
Per campos instructa, tuil sine parte pericli. 
Sed nil dulcius est, bene quam munita tenere 
Edita ductrini Sapientum templa serent, 
Despicero unde queas alios, passimque videre 
Errare atque viiim palantes quaerere vitre, 
Certare ingenio, contendere nobilitate, 
Noctes atque dies niti prcestante labore 
Ad summas emergere opes, rerumquc potin. 
O miseras hominum mentes ! 6 pectora c«eca !" 

Gome, my dear Advocate, another tumbler ? Do ! 

( The clock strikes twelve.) 
Jeffrey, Think of those poor posters — well, one small eke — ^but 
no more of the thorny places. Come, North, you promised me a 
song — ^you're in sweet voice to-night. 
North (sings,) 

Air — The Ploughhoy. 
AVlien I was a mere schoolboy, ere yet I'd leanied my book, 
I felt an itch for angling in eveiy little brook ; 
An osier rod, some thread for twine, a crooked pin fur hook, 
And thus equipped I wandered by many a bubbling brook. 
Where prickle-backs and minnows each day I caught in store. 
With stone loaches and miller's-thumbs, such brooks afford no more 
Twas thus the tiny angler 

With crooked pin for hook. 

Would shun each noisy wrangler 

To fish the murmuring brook. 

Jeffrey, Sweet and simple — do go on, my dear North, you awaken 
a thousand long-forgotten dreams of innocence. 

* Robert Thompson is now Sheriff-Dopute of Caithness, ami •• Jemmy Ivory" is on the Scot- 
tish Bench, as Lord Ivory. — M. 

t The idle and briefless lawyers who used to Iminire nrouiid the stove, which wfcrraed the 
outer hall of the Law-Court in Edinburgh, were called 'stovers ^M., 

X Don Pedro, ex-Emperor of the UrazilBf and father of Gluoea Donwa ^\3i>naQ\^Qittt&%^-- >'^ 
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North (sings.) 

Then next 1 bought some farthing hooks, and eke a hone-nair linOf 

An hazel rod, with whalebone top, my playmates to outshine. 

With which I soon aspired to angle with a float, 

And when I could not fish from shore, I tossed it from a boat ; 

Thus roach, and dace, and bleak I took, and gudgeons without end, 

And now and then a perch would hook, which caused my rod to bend. : 

Gome, join in chorus. 

And thus the little angler, 

Pleased with his line and hook. 
Would shun each noisy wrangler 

To fish the murmuring brook. 

Very well, dear Advocate, you've a pretty treble. 

Bream, chub, and barbel, next I sought, their yarions haunts I plied 
With scowered worms, and cheese, and paste, and twenty baits bes He; 
With hooks of Kirby-bent well chose, and gut so round and fine; 
By slow gradations thus I rose, to fii^li with running line ; 
A multiplying Winch I bought, wherewith my skill to try 
And so expert myself I thought, few with me now could vie. 
Chorus. — Thus still the little angler. 

With rod, and line, and hook, 
Would shun each noisy wrangler 

To fish the murmuring brook. 

My mind on trolling now intent, with live and dead snap-hook, 

I seldom to the rivers went, but pike or jack I took; 

Near banks of bullrush, sedge, and reed, (a dark and windy day,) 

And if the fish were on the feed, I rarely missed my prey. 

If baits be fresh and propor size, no matter what's the sort, 

At gudgeon, roach, or dace, they rise, with each by turns we've sport 

So now a dexterous angler. 
With rod, and line, and hook, 

I shunned each noisy wrangler. 
To fish the murmuring brook. 

Is that enough, now ? — ^well, well — 

And now to cast a fly-line well, became my earnest wish, 
I strove each sportsman to excel, and cheat the nimble fish. 
Now, trout and grayling I could kill, if gloomy was the day ; 
The salmon, too, against his will, beside my basket lay. 
Now, fly and palmer could I dress, aquatic insects too ; 
Their various seasons 1 could guess — their uses well I knew. 

Yet still, a master angler. 

With rod, and line, and hook, 

I shunned each noisy wrangler, 
To fish the murmuring brook. 

Now, the finale ! 

So, now to close the charming scene, which none but sportsmen fbe*. 
Be sure you keep the golden mean, nor arm your heart with stb<rl; 
The fish with moderation take, and to the fair be kind. 
And ne*er with them your promise break, but viitue keep in mind. 
So, wives and sweethearts now let's drink, let each man fill his glass ; 
And may we never speak or think, to disconcert our last* ! 



Jeffrey {sings) 
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Then when our lines are all worn out. 

And feeble hends the hook, 
They'll ne'er forget the angler 

That angled iu the brouk. 

" They'll ne'er forget the angler , 
That angled in the brook !" — 

Perfect ! I wonder if my hand has quite forgot its cunning. Jove ! 
how I should like to stroll somewhere about the Highlands with you 
for a week, having vowed with oaths sublime, North, ere starting, 
never to talk politics, and no books with us but a Don Juan in your 
pocket, and Wordsworth's Ballads in mine. 

North, How charming ! — I'm afraid you won't go with me just 
my first excursus, though, for you must know I've made everything 
right and tight in the way of business, and proceed to-morrow morn- 
ing for the best of all fishing districts, to my fancy, in Braid Scot- 
land — ^but our lines would be apt to get entangled just at present in 
that quarter. 

Jeffrey. To-morrow morning ? — ^Why, 'tis now near one, I swear ! 

No7th. Ay, ay — ^but no day dawns on mo before I've had a 
round o' the clock, I can tell you. — {Sings,) 

And I*m off with the morn 

At thy call, Donald Home, 
To give NovAR a lift 'gainst that dangerous innu : 

Dear in private to North 

Is the courteous Skaforth, 
But in public we'll powder his wig if we ran ! 

Jeffrey, Come, come, no Boss-shire politics ! "Well, I must leave 
you at last — ^you'll split your Auld Eeekie vote, now, this time ? 
Come do, that's a brave old buck ! Show an example of liberality 
for once to your disciples. 

North. The Lord Ordinary takes that ad a visa nd urn. Good 
night, my dear Lord Advocate — good night. Au rcvoir — vale! 
{Exit Jeffrey.) Why, the evening has slipped away like a knot- 
less thread — {Rings — Enter Mackay.) John, carry Ben the cold 
sheep's head — and, hear'st me, bid Bauby scollop some oysters^ 
and, I'm saying, let Mr. MuUion know the coast's clear — and be sure 
you have the plotty ready. {Exit John.) Poor Mordecai has been 
cheated o' his liquor. The laddie wiU be starved. — {Sings.) 

After which I make sail, 

For the regions of Traill, 
If again, as a Whig, he for Orkney contend ; 

Though I love him of old, 

It shall never be told, 
I deserted a Toiy to pleasure a friend. 

Enter MuLLiON. 
Mullion, Monsieur, est servi ! (Exeunt) 
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hihrary in the Lodge — Time^ Seven o'clock — Present North and 

Tickler. 

North. No — I have not left the Lodge for ten miles, or two boors 
during the whole summer. 

Tickler. Domestic Devil ! 

North. Say rather, bird in a cage, that keeps perpetually bopping 
about, up and down, from turf to twig, now and then with loving 
bill nibbling the wires of its beloved imprisonment, occasionally 
picking a little seed, and not seldom on the spur of the moment 
drawing up its tiny bucket, and sipping a drop of the mountain 
dew, to clear its song and brighten its plumage. 

Tickler. Liker a cock on his own 

North. Hush I or Bird of Paradise, who 

Tickler. Whew ! or Bubbly-Jock erecting his tail in proud per- 
suasion of his being a Peacock ; or 

North. Woodlark, Scotia's Nightingale, who, unfatigued by day- 
songs poured around the grassy nest, where sits his mate assiduous 
o'er callow brood or chirping shells, prolongs his ditties far into the 
night, and by the homeward shepherd on the hill is heard, not seen, 
sweet-singing midst the stars. 

Tickler. Blanks ! by all that is musical ! But "say, sweet warb- 
ling woodlark, say," what mysterious meaning lies enveloped in the 
image of " mate assiduous" sitting on eggs ? I devoutly trust Mrs. 
Gentle is not in the fam 

North {rising up in great indignation). Sir, the honor of that 
lady is dearer to me than a million lives, nor shall the villain who 
dares to insinuate the remotest hint 

Tickler. Be not so furious, my dear sir ; I insinuated no remote 
hint 

North. She has been in Switzerland, sir, for more than nine 
months — 

Tickler. Not another word. North. Your explanation is perfectly 
satisfactory ; but why did you not accompany her and her lovely 
daughter to Lake Constance ? 
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. Norfli, For fear of a ce. sorious world, that will not suffer old age 
to escape its slanders, with one foot in tlie graA e. 

TicJder. She is indeed a sad gossip, old Madam Public ; yet there 
are some good points about her; and let me whisper in your ear, 
North, you are a prodigious favorite with the Frow — ^in her eyes a 
perfect Dutchman. 

North, Her affection for me, Tickler, is, I assure you, of the most 
spintual sort. 

Tickler. And yours for her, as becomes a philosopher, Platonic. 
Yet human nature is weak ; and be advised by me. North, to tmst 
yourself alone with her as seldom as possible ; for what, were you 
some day to declare with the Public a private marriage. 

North, The reading PubHc! I well remember the days when 
she could spell with difficulty a simple dissyllable — when she lost 
herself in a complicated Polly, like a benighted nymph wandering 
through a wood. 

Tickler, A complicated Polly ! What is that ] 

North. Nebuchadnezzar. 

Tickler, Chrononhotonthologos. 

North. Methinks I see her. Tickler, in her Little Primer ! 

Tickler, Conning her ** Reading made easy." 

North, Leaning her rosy cheek on a rosier ai-m with elbow rosier 
still 

Tickler, Peony of Peonies ! 

North, Now, alas ! like a yellow lily that seems, in lieu of dew, 
to be fed with lamp-oil ! 

Tickler. And she has become the w?'iting Public too ? 

North. That is the melancholy part of the concern. Tickler. She 
is now — to her shame ^nd sorrow — a confii-med scribble. 

Tickler. And appears, without a blush on lier brazen face, in 
print. 

North. Yes— T-with my own eyes have I seen her absolutely in 
capitals. 

Tickler, Worse than in kilts. 

North, Kilts ! Kilts are but petticoats of a smaller size ; but it 
goes well nigh to the breaking of my heart to see the reading, writhig, 
ranting Public (an old woman too) in wire-wove hot-pressed paper 
printed breeches — in shorts, Tickler. 

Tickler. Nay, in tights, which show her shapes to the worst ad- 
vantage; for, as you observed, she is well stricken in years, and 
time tells on the figure even of a Diana. 

North. Let's be serious. 'Twould seem as if reading and writing 
were the chief occupation now, in this once happy island, of human 
life. The constant cry or croak is — Education, Education. The 
People will sink under this etenial tuition — the next i:a^^ mil \^^ «^ 
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generation of Idiots. The invention of printing is a blessing whicb, 
hy " busy Meddling Intellect," has been abused into a curse. 

Tickler, Among the lower orders reading has giown into a dull 
disease, that dries up the sap, and slackens the sinews of life. 

North, Ay, Tickler — ^the poor man's fireside was, I verily be- 
lieve, in general, far happier in former times than now — with him- 
self resting, after his day's darg, in an elbow-chair — if the house 
happened to hold one — his wife Jistling about in eager preparation 
of supper — and the brats on stools forming perhaps an octagon, each 
with a horn spoon in its hand expectant of the coming crowdy 

Tickler, A pleasant picture. No boy or girl, from four to four- 
teen years of age, knows the extent of his or her mouth's capacious- 
ness, till it gradually opens to its utmost width, in order to admit 
with unruffled surface, a huge horn spoonful 

North, Of crowdy. True. Now, crowdy is crowdy still, though 
with more difficulty procured than in the days I speak of ; and poor 
people are still happy in supping it, for sacred hunger is the solace 
of life. 

Tickler, Ay — ^the Pigot Diamond would be a poor price for a good 
appetite from a palate-palsied king to a yatop beggar. 

North, But, now-a-days, reading it placed on the list of necessa- 
ries before eating. 

Tickler, A greasy 

North, Say creeshy. 

Tickler. A creeshy periodical, price a penny, takes precedence of 
a black pudding of strong bull's blood and the generous suet — 

North. The age of Haggis is gone ! And Journeymen Tailors 
having discovered that " Knowledge is Power," starve on half-com- 
mons of this earth's cabbage, that they may feed on celestial cus- 
tocks from a circulating library. 

Tickler, Yes, North, Knowledge is Power. He who knows to 
cut out, and stitch, and sew, and with unbaffled arjt, in defiance of 
nature's spite, to make a fit of it even on my amiable and most in- 
genious friend Sheridan Knowles's Hunchback — ^lie — tailor though 
he be — ^is a Man of Power, and is entitled to a Jubilee to unfold, 
emblazoned with that illustrious motto, the Standard of the Snips, to 
all the winds of of heaven. 

North. It is leze majestie now to speak of the "lower orders." 
But that is their right name, and they hold it from heaven. The 
" laborifig classes" is a foolish form of speech. All that live labor. 

Tickler, The Mite — the Mouse — and the Monarch. 

North. The very Drone labors — in his own vocation — for soon 
as the Queen Bee is impregnated in the sunny air — all her stinglesa 
paramours^are put to death. 

Tickler. The Bee is a most inexplicable creature. 
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North, Who labors harder than I ? 

Tickler, I. 

North. You — you Dragon-Fly ? 

Tickler, Yes — I — you Midge. 

North, Whereas " lower" expresses the everlasting position of the 
classes to which it is in all honor applied ; and he who pales or red- 
dens at the epithet is a radical and a slave. 

Tickler, Bravo ! 

North, And to them what knowledge is power ? Of themselves 
and their duties, and where shall they find it ? 

Tickler, Why, in our fai-thing — and if our more ambitious modem 
circulating medium did not disdain that coin diminutive — in our doit 
political literature, that through lanes and alleys flutters its epheme- 
ral life away on wings of whitey-brown. 

North, Such are the means which sage philosophy doth now em- 
ploy for the regeneration of fallen man ! The lower classes — I love 
the word — ^for it carries with it a calm humble meaning that speaks 
of Christian contentment — may still read tlie Bible if they will — 
Heaven forbid that the philosophers should prevent or dissuade 
them from so doing as often as they choose ! — for the philosophers 
are occasionally of opinion that the Bible should be included in the 
School of Useful and Entertaining Knowledge. 

Tickler, Are they ? 

No7'th, But the Bible, according to their creed, is not in itself au 
all-in-all. The poor creature that reads but it, or even it chiefly, 
must be miserably ignorant— and all unfit to walk with any thing 
like the dignity of a Reformer in a processional Jubilee. 

Tickler, Nor must he ever hope to rise into a Ten-Pounder.* 

North, And millions on millions never can — nor could though all 
the rags of all the beggars in Ireland were manufactured into paper, 
and when printed, strewed over the entire earth as thick as leaves 
in Vallambrosa. 

Tickler, The forced — ^pumped waters will subside. 

North, And leave the soul unenriched by any deposit. 

Tickler, But not unencumbered with sand, gravel, and stones. 

North, Which, however, will in good time be cleared away ; and 
flowers and herbage, under a better system of culture, will be rein- 
duced over the land. • 

Tickler, The people of Scotland — I leave you to speak of the 
English — are not more intelligent, and they certainly are less moral 
and religious, than they were even a quarter of a century ago. 

North, I would fain hope that education with us is in much im- 
proved, though I fear in not a little deteriorated ; but the people 

* The Reform-Bill of 1832 gave the elective franchiee to houeelioltlcrf V"y^'8 ^^ pounds • 
yenr in rent, provided they had also paid their goYcruincnt taxcD. - M. 

Vol. v.— 12 
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themselves, except in our large towns, or our small manuf«ictui-ing 
ones, are still deeply impressed with a belief of the paramount im- 
portance of moral and religious iustruction over every other kind ; 
and while this is the case, let every other kind be encouraged in due 
subordination to that, without which no man*s soul is safe, and the 
heart within him, overcome by this world's troubles, pines and dies. 

Tickler, The object of almost all the paltry preaching about the 
education of the '' laboring" classes is avowedly political ; and des- 
picable as in itself it is, most of the instruction diffused is at this 
crisis perilous; for wiser and better men than were ever found 
among the Apostles of Infidelity 

Nwih. Now, 

** See the deep fermenting tempest brew'd 
Li the grim evening sky." 

Tickler, Knowledge ! Oh, dear ! Listen for two minutes to a 
political pauper, who at the Chequers runs up a score for the 
sponge, the best-informed and the most acute of the cotene, that 
chuckles as he crows, and, in what nook of Oimmeria gabbles a 
naked wretch, that lives in an earth-hole, and in Nature's destitution, 
almost " wants discourse of reason," such a hideous hubbub of dis- 
ordered savageness, which, as it foams or slavers from tlie lips of 
the truculent drunkard, is deemed " knowledge" by his long-eared 
audience, wliose shallow brains are ob^scated by the fumes of 
ignorance and gin ! 

North, And there are thousands of such bestial. But more 
lamentable far than such brutaHties, are to me the miserable mis- 
takings of minds by no means depraved, on subjects that lie far 
beyond their comprehension, and with which, were they allowed 
to obey the dictates of their own reason and their own conscience, 
they would know and feel they had nothing to do— nothing but to 
follow the guidance and perform the mandates of those whose busi- 
ness it is to understand, to direct, to rule, and to govern — ^their 
own duty being not to scrutinize but to serve, not to expound but 
to obey. 

TiMer, Truth and Toryism. 

North, Yes — doctrine, which, when wisely acted on by rulers and 
by subjects, has saved those fi*om becoming tyrants and these from 
being slaves. 

Tickler, And the ** miserable mistakings" you speak of are part 
and parcel of that "knowledge which is power!" 

North, They talk of a state of transition. From what to what] 
From helotism to freedom] I ask you, Timothy, were the com- 
panions of our boyhood, among the niral villages and fanns, the 
children of Helots? No — bold-faced boys and meek-eyed girls 
were they-— with whom— 
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Tickler, Especially the girls — 
North. You and I loved 

'* Round stacks at the gloaming at bogles to play'.'' 

Tickler, Sweet creatures — many of them — even 

" The lass with the gowilen hair." 

North. Would you or I, and we were no windlestraes then, Tim, 
but two young oaks, have dared to insult, had the devil entered us, 
the sister before her brother's face 

Tickler, Thank Heaven, no such devil ever entered into either 
of us — no, no. Kit, fair play's a jewel, and honor bright was the pole- 
star of our youthful days. 

North. It was. But would not the callant whose home was a 
hovel, and his Saturday's and Sunday's breeches one and the same, 
have smashed his fist in the nose of any Aristocrat (Heaven bless 
the mark !) who dared to dishonor the pretty flower that grew be- 
side his father's humble door ? Had he not pride in his sister's in- 
nocence, and is such pride the virtue of a helot, is such innocence a 
jewel worn on the forehead of a slave ? 

Tickler, Your loquacity borders on eloquence. Fire away. 

North. Did we find ignorance in," the huts where poor men lay?" 
No— the " auld clay biggins,"^ dim as they were with peatreek, were 
illuminated with knowledge — 

Tickler. Illuminated ! somewhat too fine a word — ^but I must not 
be too critical on the extemporaneous orator of the human race. 
Fire away, Kit. 

North. You and I have stood at the Elder's deathbed.* 

Tickler. We have — some threescore years ago— and yet there 
were a hundred good as he in the same wild moorland parish. 

North. We could remind one another of many a high history of 
humble worth, were we to stroll for an hour or two over that kirk- 
yard ! 

Tickler. Ay — that we could. Kit. Let us go next summer, and 
meditate among the tombs. 

North. That parish was, as it were, an epitome — 

Tickler, No— not an epitome, a fair specimen — 

North. Of Scottish rural life. And is there at this hour a siogle 
parish in braid Scotland, more virtuous than was the beautiful wil- 
derness in which thou and I, Tim, learned poetry and religion, to 
understand and to venerate the liberty of Nature, as it breathed and 
broke forth from the peasant's heart f 

Tickler. Not one. Its own dear self, I fear, is not what it was in 
that refulgent time — 

* llie aamc of? story in Wilson's Lights and Shadows of Scottish Lifu — M 
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North, Refiilgent ! Somewhat too strong a word, Timotliy ; but 
I must not be too critical — 

Tickler, Yes — ^I'efulgent. And it is by far too weak a word. 

North, God bless you — ^it is. Many of its black bright mosses 
are drained now, they say ; and I cannot well deny that no rational 
objection can be made to the change of heather-moor into clover- 
meadow ; thorn-hedges, in pretty circles, and squares, and oblongs, 
are green and bright now, I am told, where of old not so such as 
a crumbling gray stone wall enclosed the naked common ; nor in 
spite of the natural tears shed from the poor widow's eyes, can I for 
more than a minute at a time seriously lament that deep-uddered 
kine should now lazily low and browse where ragged sheep did 
once perseveringly bleat and nibble ; — single trees, that seem to 
have dropped from the sky, so quick their growth, now here and 
there hang their shadows, I have heard, over the band of reapers at 
their mid-day meal, where, when our " auld cloak was new," one 
single sickle sufficed for the sma' barley-rig, and the " solitary 
lowland lass" had to look for shelter from the sunshine beneath 
some rock in the desert ; and to that change, too, can I conform the 
feelings of my somewhat saddened heart ; — ^nay, groves and woods, 
the story goes, have girdled the stony hills where we two used to 
admire, all brightening by itself, the glorious Rowan-Tree, inde- 
pendent of the sun in its own native lustre ; and may never the 
swinging axe be heard in that sylvan silence, for I confess the supe- 
rior beauty, too, of the vesture that now decks the sides of those 
pastoral pyramids ; — the shielings that we used to come upon, like 
bird's nests, far up near the heads of the glens where the curlew 
bred among the rushes, have " been a* red awa' ;" nor is their place, 
if sought for, to be found in the solitude; and farmhouses, slated 
too I hear — ^for thatch, wae's me ! is fast falling out of fashion — now 
stand where no smoke was then seen but the morning mist ; and 
God forbid I should grieve that such like spots as these .should have 
their permanent human dwellings ;— mansions, in which rich men 
live, from upland swells overlook the low country far as the dim- 
seen spires of towns and cities that divide without diminishing the 
extent of the Great Plain through which rivers roll ; and of a surety 
pleasant 'tis to think of honest industry finding its reward in well- 
used wealth, that builds up the stately structure on the site of the 
cottage where its possessor was bom in poverty ; — gone, I know, is 
the old House of God, walls, roof, spire, and all — spire not so tall 
as its contemporary Pine-Tree — and the heritors have done well in 
erecting in its stead another larger kirk — ^with a tower — since they 
prefen-ed a tower to a spire — ^nor could they be wrong in widening: 
the burial-ground, that had become crowded with graves — though 
methinks they might have preserved, for sake of the memorial* 
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mink far witlihi it, some sacred stones of the soutli wall ;— oh, 
friend of my soul ! though all these changes seem to have been 
from good to better, and some of them such as in the course of time 
must almost of themselves have taken place, men only letting the 
laws of Nature have ** their own sweet will," yet such is th»^ pro- 
found affection I bear to the past, and such the tenderness with 
which my heart regards all that appertained to the scenes where it 
first enjoyed all its best emotions, that I could almost weep to 
think that my beloved parish is not now, even to the knoll of broom 
and the rill of hazels, in all the selfsame place which it was of 
old, when we walked in it up and down, through all seasons of 
the year to us equally delightful, as perfectly happy as spirits in 
Paradise ! 

Tickler, North, your picturesque is always pathetic ; but now for 
the practical application. 

North, I hate practical applications, except in cases of tetanus, a 
cataplasm to the soles of the feet, of — 

Tickler, Mustard and so forth. 

North, The virtues which we loved and admired during those 
happy days, were rooted inerddicably in the characters which some- 
times they somewhat severely graced, by the power of causes which 
had not any alliance, however remote, with those which are now 
thought, by too many persons, to be of such wondrous eflScacy in 
the formation of right principles and feelings, which, by-the-by, 
always grow together, and maintain through life their due propor- 
tion. Some of the means which are now so pompously set at appa- 
rent work to enlighten the minds of the people, and to emollify 
their mannei-s {mares), were then never dreamt of, even by the most 
visionary ; and yet their minds were as full of light, and their man- 
ners were as ftill of rurality, or sylvanity, or urbanity, as they will 
be found to be now with the dwellers in grassy fields, leafy woods, 
or stony towns. 

Tickler, And much more so. 

North, Then it will be found in the long run, that the attempt to 
elevate the character of a people by cheap publications, is very 
expensive. 

Tickler, Yery, 

North, A penny a-week is not, for a poor and industrious man, 
much to pay to a friendly society ; for his condition is always, from 
within and from without, exceedingly precarious ; and 'tis well to 
guard, at such sacrifices, sometimes no inconsiderable one, against 
the day in which no man can work. 

Tickler, Good. 

North, A penny paper fills the empty stomach with wind — oi lies 
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in it, in the shape of a ball ; and 'tis hard to say which is the wor«er, 
flatulence or indigestion. 

Tickler, Sometimes, no doubt, the small swallow is harmless, and 
sometimes even salutary; but, at the best, it cannot give much 
strength ; and, at the end of a year, the money would have been 
far better bestowed in purchasing some pecks of meal, or half a boll 
of potatoes. 

North, Or, ere the winter sets in, linsey-woolsey petticoats for the 
ditchers' daughters. 

Tickler, I doubt if any man, earning wages by ordinary hand- 
work, ever continued such subscnption through a twelvemonth. 

North, Never. They almost all give in within the quarter ; for 
they either get angry with themselves, on finding that they are not 
one whit the wiser from studying the Tatterdemalion— or, growing 
conceited, they aspire to write for it — and a rejected contributor will 
not condescend to be an accepted subscriber. 

Tickler, The word ** cheap*' is never out of some poor creatures' 
mouths — cheap bread, cheap law, cheap government, cheap religion. 

North, Ay, above all things else, they must have cheap religion. 
They grudge a fair price for heaven. 

Tickler, Charity, too, must be cheap. Give such relief to the 
poor as will just hold soul and body together — and when they part 
company, let the dissection of the pauper's carcass pay for its 
burial. 

North, "Why go to any unnecessary expense" on the birth, bap- 
tism, death, or funeral of any lump of clay ] The most illustrious 
man-howdie would be munificently rewarded by a guinea, for usher- 
ing into existence any man-child that it is possible to conceive ; 
and, for a mere lassie, there ought assuredly to be a drawback. 
There is something absolutely shocking in the idea, of fees to the 
gentleman in black for making a baby a Christian. If any one 
thing on this earth ought to be cheap, it should be the marriage 
ceremony, for marriage itself, in the long run, is apt to prove a most 
expensive business ; and, as interment consists mainly in digging a 
hole and filling it up again, that surely may be done for a mere 
nothing, in a country that has been so long overflowed by a cease- 
less influx of Irishmen, the best diggers that ever handled spade or 
shovel. A plain coflSin may be made of four rough deals, with a few 
second-hand nails to hold them together till the box reaches the 
bottom, and none but a madman would dream of studding it with 
extravagant brass knobs, bedecking it with a profuse plate of the 
same metal, and that again with a ruinous inscription, which no eye 
may read in the dark, so soon to be bedimmed with dark mould and 
the slime of worms. As for a hearse and six horses, large enough 
to contain, and strong enough to draw, ten tons of coals, or twenty 
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butts of porter, caparisoned witli plumage — and few things are 
dearer for their weight than feathers — all to convey an emaciated 
corpse that probably does not ride six stone, though the man might 
have once walked twenty — ^why, the custom is at once so preposter- 
ous, and so expensive, that the philosopher is at a loss to know 
whether he ought to laugh at the folly, or to weep at the waste — 
for his maxim on such matters is, ** if it be done at all, let it be done 
cheaply." 

{Enter Peter taith rizzars and cigars — he wheeh Ms venerahle 
3Iaster*s easy-chair to the accustofned nook, and then places 
S DUTHSIDB so as to foce the good old man — sets before each 
worthy his own little circular table, with its oion Argand lamp 
— rakes and stirs the fire into a roaring glow — and stumjps out, 
noiselessly closing behind him the double door, that looks like one 
of the numerous oak panels of the wall) 
Narth. Affectionate and faithful creature ! 

Tickler. Ha ! what worthies have we got here over the chimney 
piece? 

North {smiling). Who do you think 1 

Tickler {with a peculiar face). Wordsworth, with Jeffrey on the 
one side, and Brougham on the other ! 

North. How placid and profound the expression of the whole 
bard ! The face is Miltonic — even to the very eyes ; for though, 
thank Heaven, they are not blind, there is a dimness about the orbs. 
The temples I remember shaded with thin hair of an indescribable 
color, that in the sunlight seemed a kind of mild auburn — ^but now 
they are bare — and — nothing to break it — the height is majestic. 
No furrows — ^no wrinkles on that contemplative forehead — ^the sky 
is without a cloud — 

** The image of a port's soul, 
How calm ! how tmiiquil I how serene !" 

It faintly smiles. There is light and motion round the lips, as if 
they were about to discourse " most eloquent music." In my imagi- 
nationi that mouth is never mute — I hear it — 

" Murmuring by tho living brooks, 
A music sweeter than thrir own." 

Tickler. Is he wont so to sit with folded arms ? 

Nmth. 'Twas not his habit of old, but it may be now — ^there 
seems to my mind much dignity in that repose. He is privileged to 
sit with folded arms, for all his life long those hands have ministered 
religiously at the shrine of nature and nature's God, and the Priest, 
as age advances, may take his rest in the sanctuary, a voiceless 
worshipper. There is goodness in the great man's aspect — and 
while 1 look love blends with reverence. How bland ! The fea- 
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tares in themselves are almost stem — but most the humane spirit 
of the grand assemblage^ 

" Not hnrob, nor grating, but of amplest power 
To soften and subdue !** 

Tickler, Jeffrey has a fine face. Mere animation is common ; but 
those large dark eyes beam with intellect and sensibiUty — naturally 
finest both — alive perpetually and at work — yet never weary as if 
that work were play— and needed not the restoration of sleep. Wit, 
in its full acceptation, is a weighty word — and by it I designate the 
mind of the Man ! Taste in him. is exalted into Imagination — Inge- 
nuity brightens into Genius. He hath also Wisdom. But nemo 
om7iibus Jtoris sapit ; and he made an unfortunate stumble over the 
Lyrical Ballads. He has had the magnanimity, however, I am told, 
to repent that great mistake, which to his fame was a misfortune— 
and, knowing the error of his ways, has returned to the broad path 
of Nature and Truth. How nobly has he written of Crabbe and 
Campbell, and Scott and Byron ! Incomprehensible contradiction 
— the worst critic of Ijie age is also the best — but the weeds of his 
mind are dead — ^the flowers are immortal. He is no orator, they 
say, in St. Stephen's ; but that mouth, even on the silent paper, 
gives them the lie ; and I have heard him a hundred times the most 
eloquent of speakers.* His is a brilliant name in the literature of 
Scotland. 

North. It is — Francis Jeffrey. 

Tickler, Brougham in his robes ! Lord High Chancellor of Eng- 
land ! Stem face, and stalwart frame — and his mind, people say, 
is gigantic. They name him with Bacon. Be it so ; the minister 
he and interpreter of Nature ! Henry Brougham, in the eyes of his 
idolators, is also an Edmund Burke. Be it so ; at once the most 
imaginative and most philosophical of orators that ever sounded la- 
ment over the decline and fall of empires, while wisdom, listening to 
his lips, exclaimed, 

** Was ne'er prophetic sound so full of wo 1" 

North, Come— come. Tickler — ^none of your invidious eulogies on 
the Man of the People. 

Tickler, There he sits — a strong man — ^not about to run a 
race 

North, But who has run it, and distanced all competitors. 
There is something great. Tickler, in unconquerable and victorious 
energy 

Tickler, A man of many talents he — some of them seeming 
almost to be of the highest order. SwordHke acuteness — sunlike 
perspicacity 

* He failed as a Parliamentary speaker.— M. 
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NortJi, And sledge-hammer-like power. 

Tickler, There is a wicked trouble in his keen gray eyes 

North. No. Restless, but not unhappy. 

Wickler, Scorn has settled on that wide-nostrilled probo- 



JSorth. No. It comes and goes — the nose is benevolent. 

Tickler, Do you say there is no brass on that hard forehead 1 

North, I see but bone — and though the brain within is of intel- 
lect " all compact," the heart that feeds it bums with passions not 
anheroic. 

Tickler. King of them all — ambition. 

North. " The last infirmity of noble minds." 

Tickler, No — you misunderstand — ^you misrepresent Milton. He 
spoke of the love of fame. 

North. So do I. In Brougham — do him justice — the two pas- 
sions are one — and under its perpetual inspiration he has 

" Scorned delights, and Hved laborious days," 

till with all his sins, by friend and foe, he is held to be, in his char- 
acter of Statesman, the first man in England. 

Tickler. Are you fuddled ? 

North. Not to my knowledge; yet that champagne does effer- 
vesce in an old man's brain 

Tickler. And makes him utter confounded nonsense. 

North. No— no — no — my dear fdend, I am in sober sadness — and 
therefore I do not fear to ask you to look on — ^yonder picture. 

Tickler. Where] 

North. There! 

Tickler. Ay — ay — ay — I can not look on it — without a throb 
within my heart — a mist before my eyes — Sir Walter to the very 
life! 

North. Allan's. 

Tickler, Most admirable. 

North. The Minstrel — the Magician — the Man. 

Tickler. At times I cannot believe that he is dead. 

North. Nor I. He once showed me the place where he hoped 
his lB>nes would lie. 

Tickler. And do they? 

North, They do.* The people of Scotland could not have en- 
dured to lose them — no — not if he had died in the most distant land ; 
nor would his bones have rested in any sepulchre, though consecra- 
ted by a nation's tears, out of that dear region of the earth which 
his genius has glorified for ever. 

Tickler. All's well. 

North. How affectingly our friend Allan has strewn the silver 

lu Dryburgh Abbey, near his own Abbotsford, where he d^cd on the a\»l S«^\Bwfe«t ^VSa.,- -"VL 
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hwr along his magnificent forehead ! The face is somewhat aged 
— and it had hegun to look so a few years ago— before that, so 
healthful that it promised to filial eyes a long, long life. But there 
is a young expression of gladness in the eyes — ^unbedimm'd as^yet 
by any mortal trouble — the light of genius there being all one with 
that of gracious humanity — two words which, I feel, contain his 
character. 

Tickler. Surrounded with relics of the olden time ! 

North, Ay — as he looked on them how his imagination kindled ! 
At the sight of that Scottish spear, Flodden was before him — or 
Bannockbum. 

Tickler. These deer-hounds have missed their master. Oome — 
North. The picture is beautifully painted — ^no man who looks at it 
needs be sorrowfiil. 

North. All Scotland is sorrowful. 

Tickler. No — her hills and valleys are rejoicing in the sunshine. 
Scotland is not sorrowftil — though she has interred her greatest son. 
He will live for ever in the nation's heart. 

North. You remember Milton's Hues on Shakspere — 

*' What needs my Shakspere for hifl honorM bones, 
The labor of an age in piled stones ; 
Or that his hallowed relics should be hid 
Under a starry-pointing pyramid • 
Dear Son of Memory ! Great Heir of fame i 
What needst thou such weak witness of thy fame I 
Thou, in our wonder and astonishment. 
Hast built thyself a living monument.'' • 

That high feeling was natural in such a soul as Milton's ; but it 
would pass away, and the Poet of Paradise would have reverently 
regarded in his mind's eye a star-y-pointing-Pyramid over the Swan 
of Avon. A national monument is a depository of many thoughts — 
the gathered tribute of millions raises it — ^yet every man sees in it 
his individual feelings — and therefore the work is blest. " It is an 
expression of gratitude — an act of reverence." 

Tickler. The nation will do what is right. 

North. Homer represents Greece — Virgil, Italy — Cerv^tes, 
Spain — ^Voltaire, France — Goethe, Germany — Shakspere, England 
—and Scotland, he in whom we exult — ^he whom we deplore. I 
hope you admire the arrangement of my Martins ] 

Tickler. Eh] 

North. The noblest of all his works is Belshazzar's Feast. 

Tickler, They are all noble. I do admire the arrangement of 
your Martins; for so should the prodigious shadowing of Sin, 
Wrath, Judgment, and Doom, be all gathered together in their own 
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regit^n that expands and extends far, wide, and high into the pomp 
and grandeur — 

North, Don't mouth so. Martin is the King op the Vast. 

Tickler, Nineveh — Babylon — ^in our ears heretofore but names— 
now before our eyes cities — 

North, With all their temples renovated from the dust — ^unshorn 
their towery diadems — 

Tickler, Or settling down in the " gloom of the earthquake and 
eclipse." 

North, This great painter is said to repeat himself — ^and I am 
gl *d of it ; so does the rising and the setting sun. 

Tickler, Have you seen his Illustrations of the Bible ? 

North, They are lying on that table. Martin has shown in them 
th-it he has the finest feelings of beauty both in nature and in 
human life. " The fairest of her daughters, -Eve," stands before us 
in the only painted Paradise that ever reminded me of Eden. 

Tickler, What ! You have been there 1 

North, In sleep. 

Tickler, I would rather be in the Highlands. Have you Colonel 
Murray's Outlines ? 

North, No. What Colonel Murray ? 

Tickler, Son of Sir Peter — nephew of Sir George. 

North, What's their style of character ? 

Tickler, Why, that outline style of drawing and engraving, the 
adaptation of which to the faithful delineation of scenery of a bold 
and picturesque character, was so well exemplified a few years since 
by Mr. Robson.* 

North, One of the best landscape-painters of the age. 

Tickler, The Colonel is an admirable artist. He has given ug 
Loch Maree, the Scuji: of Egg, Loch Alsh, with Castle I)onnan, 
Kilchum Castle, and Loch Awe — 

North, " Child of loud-throated War I 

Now silent !" 

Tickler, Ben Venue and the Trosacs, Basaltic Scenery near 
Ra-na-haddon, Skye, the Red Head, Angus, Dunottar Castle, Coir- 
Urchran on the Tay, Killiekrankie, and ShehalHon — 

North, You pronounce those glorious names like a true Gael, like 
a Son of the Mist. 

Tickler, It is published in numbers — and deserves encouragement 
from all Scotland. The history and literature of the country are 

* G«orge Fennpy Robson, a fine dranghtpmnn and eminent painter in water-colors, devoted 
the profits of his first publication (a view of his nutive city of Durham) to a pedestrian journey 
ovrr the mr.st romantic scenery o\' Scotland. With Scoti's Lady of the Lake in his wallet, he 
wand.red over the mountains in summer and winter, sketching wherever a fine view caught hit 
attintion. His " Outlines of the Grampian Hills" were the fruits of these studies, as well as his 
*' Landscape Illttstrations of the Wavcrley NoveW- He died in 183a— M. 
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identified with the scenes represented, not hj casual or incidental 
allusions, but by a mode of illustration calculated to give a deeper 
and more lasting interest to the subjects and places. Each leaf of 
tho. descriptive letter-press being made applicable to the sketch 
which accompanies it— each subject is thus kept distinct— every 
number is complete in itself, and anj person maj select, at won« 
dcrMlj small expense, faithful likenesses and illustrations of those 
places which are endeared to him hj earlj recollections, or from 
the impressions they have produced on his mind in riper years. At 
present the work will be confined, I perceive, to all the remarkable 
places in Scotland north of Edinburgh. That division of it will be 
comprised in Twenty Numbers, but two shillings each — ^forming one 
volume, accompanied by copious references, indices, and a map, and 
will form the Illustrated Record of the North of Scotland. 

North, A MAGNUM OPUS, quod fdix faustumque sit. The Hur- 
rays are a noble family. And yonder lie eight Numbers of a work, 
in different style indeed, but illustrative of many of the same scenes, 
— ^** Select Views of the Lakes of Scotland from Original Paintings, 
by John Fleming, engraved by Joseph Swan, with Historical and 
Descriptive Illustrations, by John Leighton." It is published at 
Glasgow, a city of late years becoming as distinguished for genius 
and talent in the fine arts, as it has long been for integrity and 
enterprise in the pursuits of commerce. 

Tickler. I know it — I have it ; and the two works together bring 
the lakes and seas of Scotland, its woods, glens, and mountains, 
more vividly before my eyes, than any other works of art that I 
now remember. 

North. I have often admired Fleming's water-color landscapes in 
our annual exhibition here ; and Mr. Swan has by his burin done 
them ample justice. None of our southern neighbors should visit 
the Highlands without being possessed of both works. 

Tickler. Pray, what are the two green-board vols, perched pertly 
near your lug on the surbas ? 

North. " Wild Sports of the West." They contain many pic- 
turesque descriptions of the wildest scenery in Gonnaught, many 
amusing and interesting tales and legends, much good painting of 
Irish character, and the author is a true sportsman.* 

Tickler. That branch of our literature is in frill leaf. 

North. It flourishes. Lloyd, Hawker, and Mundy, are accom- 
plished gentlemen — and as for Nimro^ he is " The Great Historian 
of the IHcld." But I shall have an article on the vols, at my lug, 
probably in our next numbert — so I need not — 

* William Henry Mnxwel', once nn officer m the British army and then a heneficed t'lerjrymnn 
in Irelkud. Hia Stories of Waterloo, and other works of fiction, as well as his Life of Welling- 
ton, have been very popular.— M. 

t No such article appeared. Lloyd's Northern Sports, Colonel Hawker's work on Wild<duck 
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Tickler, Toss them over to me, and I shall put them into my 
pocket. 

North. Not so fast. I never lend books now — ^for, like Scotchmen 
who cross the Tweed, they never return home agam. 

Ti elder. And these others ? 

NortJi, Two truly delightful volumes — Characteristics of Women, 
Moral, Poetical, and Historical, with fifty Vignette Etchings, by 
Mrs. Jameson. Shakspere's Women ! 

Tickler, It used to be said by the critics of a former age, that he 
could not draw female characters. 

North, The critics of a former age were a pack of fools. 

Tickler, So are too many of the present. 

No7'th, And will be " of the future. All the ancient dramatists 
drew female characters well — especially Massinger. But Shak- 
spere has beautified the sex — 

Tickler, " Given perfume to the violets." 

North, Mrs. Jameson arranges all Shakspere's women into 
classes : — Characters of intellect — Portia, Isabella, Beatrice, Rosa- 
lind ; characters of passion and imagination — Juliet, Helena, Per- 
dita, Viola, Ophelia, Miranda ; characters of the affections — Her- 
mione, Desdemona, Imogen, Cordelia ; historical characters — 
Cleopatra, Octavia, Volumnia, Constance of Bretagne, Elinor of 
Guienne, Blanche of Castile, Margaret of Anjou, Katherine of 
Arragon, Lady Macbeth. 

Tickler, What a galaxy ! In every name a charm. In imagina- 
tion a man might marry nine tenths of them — a spiritual seraglio. 

North, My critiques on Sotheby's Homer seem to have been 
pretty well liked, though dashed off hurriedly, and I suppose they 
•were not without a certain enthusiasm. I purpose haranguing away 
in a similar style, for a few articles, on Mrs. Jameson's Shakspere. 

Tickler. Do. You are extravagant — ^not seldom absurd ; but still 
there is, I grant, a certain enthusiasm — 

North, Don't come over me with the Mocking-Bird. I have 
frequently observed, that whatever disparaging character a man 
carelessly sports of himself or writings, his common-place people 
forthwith adopt it as gospel ; and thus a modest person like myself, 
being taken at his own word, is estimated far below his great 
genius — 

Tickler, Hem! 

North, This most charming of all the works of a charming writer 
has revived in me my old love of the Acted Drama. I shall again 
be a Play-goer. 

Tickler. Heref 

Shooting, Mnndy'ii AilretitureB In India, »nd Nirarod's [Apperley] Contribations to the Utm 
ttue of Uie Turf and the Hunting-tii>ld, are weU known. -IL 
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North, Yes — here and in London, which I shall visit next spring— 
if alive ; and I am engaged, indeed, to dine on the 1st of May with 
my friend Allan Cunningham. 

Tickler, I shall be of the party. 

North, It is false and most unjust to living genius to say that 
there are now on the stage few or no great actors. There are as 
many as ever there were at any one era. Young has just retired ; 
but I trust to see him once or twice again ere I make my final 
exit — Macready is first-rate — ^Kean, in some characters, greater than 
GaiTick. 

TickUr, But the actresses ? 

North, A few — and there never were more than a few at any one 
time — are admirable. 

Tickler, Miss Tree I saw lately in Julia in the Hunchback, and 
she is a charming performer.* 

North, She is — but there are — The Three Fannys. 

Tickler, Eh? 

North, Miss Fanny Kelly — a woman of original genius — ^fine 
taste — strong intellect — and exquisite sensibility — equal to any part 
of passion.t 

Tickler, She is. 

North, Miss Fanny Kemble acts nobly, like a Poetess as she 
is — and equal to either of them in all things, and in some superior 
to both, is — our own Miss Fanny Jarman. Equal to either in power 
and pathos, and superior to both in grace, elegance, and beauty.} 
The Three are all as much respected for their virtues in private life, 
as they are admired for their genius on the stage. And that lends 
a charm to their impersonations of such characters as Imogen, Des- 
demona, Ophelia, and Cordelia, which is felt by every audience, 
and for the want of which no accomplishments can compensate. 
Enter Louisa, Harriet, and Helen, toith Hie tea-tray ^ ^c, i^ 

Tickler, Angels and ministers of grace ! 

North, One or other of you, my good girls, look in upon us now 

* EUen Tree, now Mrs. Charles Kean. bom in 1805, and for many years a leading actress in 
tfie lines of genteel comedy and youthful tragedy.— M. 

t Bliss Francis Maria Kelly, born in 1790, of whom (when in her prime) it was said "in gen- 
teel comedy she is more than. respectable ; in domestic tragedy, unrivalled ; and in opera, cap»> 
Ue of sastuning a firs^rate part, though not with first-rate powers." Charles Lamb complimcaat> 
•d her, in a sonnet, which concludes thus, 

" Your tears have passion in them, and a grace, 
A genuine freahness, which our hearts avow ; 
Your smiles are winds, whose ways we cannot trace, 
That vanish and return we know not how — 
And please the better from a pensive face, 
A thoughtful eye, and a refltHSting brow." 

Ifiss Kelly was niece to Michael Kelly, of whom, in his double capacity, of wine-merchant and 
opera-maker, Shpridan said that he was •' composer of wine and importer of music." — There wni 
Another Miss Kelly (Franct« H.) whose Juliet, some six-and-twen^ years ago, was conndored 
one of the most chHrming representations of that character.— M. 
4 Miss Jurman, now Mrs. Titman.— M« 
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and then, during the hour, to see if we require any of your services. 
God bless you. ( Tkey curtsy and retire^ 

Tickler, Eh? 

North, Sisters three — and daughters of the Grieve on my little 
property in Tweddale, on a visit at present to an uncle, gardener 
to our friend in Trinity Tower. My worthy housekeeper has a 
young party in her own room this evening, and these obliging 
creatures requested permission to be attendant nymphs on the old 
gentleman 

Tickler, They did not call you so ? 

North. Not to my face, Tim ; but depend on't, middle-aged men 
like us are thought as old as the hills by Miss in her Teens ; and 
as for these pretty creatures, I look on them as mere children. 
Such a sight as that is good for the eyesight. But pray, what 
were we talking about ? 

Tickler, Confound me if I remember. These witches have — 

North, You see that blue folio ] 'Tis the report from the Select 
Committee on Dramatic Literature, with Minutes of Evidence. I 
glanced over it this afteraoon, along with Mr. Bulwer's excellent 
speech on moving the appointment of the said Select Committee.* 
Have you studied the Question ] 

Tickler, What Question 1 

North, That of the patents granted to the Two Great Theatres 
for the performance of the Drama. 

Tickler, Not I — ^but let us study while we discuss it. I know no 
better method of mastering any subject. I forget what you were 
going to say ? 

North, How would you define or describe the " regular drama 1" 

Tickler, The regular drama is — ^is — the regular drama is — ^that 
drama which comprehends — or say rather which excludes all dra- 
matic perform — ^performances — ^that is compo— stop, I must correct 
myself — the regular drama may, I think, be defined to be that — 
no — described — as that which — nay, let me perpend — why, after 
you — if you please, Kit — ^for you have been ruminating on the 
subject. Pray, North, let me ask you — my good fellow — ^before 
we go any farther, how would you define or describe the regular 
drama ? 

North, I see nothing that can be either added or taken away 
from the truly Aristotelian definition which you have now given of 
it ; and everything democratic not included within the terms thereof, 
may be philosophically pronounced to belong to the irregular drama. 

Tickler. Having settled that point, which is at once nice and 

* It was B 111 wpr who obtained a pnrliamentnry committef*, to inquire into the laws a£fecdn|| 
the drains, and broke down the monopoly of the patent theatres, and who afterwards carried 4 
^11 to grant stnge copyiijsht to written and publlfihcd dramas.— If. 
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knotty, we may proceed to overhaul the minutes of evidence, and 
judge of its beaiing on the general question of the patents. 

North. Would that worthy Mr. Winston* had had the benefit of 
hearing your admirable definition before he was badgered by the 
Select. " What do you consider is meant by the regular Drama ]*' 
asked one of the inquisitors. And the veteran Ex-Manager of the 
Haymarket replied, " The regular Drama I consider to be Tragedy 
and Comedy, and every thing on the stage,*' — " What ! Burletta ]" 
— " Yes ; because Tom Thumb was played in the regular theatres^ 
and is printed and called a Burletta." — " What do you consider a 
Burletta to be ]** — " Recitative and singing ; no speaking whatever ; 
THE Golden Pippin is a strong specimen of it — and Olympus in an 
Uproar.** — " Is Olympus in an Uproar the regular Drama ?** — 
"Yes; for it is played, at the regular theatres, and played under 
license.** — " Do I understand you to include every stage representa- 
tion ?** — " Yes — the regular Drama iiwlvdes everything.** 

Tickler. Very sensible. 

North. One of the Select then asks Mr. Winston what he " con- 
siders to be not the regular drama ?** At that he shakes his head, 
and says, " I do not know ; that is a very difficult thing to ascer- 
tain J** but plucking up com*age, he adds, ** if they can play every 
thing, then every thing is the regular drama.** 

Tickler. So in a regular drama there is no need for the performers, 
unless they like it, to utter a single word. 

North. None in the world. 

Tickler. And Tom Thumb, the Golden Pippin, and Olympus in 
an Uproar, are all strong specimens of the regular drama 1 

North. Samsons. Mr. Winston is then asked if "tumbling be^ 
the regular drama V* and his silence speaks consent. So, of course, 
must be dancing and swinging on the rope. 

Tickler. Why go into particulars ? Did he not say the regular 
drama included " every thing ?** 

North. But he qualifies that somewhat sweeping assertion ; for, 
on being asked, "Are lions the regular drama?** he answers 
promptly and firmly, "No, I should consider not; not lions, cer- 
tainly.** 

Tickler. Well, well — though there may perhaps be some slight 
difference between Mr. Winston's definition and mine of the regu« 
lar drama, they seem to agree on the main points ; so et*3 to the 
general question of the patents. 

North. It is well stated by Mr. Bulwer to be this — " How far is 
it expedient for the public, that privileges and enactments of this 
monopolizing description should be continued V* 

, • Mr. Winston who onco had mwiaged the Haymarket, an 1 was Treasurer of Dritry Lane The* 
Use, for several years. Hu finally b^sauie Secretary of the G.trrick Club in LoodoiL-^ 
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TtcJcler, Wliaf privfleges and enactments ? 

North, Why— -to use the words of Mr. Bulwer — by a late decis- 
ion of the Lord Chancellor, it seems that all performances worthy 
the attendance of persons pretending to a reasonable degree of edu- 
cation — all performances, except those of the most mountebank and 
trumpery descnption, fit only for the players of Bartholomew Fair, 
are to be considered as infringements of the law, and as subjecting 
those who assist in them to serious penalties. 

Tickler. Pray, what, generally speaking, is the character of the 
Minor Theatres 'i 

North. More or less respectable. 

Tickler, Clear and explicit. 

North, And can there be a doubt that their character would be 
elevated by lawful liberty to enact the regular drama ? 

Tickler. " To be or not to be — that is the question." 

North, There is much difference of opinion among the witnesses 
as to the comparative adaptation of large and small theatres for 
general dramatic effect. Charles Kemble (one of the proprietors of 
Covent Garden Theatre) argues with much ability in favor of very 
large ones, such as Covent Garden and Drury Lane. The same 
plays, acted by ,the same performers on alternate nights, at the 
IJaymarket and the Opera House, paid better by o£200 or o£300 ^t 
the larger than at the smaller. 

Tickler. That proves nothing. 

North. Mind, the smaller was not half full. 

Ticlder. Ho— Ho— then it would seem to prove a great deal. 

North, Mathews the Admirable, whose amusing and ingenious 
evidence, however, is far from convincing on the general merits, 
treated the Select with John Kemble*s opinion, delivered as if by 
John himself; for, quoth Charles, " I can never repeat a conversa- 
tion, unless I do it in the style of the person who gave it." 

Tickler. rare Charles Mathews ! He becomes the original with 
such intensity, that the original seems to dwindle into an imperfect 
and ineffectual imitation of his own self. You cannot allow the 
original original, after you have seen and heard Charles in him, to 
perform himself; he looks so very tame ; he wants that brilliance, 
which bums round and about his creative doubleganger ; and the 
wisest thing he can do is to become, in the critic's row in the pit, an 
ecstactic admu-er of his own perfections.* 

North. " It is a common complaint," quoth Charles as John, " to 
speak about the size of the Theatres; the Public will tell you they 

* This is n vrry accurnte description of the extrnordiniry ability with which the late Charles 
Mathews tlirew himself as it wero-, into what ver personal imitation he chose to gire. Among 
the pprsonntions which he sometimes gavd in private circles, but never, I believe, on the BtRge, 
were Tate Wilkinson, the eccentric M^inager of the York theatre^ and Charles Ma c klin , who mil 
lh6«7ed how the part of Sbylock should be played.^M. 

Vou v.— 13 
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like small Theatres; «>, they lie! they likcflarge Theaties. They 
go to the Opera, because it is a large Theatre ; and when my sister 
and myself, and Mr. Cooke, acted in Henry the Eighth, when wo 
acted at the King's Theatre, we played to c£600 ; and when we 
went over to the Theatre opposite, we never got c£200 t«) the same 
play." 

Tickler, " Sir, they lie !" Christopher North in Charles Mathews 
in John Kemble in Samuel Johnson. 

North, One of the Select says, that he can perfectly well under- 
stand that there are certain sorts of representations which can only 
be represented in large Theatres, such as pantomimes, melodramas, 
and spectacles, and things of that sort ; but Charles Kemble rather 
sharply replies — " Excuse me ; I think, with respect to melodramas 
and pantomimes, it is a mistake to suppose they can be better acted 
at large than at small Theatres. Indeed, I think a pantomime may 
be better acted in a small Theatre than in a large one ; because 
those changes which are necessary for the great success of a panto- 
mime, are much more easily effected in a small Theatre than in a 
large one. With respect to melodramas, they do not depend for 
success entirely on splendor. On the contrary, I should say the most 
successful melodramas have been those which depend on strong ex- 
citement in the story or incidents of the piece ; for without these, 
all the splendor in the world will do nothing, either in a large or in 
a small Theatre. Splendor alone does nothing, or next to nothing, 
to the success of a piece." 

Tickler, Well said, Charles Kemble. One of the most delightful 
sights in this world. North, is a fine melodrama. Wiseacres, prigs, 
sumphs, and your general blockheads, abuse such beautiful spec- 
tacles ; yet even they are not insensible to their fascination, as may 
be seen in the glaring stare of their gi'eat goggle eyes devouring the 
stage. That the Public loves the melodrama, is a proof that she ia 
not so prosaic a Public as she seems to be when in the act of read 
ing through the advertisements in a morning newspaper. 

No7'th. Worthy soul ! she has some poetry in her after all — some 
imagination — some perception of moving grace or skill — an eye and 
a heart — a soul — ^for the fairy of world -enchanted Cloudland and its 
floating inhabitants. I too, Tim, do dearly love the melodrama. 

Tickler. What farther sayeth the deponent ? 

North, That there are certain plays which require enlarged 
space — ^for example, Coriolanus, Julius Csesar, and Macbeth. 

Tickler, All tragedies that involve magnificence in the grouping 
of the characters, in the incidence of the events, in the scenic shows 

North, Just so ; whereas dramas of a humbler, of a domestic, of 
more familiar kind, such as the Hunchback 

Tickler, A beautiful play. 
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North, Very — may be as effectively perfonned, or perhaps more 
8o, in a theatre of very moderate size. 

Tickler, Plain as a pikestaff 

Nortli, Mr. Macready's opinion coincides M^ith Mr, Kemble's. He 
tells us that he finds it much easier to act in a small theatre than in 
a large one, and that for merely domestic scenes and simple dia- 
logue, when there is nothing of pomp and circumstance attending it, 
be should prefer a small theatre ; but as for Shakspere's Plays, that 
very few of them can be found which can have due effect given 
therb in a small theatre. Even the Haymarket he thinks hardly 
large enough to allow a fair acting of Shakspere's Plays. In scenes 
where only two persons have been on the stage — and one of these 
Kean — he thought nothing about the size of the house ; but when a 
great number occupied the stage, he felt the want of space and too 
great proximity of the performers. 

Tickler, What say Young and Kean ? 

North, Mr. Young does not appear at all.* 

Tickler, Extraordinary ! iPhe finest actor on the stage — Ultimfia 
Romanorum, So must all have felt who ever saw him in Bratus. 

North, Mr. Kean prefers a large stage — ^Drury-Lane. He thinks 
the intellect becomes confined by the size of the theatre — that in a 
larger one the illusion is better preserved — that the illusion is 
heightened by the somewhat diminished appearance of the perfor- 
mers — and that any actor, with a good enunciation, may be heard 
as well at Drury-Lane as any theatre in the world— even in the 
one-shilling gallery — if the gods will but be silent 

Tickler. And not keep perpetually performing " Olympus in an 
Uproar." 

North, That an eye of average power can perfectly well distin- 
guish the play of the countenance at that distance — and that there 
is this other very material consideration, that the faults of the actor 
are less observable 

Tickler, Pray, how is that ? Beauties all distinct, defects all hid- 
den — ^how is that, pray ] 

North, Ask Mr. Kean. You know Dowton ? 

Tickler, Well — a first-rater of the Old School.t How deponeth 
Dowton 1 

North, " I am astonished," quoth Mister W^illiam, " at Mr. Kean's 
opinion ; because, when I am told that actors can be as well seen 
in Drury-Lane Theatre as in a smaller one, I can as well believe 
you can hang a cabinet picture on the top of that tower, and say, 

* Charles Youn|f, who mnde his dehtit in 1798, and is yet in v-gorous old nge, was eupt'rior, in 
the part of Kienzi (in Miss Miiford's play), to any actor who hn^ playni it. He wjis (me oJ the 
best of the second rate actors—alwayii rt'ly^ng on hid judginrnt, never trusting 10 Ins t<:eIi2igo; 
acting from the head rather than thH heart. — M. 

t William Dowton's Falstnff and Sir Anthony Absolute were uo-vct ^.^^^^l\\^^^. ^v^^NSa^ ksEOSt- 
k»,bxhi» decJiae^ too late to ibow more than tlie rejection oC vrWt, ^e \vA)i\»e&\i.— VL 
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* Do you observe those beautiful touches— do you observe its lights 
and shadows ? No— I cannot see it at all/ This is my opinion as 
to the stage. Give me a theatre of moderate size, where you can he 
natural^ 

Tickler, That ** must give us pause." 

North, Mr. Dowton is then asked whether Mr. Kean's acting is 
the more effective at Drury-Lane or Covent-Garden, or in a small 
theatre in the country ? And he says, " much more to my satisfac- 
tion in a small theatre in the country.*' He thinks that even a 
play like Julius Ceesar could be much better performed in a theatre 
of the size of the Haymarket, than in one of far greater dimensions 
— ^not only as regards the merit of one actor, but the whole body of 
performers, if they have any pretensions to acting at all. It was 
said by John Kemble, that about two-thirds of the audience at Co- 
vent-Garden could see and hear well, and Mr. Dowton is much of 
his opinion with regard to that ; hear they may, for the actor knows 
he must be heard-, and will bawl. 

Tickler. And if he bawl, that third who could not otherwise have 
heard him, must be wonderfully delighted with his bawl, softened 
ere it reach their ears into a sound not a little extraordinary, but 
still a bawl ; for believe me, a bawl will be a bawl to doomsday, to 
whatever distance it may be projected by the action of mortal lungs, 
and of the organs of hihuman speech. 

North, Then the two-thirds who would have heard the unfortu- 
nate man, or still more wretched woman, had he or she spoke natu- 
rally, must be placed immediately under the unbated bawl, and 
thence an inevitable universal headache. 

Tickler, Yet, North, I love a large theatre. My friend Beazley, 
an architect of the first eminence,* asserts that a very large theatre 
may be so scientifically constructed, that articulate sounds shall 
most audibly circle its entire extent ; and how far off was heard the 
whisper of the Siddons ! 

North, Could we imagine one of Shakspere's greatest tragedies 
performed, in all its great parts, by consummate actors, in an im- 
mense overflowing house, so finely constructed, that every auditor 
felt possessed of the ear of Dionysius, then, Tickler, would the 
manager " give the world assurance of a play J* 

Tickler, But performers, with feeblish faces that must frown, 
punyish figures that must strut, and squeakyish voices that must 
crack, before they can be at all tragical, on a large stage, may act 
very naturally and effectively in one of a corresponding size, and 
prove their popularity by bumper benefits. 

* Samuel Beazley was a London architect, who had built acveral theatres* and written a 
good many plays. A novel called ** The Ruuc," in which there are many luxurious dt:scriptioufl^ 
•everal warm aoenea, and a great deal of doubtful morality, was wxitfeen by Mr. fieazluy.— M. 
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North, The trutli^is, that genius will achieve its highest triumphs 
alike, on stages of all sizes, from that of Co vent-Garden, down even 
to the mud floor of a harn. 

Tickler, Illusion ! Did not Garrick, in his every-day clothes, in 
a small parlor, with such terrihle transformation assume the sudden 
insanity of a mother, out of whose arms her child had fallen from a 
window, and been dashed to pieces before her eyes, that womeik 
fainted in horror at his feet, on " acting of that dreadful thing ]" 

North, Good. And had he come on a stage, wide as a wilder- 
ness, hearts far remote in the galleries as in the clouds, would have 
beat 

" At every flash of his far«-beaniing eye.'* 

Tickler, Good. 

North, Mr. Mathews and I are at one when he s^ys, that the 
magnificence of the style of John Kemble and his sister were seen 
to as great effect in a large theatre as in a small one ; but there are 
a great number of persons wliose countenance alone carries them to 
small theatres, for they cannot be seen to the same advantage in a 
large one. But Charles adds wisely, " I never heard that objection 
stated during a fashion to run after every thing attractive ; I never 
heard any people say they could not see Miss O'Neil ; she was a 
beautiful actress, and every body admired her*' 

Tickler, All the world, and his wife. 

North, My esteemed friend then observes, that he finds " all the 
people who go in ivith orders, say the theatres are far too large, but 
those who pay for their admission are good-tempered." 

Tickle?; Our provincial theatres, compared with the great London 
ones, are all small-7-yet 

North. Except that in Glasgow. It is of the same class as 
Covent-Garden but of peculiar construction. It may be divided 
into three parts ; in one you cannot hear, in another you cannot see, 
and in the third you can neither see nor hear. I remember once 
sitting alone in the third division — and never before or since have I 
had such a profound feeling of the power of solitude. 

Tickler, I say, our provincial theatres are all of moderate size; 
yet when stars appear, are they not worshipped ? All our great 
performers have trod the Edinburgh stage; and there has been 
" hush as deep as death," followed by peals of thunder. 

North. And where else than on provincial boards have great per- 
formers been bred ] 

Tickler. Has this discussion any drift ? 

North, Oh, yes. Without joining the cry against the size of the 
gi'eat London theatres, I for one am clear for putting an end to 
their monopoly of the regular drama. In theatres of a smaller size, 
it may be, and has been, acted as effectively as m \\ieai \ ^\!l^ ^-x:^^ 
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rienco alone can decide whether with Freedom of Trade it will 
flourish or decay. 

Tickler. It has not flourished under Patents — without them it may. 

North, Sir Charles Wetherell would not listen with patience to 

'' any proposed change in the Close System, nor agree to Mr. Bul- 

wer's motion, unless he could prove to him that the multiplication 

of theatres will " give us anotlier Shakspere and Ben Jonson, and 

restore the golden age of Dramatic Literature.*' 

Tickler. That was rather a little unreasonable in our most exccl- 
^ lent friend. 

North. Rather. Another Ben Jonson may be imagined — though 
one is quite enough ; but Mr. Bulwer expressed no hope of being 
able, by any efforts of his in Parliament, to produce another Shak- 
spere. 

Tickler, Nor yet so far as I have heard, to restore the Golden 
Age. 

North, Not he ; but seeing the regular drama in a languishing 
condition at the Great Houses, and, as Sir Charles himself says, 
** Lions and Tigers, and Cameleopards, and, in fact, the whole of 
Noah's Ark trotted up and down the stage," he thinks, that were 
there several moderate-sized theatres judiciously set down in the 
Mighty Metropolis, such would be the resort to them of respectable 
and well-educated people, that they would always be able to engage, 
and would sometimes probably produce, excellent actors ; and that 
thus a permanent love of the regular drama (along with an occa- 
sional passion for the irregular) would be created, and more encour- 
agement given than at present to men of genius to write for the 
stage. 

Tickler. I should have voted for Mr. Bulwer's motion. 

North. Charles Kemble has no doubt, that along with the patents 
would go the very life of the Two Great Theatres. 

Tickler, I should be sorry for that — ^but they could be vanquished 
only by better houses — and the public would in that case gain by 
the death. 

North. His arguments are ably put, but to me they appear incon- 
clusive. He says " that the new theatres would bribe away certain 
individuals of acknowledged talent and celebrity," (and he adds, 
parenthetically and pathetically, " God knows they are too few !") 
** but those few would be scattered then in half a dozen different 
theatres, instead of being collected in one or two ; and the perfect 
tion of a play depends extremely on the talent you get into it." 

Tickler. No doubt it does. 

North. The conclusion he draws from these premises is, that the 
Great Theatres would be ruined, and at the same time the smaller 
ones good for nothing. 
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Tichhr. Whew ! 

North, If one first-rate actor could not support a small theatre, 
and if, as Mr. Kemble thinks, only one at the most could be got, 
iben, in a very short time indeed, the small theatres woidd be 
changed into conventicles — and Covent-Garden and Drury-Lane, 
after transient obscuration, efifulge, like suns, brighter from eclipse. 
He says that a long time would elapse before the legitimate drama 
could be adequately represented in one of those theatres ; and 1 say, 
that, if so, .the public could not wait a long time, and the actors of 
genius and celebrity, that had been bribed away, would return to 
theirJTormer spheres. 

Tickler, I have the highest esteem for Charles Kemble, but I 
fear you are right. 

Narth, Neither will he admit that the competition of the new the- 
atres would bring forward new actors of talent or genius. " If,** says 
he, " you divide the little talent there is among us into a great nuir^ 
ber of theatres, you will be worse served." 

Tickler. Whew! 

North. There would not be a great number of theatres ; nor does 
any body suppose, that, by dividing a given quantity of talent, and 
that quantity little, you will make it great. It is to talent not yet 
displayed, not yet bom, that the stimulus of competition will be ap- 
plied 

Tickler, Don't dwell longer on that point, or you will ^^ prosier 
than you may suspect. Keep moving. 

North, " It is not the increase of theatres," cries Charles, with 
great animation, "that will give you an increase of fine actors. The 
qualifications of a fine actor are a gift that God gives, and they are 
not to be multiplied as theatres may be." 

Tickler, That is very spunky — but whence ai-ise fine actors but 

from theatres ] John Kemble — Sarah Siddons 

, Nwth. Don't get prosy, Tim. Mr. Kemble then says that many 
of the smaller London theatres have acted the legitimate drama in 
defiance of all law ; but that we do not see those results which the 
advocates for minor theatres seem to calculate on — we have not 
seen that great actors have arisen in them. 

Tickler, A manifest sophism. Those theatres have indeed occa- 
sionally acted the legitimate drama (some of them never have), but 
in defiance of law ; and is it to be expected, that, under such uncer- 
tainty and peril, and even discredit, great or good actors are to arise ? 

North, Mr. Kemble even goes the length of denying that there 
is any demand for any other theatres. If the public call for them, 
there is good reason he allows, for answering the public ; but the 
present demands are got up, he asserts, by a set of interested ad- 
venturers and speculators, who have nothing to lose, and think the 
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best course they can pursue is to ruin those whom they think have. 
Some have already become bankinipt. 

Tickler, In that case then he has little to fear. But great thea»- 
tres, alas ! become bankrupt too — 

** The paths of gloi-y lead to the Gazette." 

NortJt, Mr. Charles Kemble, however, though arguing through- 
out under a strong bias, is a man of honor j and on this question 
being forcibly pressed upon him, " Do you not think that the culti- 
vation of a taste for the drama, which would be favored by the in- 
creased number of theatres having the power to exercise the legiti- 
mate Drama, would more than make up for any loss you might 
sustain by competition ?" He answers with laudable candor, " If I 
speak conscientiously, which I wish to do, I should think they might 
prove a nursery ; that it is probable that in a length of years, if the 
number of theatres were restricted to a reasonable number, and those 
theatres were only allowed to act the legitimate Drama, and that 
there might be none of those spurious entertainments given" — (no, 
no, my dear Charles, that would be a most unfair restriction, while 
spurious entertainments were allowed in the great theatres) — " then 
I agree that the Drama might be improved, and in course of years 
we might expect to have eleves, who would fully replace the good 
actors we have now." 

Tickler. What says Mathews ? 

North, To my utter astonishment and dismay, that permission to 
perform the legitimate drama at other theatres besides the two pat- 
ent ones, and the Haymarket, ** would in the course of a very short 
time brutalize the drama.** 

Tickler. I am dumbfounded. How feel you at that discharge ? 

North, As if a bullet had gone through my head. 

Tickler. In at one ear, and out at the other, without touching tho 
brain. 

North. Nevertheless, I would fain try a fall with this Charles ; 
but I feel fatigued with my tussle with the other strong man, so 
must retire from the ring ; though it forces me to eat my heart to 
see the castor of such a customer flunk up without my pitching in 
after it my vemon. 

Tickler, I take. 

North, The Drama, I fear, is in a bad way, Tim, in London ; and 
if so, it can not be very flourishing in the provinces. Mr. Mathews 
acknowledges that fashion is fatal to it. " I meet young gentlemen 
now," he says, " who foi-merly used to think it almost a crime not to 
go to the theatre ; but they now ask, * whereabouts is Covent-Gar- 
den Theatre ]' although the same people would faint away, if they 
thought they had not been to the Italian Opera. If they are asked 
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whether they have seen Kean or not lately, they will say, * Kean 1 
Kean ? No. Where does he act ? I have not heen there these 
three years/ Formerly, it was the fashion to go to the theatre ; 
but now a lady can not show her face at table next day, and say 
ehe has been at the theatre. If they are asked whether they have 
been at Oovent-Garden or Drury Lane, they say, * Oh, dear, no ! I 
never go there^ — it is too low !* " 

Tickler, Taglioni, I am told, is a seducing Sylph — Heberl^ a 
dangerous Dryad. They dance you into a delirium. 

North, And the German Opera is divine. 

Tickler, Those morning, forenoon, afternoon, evening, and mid- 
tiight concerts, private and public, are sadly against play-going. To 
say nothing of dejeunes prolonged from meridian to twilight, and 
dinners of countless courses^ 

North, Gaming tables in drawing-rooms, parlors, boudoirs, hedr 
rooms. 

Tickler, Lord ! not in bedrooms — 

North, Yes, even so. There is nothing too good or too bad, too 
beautiful or too ugly — 

Twkler, Ugsome. 

North, That Fashion and Folly will not fix on with a mad desire, 
till all at once the passion sickens and dies, and "off to some other 
game they both together fly !" 

Tickler, Mathews is right here — ^if wrong there. 

North, " I remember the time," saith the green and glorious vet- 
eran (he has been nearly forty years on the stage), " when it was 
no shame to go to see the legitimate drama ; but it is now." "But," 
asks one of the Select, " do you not think that may be the result of 
the acting not being sufficiently good ]" " I want to know when the 
actors have not been sufficiently good FOR them ?" 

Tickler, Spoken like a man. 

North, " It was the fashion," he adds, " to go and see Miss O'Neil 
for a season ; and Mr. Kean for a season ; if they were real and 
sincere admirers of those actors, they would have followed them ; 
but we found that theatres at which they acted, dropt down from 
c£600 to de200." 

Tickler, There are lamentably few sincere admirers of any thing 
admirable in this world. 

North, You know old George Colman 1 

Tickler, No. 

North, You have read his "Broad Grins?" 

Tickler, No. Eye and nose shrunk from the dunghill in disgust. 

North, He holds under the Lord Chamberlain the office of Exam* 
iuer of all theatrical entertainments. 

Tickler, That is sufficient of itself to damn the drama. 
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North, He was sworn, he gravely tells us, in Febniaiy, 1824^ 
" to take care that nothing should be introduced into plays which ia 
profane or indecent, or morally or politically improper for the stage." 

2\ckler, I see no use, in his case, of such an oath .• I presume 
were he to suffer any thing of the sort to defile a play — profanity or 
indecency I mean — ^lie would be dismissed and lose his salary ; and 
that fear, being of this world, would be likely to be as operative on 
the hoary-headed perpetrator of the filth of " Broad Grins," as the 
reverence of ariy oath regarding merely the life to come. 'Twas a 
needless profanation of the Prayer-book or Bible. 

North, The dotard has become intolerantly decent in hid old age ; 
80 pious, that he shudders at the word " angel" in a play ! " The 
Committee have heard of your cutting out of a play the epithet 
• angel' as applied to a woman ?" 

Tickler. Nay — that must be calumny on Colman. 

North, No. George, as Mawwonn, cantingly, and yet, I doubt 
not, leeringly replies, " Yes, because it is a woman, I grant, but it 
is a celestial woman. It is an allusion to the scriptural angels, which 
are celestial bodies. Every man who has read his Bible understands 
what they are ; or if he has not, I will refer him to Milton." 

Tickler, Well, I did not know till now that there is a man in Eng- 
land who denies that a human woman — a female woman, as the 
sailors say — is an angel. Is the old sinner — 

North, We are all old sinners. 

Tickler, True, Is the old sinner serious when he insinuates, that 
a human female is not a celestial creature ? 

North, He seems so— stupidly and doggedly serious. 

Tickler, Does the aged docken deny that she is a "celestial 
body ?" 

North, He does. 

Tickler, Fie on the old Eunuch. 

North, He utters a falsehood when he says that every man who 
has read his Bible understands what the scriptural angels are ; no 
man understands what they are ; they are a mystery. But note the 
impudence of the hypocrite, " If he has not, I will refer him to Mil- 
ton." That is, " if he has not read his Bible ;" and this language ia 
used sarcastically to the member of the Select Committee who was 
courteously inten-ogating the Broad Griuner. 

Tickler, I trust not courteously. 

North, His impudence is only less than his ignorance, in referring 
his questioner to Milton, in proof of the scriptural angels being ce- 
lestial women. That gentleman mildly remarks.. "Milton's angeni 
are not Ladies. Instead of blushing, he brazens it out, and replies, 

♦ No man has introduced more swearing and nxplctiyes, into actor's mouth", than this souM 
Colman did— in his own plays I— JiL 
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*' No — Dut some scriptural angels are Ladies — I helieve^* — showing 
that he is as ignorant of his Bible as of Milton. Tiien how his pro- 
fanity breaks out pettishly in the word *' Ladies /" That word was 
quite right in the mouth of his questioner, for he was a gentleman 
and a Christian, and in his mind the ideas of angels and ladies have 
always been united as the beings themselves are in nature. But 
with his awful and reverential feelings with regard to all " scriptural 
angels," it was shocking in the author of Broad Grins to call them 
in the same breath ^* Ladies** — in his mouth an equivocal term— even 
wlien provoked to do so by the exposure of his shameful ignorance 
of the Book on which he had sworn. Ladies ! he must have been 
thinking of the Saloons. 

Tickler, You are too severe, Kit. 

North, Not a whit. — He also says insolently, and with his reli- 
gious belief, impiously, " I do not recollect that / strnck out an an- 
gel or two, but most probably I have at some time or other.'* This 
affectation of a profound religious spirit in such a man, and on such 
an occasion, is at first ludicrous, and then loathsome — and I have 
thought it worthy of castigation, my good Timothy, for it is a nau- 
seous habit of hypocrisy now-a-days to pretend to discern evil in the 
use of the most harmless and amiable expressions which a fine spirit 
of humanity may not only have justified, but consecrated ; and of 
them all, not one is there more delightful in the dreams it awakens 
of brightness, beauty, goodness, innocence, and bliss, than " angel," 
when applied, as it is, by the whole Christian male population of tho 
earth to all the unpolluted daughters of Eve. 

Tickler. Why, Kit, you have given me an absolute sermon — ^but 
your doctrine, though sweet, is, I fear, scarcely sound. You are not 
orthodox. 

North, I am orthodox. But let me give grinning Geordie an- 
other punch. He says, " an angel is, I grant, a woman, but it is a 
celestial woman." Now here again he shows that he has not read 
his Bible. "Some Scriptural angels," he also admits, "are ladies". 
They are not only women, but ladies. Now, he mistakes the mat- 
ter most entirely ; they may be said, in the Bible, to be females, 
but certainly not women. In short, women are angels, but angels 
aie not women. A woman, though human, being universally ad- 
milted all over the world, with the single exception of George Col- 
man, to be an angel, is, in rerum naturd, by participation celestial, 
too ; but an angel, though celestial, being universally admitted all 
over the world, with the exception of George Colman, to be no 
woman, is not, in rerum naturdy by participation human ; so that 
woman has the superiority over angel — only the one dwells on earth, 
and the other in heaven. 

Tickle. What must George the Grinner think of the famous 
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debate among the doctors of the dark ages on the theological qties* 
tion, " How many angels could dance on the point of a needle V 

North. He would faint like a young lady suspected of having been 
at Covent-Garden Theatre. 

Tickler, In what play is it said, or is it said in any play, that a 
person " played the fiddle like an angel ]" 

North. I forget — ^but it is very wicked. " Supposing," asks the 
committee-man, " you were to leave the word • angel* in a play or 
farce, will you state your opinion as to the effect it would liave on 
the ptihlic mind ?" Colman — " It is impossible for me to say what 
effect it would have ! I am not able to enter into the breasts of 
every body who might be in the gallery, pit, or boxes. 

Tickler. Poor devil ! 

North. Mr. MoncrieflF, in his examination, says, "Mr. Colman 
has been rather particular — very capricious — he would not let one 
mention the word * thighs' in the Bashful Man — ^he said those were 
indecent.^* 

Tickler. " Drawn from the thighs of mighty cherubim." 
Milton. Are " those indecent ]" 

North. " His cuisses on his thighs." 

Shakspere. Are " those indecent !" 

Tickler. Are hips indecent % 

North. No— nor haws. 

Tickler. The man's mind, we shall hope, is rather diseased than 
depraved. 

North. The Queens of Spain, you know, have no legs. 'Tis 
high treason to say they have. And were a poet in that kingdom 
to praise the ankles of his young female sovereign, he would be 
broken on the wheel. 

TifMer. I wonder what old Colman thinks of Madam Vestris's 
legs ? 

North. He would not license them 

Tickler. But grin like a satyr. 

North. He is horrified at the word damme — and it is at the least 
a silly sound — but then he is asked, " how do you reconcile that 
opinion with your making use of damme, or any of those small 
oaths, which you say are immoral and improper, to say nothing of 
the vulgarity, in some of your own compositions ?" His answer to 
that question is a cool curiosity of its kind — " If I had been the 
examiner, I should have scratched them out, and would do so now; 
I nt I was in a different position then — I was a careless, immoral 
author — I am now the examiner of plays. I did my business as 
an autJior at that time, and I do my business as an examiner 
now!" 

Tickler. Ha! Ha! Ha! 
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North. But George gives ii8 the reason of his dislike of damme' 
** Sir Simon Rochdale in John Bull* says, * Damme, if it isn't tho 
Brazier!' Now, putting a gentleman in that position is wrong; 
in the first instance morally so ; if he happened to make a mistake^ 
and it wa^ not the Brazier, he would be damned ! » Now, if he 
said , * hang me,* if it isn't the Brazier — ^would not that do as 
tvelir 

Tickler. Good. 

North. It seems to me very unmercifiil religion to hold that Sir 
Simon Bochdale " would be aamned" if it was not the Brazier. 

Tif^kler. Why, if it was a deadly sin to say damme, Sir Simon 
would be damned, I humbly presume, according to Mr. George's 
creed, whether it was the Brazier or not. 

North, And if he said " h^ing me,** then on the same pnnciple he 
would be hanged, whether the Baronet was a brazier or a butcher, 
or even a retired tallow-chandler visiting his old establishment on 
melting-days. 

Tickler, Hanged — ^not the position of a gentleman. 

North. It seems in Colman's comedy, John Bull, there is what 
his examiner in the Select is pleased to call "a very good joke 
about Eve." One of the characters is said to have no more idea 
of something, " than Eve had of pin-money." This " very good 
joke" Oolman now thinks improper, and would fain it were omit- 
ted in representation. It sounds to my ears silly in the extreme— 
and shows what was the strength of this person's wit in the prime 
of manhood ; but " the audience are always struck with it !" 

Tickler, And the pretty mantua-maker in the middle of the pit 
hangs down her head, and with lily hand hides the buraing blushes 
that kindle beneath the knowing gaze of the gallant man-milliner 
by her betrothed side. 

North. It appears that this once most base and licentious (writer), 
but now most stanch and strait-laced licenser, had given in a paper 
to the Committee, stating that a piece had been brought forward in 
Paris, in which incest, adultery, murder, parricide, &c., formed the 
groundwork ; and he is asked if he considers that he could be justi- 
fied in refiising to license a piece in which those crimes were intro- 
duced. He answers, " No, not precisely that; let me see how the 
?lot thickens. I should not refiise to license the murder of Richard 
II., and so an; but when it comes to such things as human nature 
and morality shudder at and revolt against." They do not, it 
seems, shudder at and revolt against incest, murder, and parricide. 

Tickler. He is muddle-headed. 

North, Yet his brains are not mere mire ; for, when asked if 

* "John Bull" was written by Colman.—M. 
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human nature and morality do not shudder at Macbeth, he sajs, 
" Yes ; but it is matter of history." 

Tickler. And what does that signify ? The tragedy would have 
been equally great had it not been matter of history. 

North, The reason he gives is childish ; but he adds rightly that 
he would withhold the license from those plays which seem to have 
justified such acts. 

Tickler, Are there any such 1 

North, None that I ever heard of. Odd notions are always float- 
ing about, but I do not remember ever having heard, either in 
prose or verse, any elaborate eulogy on parricide. 

Tickler, He seems to show more indulgence to foul and question- 
able deeds than a few venial words — such as " angel," " thighs," 
'* damme," and the like ; but what could the committee mean by 
asking the opinion of such a person on so profound a question, as 
whether the crimes now mentioned are or are not fit subjects for the 
Tragic Muse ] 

North, They should have examined the author of the celebrated 
Essay on Murder, considered as one of the Fine Arts.* Charles 
Kemble himself is here very absurd. Speaking of the general 
noisiness of our theatres, he says, *»* When you see Macbeth, John 
Bull is perfectly quiet, as he always is, when the representation of 
murder is going on." Very natural. But immediately afterward, 
Charles says to another question, " I am afraid the representation 
of a murder is very attractive." Why afraid ? 

Tickler, He may think, since John Bull enjoys the representation 
so intensely, he may have no great objection to the reality— to lend- 
ing a helping hand in a bona fide flesh and bl<jod murder. 

North, I can't say ; but he continues, " 1 am sorry it is so — it 
was tried in the case of Thurtell, aud was very attractive ; but they 
added to the attraction by introducing the gig that had carried the 
murderer down to the scene ;t a most atrocious thing J* There is 
great confusion of ideas in that statement of good Master Charles. 
The murder by Macbeth of the gracious Duncan was, in a moral 
and religious point of view, far worse than the murder by Thurtell 
of the black-leg Weare. But, nathless, it was a grand subject for 
the most dreadful of all dramas. The murder, and the remorse, 
and the expiation, are all sublime. The murder by Thurtell of 
Weare, again, not so wicked, was a mean subject for a drama, but 
not without the strong interest that belongs to the vulgar horrible ; 
and, therefore, any theatrical representation of it could not fail to 
administer a strong purge of coarse pity and terror to vulgar minds 
The persons who flocked to see it had, for the most part, minds of 

* This celel>rBte(l Essay, which appsared in Blackwood, was written by De Qaincey. — M. 
t This was at the Surrey Tlnatre, in 1824.— M. 
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tliat nature; but in almost all, say at once in all minds, there is 
.something of this vulgar disposition to get drunk on the worst of 
common British gin. Now, I ask, was it one whit more disgraceful 
for a Cockney public to gloat over, on the stage of an illegitimate 
theatre, " the acting of a dreadful thing," like the murder of a raff 
hj a ruffian, than to do so in the columns of a newspaper? The 
newspapers for weeks were filled with nothing else but all the details 
of the throat-cutting and corpse-bundling, and pond-dragging and 
grave-digging, by the song-singing pork-shop-gormandizing assassins 
of both sexes, who " assisted at the deep damnation of that taking 
off." The proprietors of the daily press lived on it. The finding 
of the body was meat and diink to them ; and they iared sump- 
tuously on the scattered brains. They got up in Prin ting-House 
Square the famous Herefordshire Tragedy before it was enacted 
across the water; and yet the rich proprietor of the newspapers 
howled at the enormity of the poor Manager, and the penny-a-liners 
over that of the farthing-a-speechifiers turned up the whites of their 
eyes and tipt. 

Tickler. It was by no means a bad subject for the drama. 

North. Why, it was not. Such a man as Lillo* would have made 
rather a fearful thing of it — would have brought \\ fairly within 
the range of the lower regular and legitimate drama. He has done 
80 with other murders as bad and more hideous. 1 dare say the 
affair over the water was a most miserable one ; but Mr. Kemble 
speaks nonsense when he says, that the introduction of the very 
gig that carried the murderer down was a most atrocious thing. 
There can be nothing atrocious in a green gig and an iron-gray 
horse. It " was a bit of good trutli," that struck the imagination 
through the most powerftil of all the senses; and though there 
might not be great genius shown in the introduction of such ma- 
chinery, it showed perfect knowledge of the poi-tion of humanity 
that constituted that audience of spectators, and the effect, I have 
been told, was prodigious among the apprentices. Charles seems 
to have forgotten the crime of the exhibition — to wit, that it was 
got up before the trial of the murderer, and assumed his guilt. Had 
he been hanged or condemned, the green gig and iron-gray horse— 
a fast trotter — might have stood on the boards of the painted GilPs 
Hill Lane a most blameless set-out ; and all that had then needed 
to be said, would have been, that vulgar folks like to sup full of 
vulgar horrors — and that there are at all times, in London, multi- 
tudes of men, women, and children, who have a strong " pawpensity 
for the bastard dwama." 

* George Lilln'g best plays are founded on circumstances of domestic horror :— vix. Georgo 
RamweU, Fatal Curiosity, and Arden of Fevereluim. — M. 
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Tickle, Hush ! T liear girls giggling ! 
KiUer Louisa, Harriet, and Hden, each with a silver salver 
glittering with tiny crystals of various-hued liqueurs. North 
and Tickler take each a small celestial caulker in either 
hand, and drink to the maidens, w7io curtsy and retire with 
the salvers, tea-trays, 8fc, 
North, Silent Sirens! 
Tickle, Delightful Damsels ! 
North, I wish they had been but two. 

Tickler, Ay, Kit. It would have been impious to have let the 
third go away with untasted lips ; yet worse than impious, indelicate 
for both of tis to kiss the same mouth — so, " like considerate gen- 
tlemen of the good olden time," we suffered all three to go as they 
came. Hush ! I hear them giggling ! I hope they won't tell. If 
they do, they shan't go unpunished next time. We shall have our 
revenge at supper. 

North, Och hone aree / 

Tickler, Savouma ddighf Shighan^ oh I 



No. LXV.-MAY, 1834. 

SCENE — Tent in the Fairy's Cleugh — ^NoRTH and Hit Hbgis- 
TRAR lying on Vie hrae, (In attendance, Ambrose and his 
Tail.) 

Registrar,* " The day is placid in its going, • 

To a lingering stillness bound ; 
Like a river in its flowing — 
Can there be a softer sound ?" 

What, my dear North 1 Can't I waken you from your reverie even 
by a stanza of your own bard — ^Wordsworth ? Hallo ! are you 
asleep, you old somnolent sinner? {Shouting through Vie holl4)w of 
his hands into North's ear,) Nay, you must be dead. That posture 
grows every hour more alaiming, and if this be not death, why 
then I pronounce it an admirable imitation. Laid out ! Limb and 
body stiff and stark as a winter clod — ^mouth open— eves ditto, and 
glazed like a window-pane in frost. How white his lips ! And is 
there no breath ? {Puts his pocket-Tnirror to North's mouth) Thank 
Heaven, it dims — ^lie lives ! North, I say again, you old somnolent 
sinner, " awake, arise, or be for ever fallen !" 

North. {Motimdessly soliloquizing in a dream.) Never in this 
well-wooded world, not even in the days of the Druids, could there 
have been such another Tree ! It would be easier to suppose two 
Shaksperes. 

Registrar. Sleeping or waking, always original. I must let the 
bald-headed bard enjoy a little longer his delusion, [Fats North 
on the forehead.) What a pile ! 

North. Yet have I heard people say it is far from being a large 
Tree. A small one it can not be with a house in its shadow. An 
nnawakened house that looks as if it were dreaming ! True, 'tis 
but a cottage — a Westmoreland cottage — 

Registrar. The buck is at the Lakes. 

North. But then it has several roofs shelving away there in the 
lustre of loveliest lichens — 

Registrar. "And apt alliteration's artful aid." Yet methinks 

* Snmuel Anderson, once wine merchant in Edinburgh, whom Lord ChanceUor Broagham had 
eppointed Registrar of the Court of Chancery. — VL 

Vol. v.— 14 
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Bucli aflfectations are beneath the dignity of his genius. Kit, you're 
a conceited callant. 

North, Each roof with its own assortment of doves and pigeons 
pruning their plumage in the morning pleasance. 

Registrar. Again T Poo — ^poo— on such prettinesses, North. 

North, The sun is not only a great genius, but, what is far better, 
a good Christian. 

Registrar, That's not so much amiss by way of an obs. 

North. Now is he rising to illuminate all nature ; yet in his uni- 
versal mission, so far from despiting this our little humble dwelling, 
God bless his gracious countenance ! he looks as if for it and for us 
he were bringing back the beautiM day from the sea. 

Registrar, The habits and customs of our wsclking life we caiTy 
along with us into dream-land. The Unit calls himself Us. 

North, O sweetest and shadiest of all sycamores — 

Registrar. Incurable. 

North, — we love thee beyond all other trees — because thou art 
here I May we be buried below thee, and our coffin clasped by thy 
roots — " and curst be he who stirs our bones !" 

Registrar, Again — our bones. Indeed there is little else of him 
now. The anat&mie vivanie would find it difficult to be much moro 
of a skeleton were he a corpse. Yet he is a tme Scotchman — ^for 
his bones are raw. Could it be — as tradition reports — that he was 
once inclining to corpulency — "like two single gentlemen rolled 
into one !" AH the fat has melted in the fire of his genius — gone 
"like snaw aff a dyke," and the dyke itself " a rickle o' stanes !" 

North. Yet have we lived, all our lives, in the best sylvan soci- 
ety — WQ have the entree of the soirees of the Pines, the Elms, the 
Ashes, and the Oaks, the oldest and highest families in Britain. 

Registrar. The old Tory ! Aristocratical in his dwawms. 

North. Nor have they disdained to receive us with open arms, 
when, after having been " absent long and distant far," we have 
found them again on our return to park or chase, as stately as ever 
among the groups of deer ! 

Registrar. In Mar-Forest — ^with the Thane. 

North. But with this one single Tree — this sole sweet Sycamore 
— are we in love. Yet so spiritual is our passion, that we care not 
even if it be unretumed. 

Registrar. In the Platonics. 

North. Self-sufficient for its own happiness is our almost life- 
long affection, pure as it is profound — no jealousy ever disturbs its 
assured repose. She may hold dalliance with all the airs and 
lights and shadows of heaven — may open her bosom to the thunder- 
glooms — take to her inmost heart, in its delirious madness, the 
thivering storm. 
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Registrar, Who could have thought there was so mucli imagina- 
tion left within those temples— 

" His lyart haffets wearing^ thin and bare ?" 

Narth, Oh ! blessed is the calm that breathes over all emotions 
inspired by the beauty of lifeless things ! Love creates delight that 
dies not till she dies ; and then, indeed, dead seems all the earth. 
But wherever Love journeys — ay, be it through the Great Desert 
— ^before her feet " Beauty pitches her tents." And oh ! how divine 
their slumber — of Love in the arms of Beauty — ^by the Palmtree Well ! 

Registrar. What a pity the creature never wrote in verse ! 

North. Alas I not so with Love — ^when Love, a male spirit — 

Registrar. That's heterodox, old boy — seraphs are of no sex. 

North. — is in love with the fairness of a Thing with life — 

Registrar. A thing with life ! 

North. — ^how often is the imagination alarmed, as by the tolling 
of a bell in the air for some unknown funeral ; and while it knows 
not why, the whole region, even but now bathed in day, grows night- 
like ! and the heart is troubled. 

Registrar. Ay — ay — ^my dear friend, I too have felt that, for, gay 
as I am. North, to the public eye, you know. Kit, that I have had 
my sorrows. 

North. That virgin. Heaven may have decreed, shall be the wife 
of your dearest foe ! ! the cruel selfishness of Love's religion I 
The fear is worse than the thought even of- her death I Bather 
than see her walking all in white, and with white roses in her hair, 
into the church, leaning on that arm, her fair face crimsoning with 
blushes at the altar, as if breathed from the shadow of a rosy cloud, 
Love would see her earned, all in white, with white roses in her 
hair then too, towards that hole in the churchyard — a, hole into 
which distraction has crowded and heaped all that is most dismal on 
this side of hell — ^her pale face — ^though that he dares not dream of 
— yellowing within her coffin. 

Registrar. Nay, that's too much — ^hang me if I can stand that^ 
ne quid nimis. North — and for having made me blubber, you shall 
have your face freshened, my lad, with the Woodbum. 

{Runs down to the Woodbum^ Jills his hat to the brim, and 
dashes the contents into the face of the Dormant^ 

North (starting up in a flutter). Whew ! a water-spout ! a water- 
spout. Sam ! Sam ! Sam ! Where are you, First Samuel. 

Registrar. What's all this ? 

North. A mystery, Sam. Not a cloud in the sky — ^yet, look here — 

Registrar. A mystery indeed ! Never till this day beheld I the 
beau-ideal of a drowned rat. 

North {mtcsing). There are more things in Heaven and earth than 
are dreamt of in your philosophy, Samuel. 
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Registrar, My philosophy ! I make no pretensions to philosophy 
— ^but won't you walk into the Tent, and change yourself, sir. 

Noi-th. A Scotticism, Sam, a palpable Scotticism. No — I will 
never change myself; but to the last be Christopher North. Ah, 
Sam ! I am quite up to your tricks ; but was it kind — was it fair, to 
steal upon my slumbers so, and take advantage of my sleeping in- 
nocence ? " I had a dream, yet 'twas not all a dream." I thought 
I was at Windermere, beneath the shadow of the sycamore, and 
that for me, and for me alone, 

" Jocund mom 
Stood tiptoe on yon rosy mountain's head." 

Registrar. And here we are in the Fairy's Oleugh, among the 
mountains of 

North, Peebles-shire, Dumfries-shire, Lanarkshire, for here all 
three counties get inextricably entangled ; yet in their pastoral 
peace they quarrel not for the dominion of this nook, centred in the 
hill-heart, and haunted by the silent people. 

Registrar, You do not call us silent people ! Why, you out-talk 
a spinning-jenny, and the mill-clapper stops in despair at the volu- 
bility of your speech. 

North, Elves — Sam — ^Elves. Is it not the Fairy's Oleugh ! 

Registrar, And here have been " little feet that print the ground.'* 
But I took them for those of hares 

North, These, Sam, are not worm-holes — ^nor did Mole the miner 
upheave these pretty little pyramids of primroses — ^for these, Sam, 
are all Fairy palaces — and yonder edifice that towers above the 
Lady-Fem — therein now sleeps — ^let us speak low, and disturb her 
not — the Fairy Queen, waiting for the moonlight — and soon as the 
orb shows her rim rising from behind Birk-fell — away to the ring 
will she be gliding with all the ladies of her Court 

Registrar, And we will join the dance — ^Kit 

North, Remember— then — that I am engaged to— 

Registrar, So am I — three-deep. 

North, Do you know, Sam, that I dreamed a dream ? 

Registrar, You cannot keep a secret, for you blab in your sle6p. 

North, Ay — both talk and walk. But I dreamed that I saw a 
Fairy's funeral, and that I was myself a fairy. 

Registrar, A warlock. 

North, No — a pretty little female fairy, not a span long. 

Registrar, Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

North. And they asked me to sing her dirge, and then I sang— 
for sorrow in sleep, Sam, is sometimes sweeter than any joy — ^inef- 
fably sweet — and thus comes back wavering into my memory the 
elegiac strain. 
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THE fairy's burial. 



"^Tiere shall our sister rest T 

VV here shall we bury her 7 
To tlio grave's silent breast 

Soon we must hurry her I 
Gone is the beauty now 

From her cold bosom ! 
Down dn)ops her livid brow, 

Like a wan blossom ! 

Not to those white lips cling 
Smiles or caresses i 

Dull iA the rainbow wing, 
Dim the bright tresses ! 

Death now hath cluimed his spoil- 
Fling the pall over her! 

Lap we earth's lightest soil! 
Wherewith to cover her! 

Where down in yonder vale 

Lilies are growing, 
Mourners the pure and pale, 

Sweet fears bestowing ! 



Morning and evening dews 
Will they shed o'er her; 

Ench night their task renews 
How to deplore her! 

Here let the fern grass grow. 

With its green drooping ! 
Let the narcissus blow. 

O'er the wave stooping ! 
Let the brook wander by, 

Mournfully singing ! 
Let the wind murmur nigh, 

Sad echoes bringing ! 

And when the moonbeams showery 

Tender and holy, 
Light on the haunted hour 

Which is ours solely, 
Then will we seek the spot 

Where thou art sleeping, 
Holding thee unforgot 

With our long weeping ! 



Ambrose {rtishing out of the Tent). Mr. Tickler, sirs, Mr. Tickler! 
Tonder's his bead and shoulders rising over the knoll — ^in continua- 
tion of his herald the rod. 

North (savagely). Go to the devil, sir. 

Ambrose {petrified). Ah ! ha I ha ! ha ! si — sir — ^pa — pa— 
pard — 

North {unmoUified), Go to the devil, I say, sir. Are you deaf? 

Ambrose (goings going t gone), I beseech you — Mr. Registrar^ 

North {grimly), ** How nke a fawning puolican he looks !" 

Registrar, A most melancholy example of a truth I never be- 
lieved before, that poetical and human sensibility are altogether 
distinct — ^nay, perhaps incompatible! North, forgive me {North 
grasps the Crutch) ; but you should be ashamed of yourself — nay, 
strike^ hut hear me ! 

North {smiling (ifter a sort). Well — Themistocles. 

Registrar. You awaken out of a dream-dirge of Faeiy Land — 
where you, by force of strong imagination, were a female fairy, not 
a span long — mild as a musical violet, if one might suppose oney 
*• by a mossy stone half-hidden to the eye," inspired with speech. 

North. I feel the delicacy of the compliment. 

Registrar. Then you feel something very different, sir, I assure 
you, irom what I intended, and still intend, you shall feel ; for your 
treatment of my friend Mr. Ambrose was shocking. 

North. I declare on my conscience, I never saw Ambrose ! 

R£gistrar. What 1 aggravate your folly by falsehood ! Then are 
you a lost man — and — r- 
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North, I thought it a stirk staggering in upon me at the dose 
of a stanza that 

Registrar, And why did you say " sir" ? Nay — ^nay — that won't 
pass. From a female fairy, not a span long, " and even the gentlest 
of all gentle things," you suffer yourself to transform you into a 
Fury six feet high ! and wantonly insult a man who would not hurt 
the feelings of a wasp. 

North {humbly), I hope I am not a wasp. 

Registrar, I hope not, sir ; but permit me, who am not one of 
your youngest friends, to say to you confidentially, that you wera 
just now veiy unlike a bee. 

North (hiding his face with both his Jiands), All sting — and no 
honey. Spare me, Sam. 

Registrar, I will. But the world would not have credited it, had 
she heard it with her own ears. Are you aware, sir, that you told 
Mr. Ambrose " to go to the devil" ? 

North {agitated). And has he gone ? 

Registrar [beckoning on Amhrose^ who advances). Well, Ambrose f 

North, Ambrose ! do you forgive me ? 

Ambrose (falling on one knee). No— no — no — my dear sir — ^my 
honored master 

North, Alas ! Ambrose — I am not even master of myself. 

Ambrose, It was all my fault, sir. I ought to have looked first 
to see if you were in the poetics. Such intrusion was most unpar- 
donable — ^for (smiling and looking down) shall mere man obtrude on 
the hour of inspiration — when 

" The poet's eye in a fine frenzy rolling, 
Glances from heaven to earth, from earth to heaven. 
And as imagination bodies forth 

The forms of things unknown, turns them to shape, . 
And gives to airy nothing 
A local habitation and a name !'' 

Registrar. Who suffers, Ambrose ? 

Ambrose, Shakspere, sir. Mr. Tickler ! Mr. Tickler ! Mr. Tick- 
ler ! (catching up his voice) Mr. Tick 

Registrar, Yes — verily — and 'tis no other ! 

Tickler (stalking up the brae — rod in hand — and creel on his 
shoulder — with his head well laid back — and his nose pretty perpen* 
dicular with earth and sky). Well — ^boys — ^what's the news f And 
how are you off for soap ? How long here % Ho ! ho ! The 
Tent. 

North, Since Monday evening — and if my memory serves me 
right, this is either Thursday or Friday. Whence, Tim ] ^ 

Tickler, From the West. But is there any porter \ 

Ambrose (striving to draw). Ay — ay — sir. 
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Tickkr, You may as well try to uproot that birk. Give it ma 
(^Puts the bottle between his feet — stoops — and lays on hu strength^ 
Registrar {jogging North). Ob ! for George Cruiksbank ! 
Tickler {loud explosion and much smoke), Tbe jug. 
Ambrose, Here, sir. 
Tickler {teeming). Brown stout. Tbe porter's in spate.* The 

QUEEX. 

Omnes, Hurra! burra! burra! burra! burra! hurra! hurra! 
hurra! burra! 

Ambrose, Hip— hip — hip — 

Registrar, Hush ! 

Tickler, Hech ! That draught made my lugs crack. Ob ! Kit — 
there was a grand ploy at Paisley. 

North, Since Gordon was not to be tbe man, I rejoice in Sand 
ford.t 

Tickler, Dan dang the Eadicals all into tbe dirt. The lad has 
spunk, Kit — ^is eloquent — and will do. He did not leave Crawfurd 
the likeness o* a dowg. 

North, I hope be left Douglas tbe likeness of a gander. 

Tickler; Scarcely. John waddled away, with his disconsolate 
dowp (Anglice, dolp) sweeping tbe dust from the plainstones so 
clean, that he left behind him no print of his splay web-feet. He 
could not so much as cry quack. His plight was so piteous, that 
the brown-duffled damsels at tbe mouths of closes absolutely shed 
tears. The clique accompanied him across the Abercom Arms — ^I 
speak of what I saw — for I was leaning over some pretty dears who 
filled the bow-window — and he did his best to look magnifiqtu:, tbe 
gander at tbe head of bis goslings — but it would not do. Once be 
paused before a pretty large mob of small ragamuffins, as if be 
would address them in bis native lingo — ^but bis opened bill gave 
but a gasp, as if the iron band of adversity clutched his neck — and 
all he uttered was a hiss. 

North, Poor payment to his supporters. 

Registrar, His bill — at sight. 

Ambrose {laughing). Very good, Mr. Begistrar — ^veiy good. The 
wittiest of the witty are you, sir-^-but, pardon me— nature gave 
Ambrose a quick sense of the ludicrous— 

Registrar, And of the pathetic. 

* Spate — a flood, in fonm. — M. 

f Sir Dnniel Kyte S in(iiurd, who bad greatly distinguished himself at the UDiveralty of Oxford, 
was appointed to the chair of Greek, at Glasgow University, at an unasually early age. As a 
fajachftr, he was most successful, bringing great enthusiasm in cooperation wim extennTe learn- 
ing. Among othf^r works of his, an liitroauction to the Writing of Greek has long been a class 
book in Scotland. When the Grey Ministry brought in their Reform Bill, Sir Daniel used his 
eloquence, which whs great, in advocacy of popular rights. When the Bill passed, he was sent 
to Parliament by the Scottish borough of Paisley, which he repi-eaented for some time, but did not 
bike the position them whii'h his friends and the public expected he could attain. He died in 
183a, iu the prime cf lifu. Dr. Sandford the episcopal Bishop of Edinburgh, was his father.— M. 
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North, Waddled he, think ye, Tickler, all the way from Gross to 
Cross? 

Tickler. The story ran that he took rest and refuge of the top of 
the Cheap- and-Nasty. 

North, On the road are there no pools ? 

Tickler. But one ; and in he went. 'Twas thick and slah— and 
ho came out green mud. 

North, After dinner I shall dedicate to him a voluntary and ex- 
temporaneous song. 

Tickler, No. Now's the time. I shall save you the trouble. Kit 
—for I have an elegy in my pocket. You know Bums*s fine lines, 
written among the ruins of Lincluden Abbey. My genius is origi- 
nal, and 1 scorn to imitate even rare Rab — but taking a solitary 
stroll the evening after the election, through a scene that used to 
be a favorite haunt of mine of old, I know not how it happened, but 
Bab's lines came into my mind — and sitting down on a tombstone, 
I saw a vision. 

Ambrose {pale), A ghost, sir? 

Tickler, Ay — Brosey — a ghost. You are a topping elocutionist, 
Ambrose, and I would gladly request you to recite. But my MS. 
is very cat-paw-ish — and, besides, poets like to tip off their verses 
trippingly from their own tongue ; so here goes — 

THE GHOST OF THE GANDER. 

*• Alae, poor ghost I" 

Through Glasgow's fair town, in the dead of the night, 

As homeward I went on my way. 
Each star in the heavens shone beauteous and bright, 
And the goddess in mantle of silvery light 

Held her gentle and ladylike sway. 

By the church of St. Mungo I silently pass'd. 

And thought on the days that are gone, 
And how long any church might be likely to last 
In the new Reformation that's coming so fast — 

When the bell of the steeple toll'd one I 

And the sound of that dismal and deafening bell 

Was hardly yet out of mine ear, 
When there suddenly rose a strange, ominous smell, 
And 'twas fearful to think, but too easy to tell. 

That THE Ghost of the Gander was near! 

And lo ! the fat Phantom — the spectre was there * 

My nerves they are none of the best — 
But I mutter'd my shortest and readiest prayf r 
And, holding my nose with particular care 

I gazed on the Goose of the West. 

Oh! how changed, since the day when he carried the prize, 
Was his carcass, all blistcr'd and bare ' 
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Yet, changed qb he was, you might still recognise 
8ume features of more than unnatural size, 
And TH£ BADGE he continues to wear. 

'Twas a sad and a sttrrowful thing to behold 

The featherless spirit of wo, 
Aa standing before me he shivered with cold, 
Yet thought n^ith afinght of his roasting of old, 

When by Ambrose he first was laid low ' 

And while all now was hushM in a stillness profound* 

'Twas dismal and doleful to hear 
The Phantom, with voice of a tremulous sound, 
As he pourM foith his griefs to the echoes around, 

Uuconscious that moital was near. 

" Oh ! hard is my lot," did the Grander exclaim, 

" Cut off in my prowess and pride. 
While Glasgow, fair Glasgow, the scene of my fame, 
Makes a jest of my fate — and my well-earned name 

Is the sport botli of Cart and of Clyde ! 

** I might have my frailties — ^but oh I was it meet 

■[ffat my merits should thus be forgot? 
And that here I should stand — for alas for my teat /— 
An example of honest ambition's defeat 

By a foul and unnatural plot ! , 

*' My place in our National Council of Geese 
I almost had reckon'd secure ; 

And ofl did I think how my fame would increase^ 

And inferior gabbling all suddenly cease- 
When the Gander advanced on the floor! 

** But, visions of grandeur and glory, farewell ! 

My spirit, disturb'd and distrest. 
To the owls and the echoes the story must tell—* 
How formerly flourished and recently fell 

The unfortunate Goose of the West." 

It ceased ; and surprised, as I surely well might, 

I thought, as I went on my way. 
That the veiy next morning to Hibbert Pd write 
How thus I had learnt from a spirit of night 

That ** every Goose has his day !" 

Omnes. Alas, poor ghost ! 

Ambrose, He ! he ! he ! he ! 

Registrar. I wonder, sir, you do not pitch your tent— take up 
house— all the summer months among the hills or mountains. 

North. For an old man, Sam, fondish of literature, nothing like a 
suburban summer residence like the Lodge. I confess I cannot be 
now without a glance at the new publications — and you cannot get 
that in rural retirement. A well-chosen library, consisting of the 
same everlasting books, aggravates the wretchedness of a wet day 
m the coimtry — and it is desirable that the key of the room be lost, 
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or sometliing incurably wrong with the lock. The man who reads 
only all the best authors is sure to have a most unmeaning face. 

Registrar. I would rather read all the worst. 

Tickler, That you might have a countenance beaming with intel- 
ligence. Members of Parliament seem to read no books at all. I 
know no jabber so sickening as jabber about " the House." A puppy 
of a Representative conceives all human knowledge confined to " a 
Committee of the whole house" — ^to which he believes all things 
under the sun have been "referred" — or made the subject of a 
" motion." He loses his seat, sings small, and for the rest of his 
life—* 

Registrar, Is a sumph. For a year or two he is occasionally 
heard intimidating one of the Seven young men with " when I was 
in Parliament ;" but people above the salt look incredulous or con- 
temptuous, and the quandam statesman restricts himself on "Di- 
visions" to his poor wife. 

North. No politics, Sam. Pray, did either of yoi^ever read the 
Solitary, a Poem, in Three Parts, by Charles Whitehead !t 

Bot?t. No. 
. North. It is full of fine thoughts and feelings, and contains some 
noble descriptions. Some of the stanzas committed themselves to 
my memory — and I think I can recite three, suggested by the quiet 
of this scene — for they are pregnant with tempest. 

" As when, of amorous night uncertain birth, ^^ 
The gjant'of still noontide, weary grown. 
Crawls sultrily along the steaming earth. 
And basks him in the meadows sunbeam-strown, 
Anon, his brow collapses to a frown. 
Unto his feet he springs, and bellows loud. 

With uncouth rage pulls the rude tempest down, 
Shatters the woods, beneath his fury bow'd. 
And hunts the frighted winds, and huddles cloud on cloud. 

" Nor rests, but by the heat to madness stung, 

With headlong speed tramples the golden grain, 
And, at a bound, over the mountains flung, 
Grasps the reluctant thunder by the name, 
And drags it back, girt with a sudden chain 
Of thrice-braced lightning ; now, more fiercely dire, 

Slipt from its holds, flies down the hissing rain ; 
The laboring welkin teems with leaping fire 
That strike's the straining oak, and smites the glimmering spire 

"And yet at length appeasM he sinks, and spent. 
Gibbers far off over the misty hills. 
And the stainM sun, through a cloud'9 jagged rent, 

• He usually makes an epoch* of the great event of his life, and thenceforth, for even 
dates every event, private or public, with "When I sat in Parliament for the Borough of 
So-and>So. ' — ftt 

t Mr. Whitehead subseouently wrote a romance called " Richard Savage," founded on Iha 
life of Johnson's friend.— M. 
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Goes down and all the west with glory fills ; 

A freshei bloom the odorous earth distils, 
A riche. green reviving nature spreads, 

The water-braided rainbow melting, spills 
Her liquid light into the air, and sheds 
Her lovely hues upon the flowers* dejected heads." 

Registrar, You have a miraculous memorj, sir. 

North, I have indeed. I can remember nothing that does not 
interest me — and months of my existence in every year now, Sam, 
are a blank. That faculty called Recollection, in me is weak. 
When I try to exert it, I seem to " hunt half a day for a forgotten 
dream." But the past comes upon me in sudden flashes — without 
active will of my own — and sometimes one flash illuminates the 
whole mental horizon, and lo ! lying outspread below what was 
once a whole present world. No idea of past time distinguishes it 
as a dream — I am, as it were, bom again — ^heaven and earth recre- 
ated — and with the beautiful vision, believed to be a reality, is blend- 
ed the bm-ning spirit of youth. 

Regutrar, That is Imagination, sir — Genius — ^not Memory. 

North, No, Sam, it is neither Memory, nor Imagination, nor Genius, 
but a mysterious re-revelation — made not by but to my soul — the 
same as happens to all men in sleep. 

Registrar, Is it true, sir, that you have by heart all Spenser's 
Faery Queen ? 

North, As great a lie as ever was uttered. But thousands and 
tens of thousands of small poems lie buried alive in my mind ; and 
when I am in a perfectly peaceful mood, there is a resun-ection of 
the beautiful, like flocks of flowers issuing out of the ground, at 
touch of Spring. I am in a perfectly peaceful mood now. And 
since you like to hear me recite poetry, my dear Registrar, I will 
murmur you a few stanzas, that must have committed themselves 
to my memory, for I feel assured I did not write them, yet I* have 
no recollection of them — mind that word — and perhaps they will 
take their flight now, like a troop of doves that on a sudden are seen 
wheeling in the sunshine, and then melt away from the eye to be 
seen nevermore. 

Come forth, come forth ! it were a sin 
' To stay at home to-day .' 

Stay no more loitering within. 
Come to the woods away ! 

The long green grass is filled with flowers. 

The clover's deep dim red 
Is brighten'd with the morning showers^, 

That on the winds have fled. 

Scattered about the deep blue sky. 
In white and flying clouds, 
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Some bright brief ruins are all that lie 
Wfthin those •no'wy shrouds. 

Now, look ! — our wetither-glass is ^read— 

The pimpernel, whose flower 
Closes its leaves of spotted red 

Against a rainy hour. 

That fii-st pale green is on the treev» ; 

That verdure more like blooas ; 
Yon elm-bough hath a horde of bees. 

Lured by the faint perfume. 

The cherry orchard flings on high 

Its branches, whence are strown 
Blossoms like snow, but with an eye 

Dark, maiden, as thine own 1 

As yet our flowers are chiefly those 

Which fill the sun-touch'd bough. 
Within the sleeping soil repose 

Those of the radiant brow 

But we have daisies, which, like love 

Or hope, spring every where ; * 
And primroses, which droop above 

Some self-consuming care. 

So sad, so spiritual, so pale, 

Born all too near the snow. 
They pine for that sweet southern g^e. 

Which they will never know, 

It is too soon for deeper shade ; 

But let us skirt the wood. 
The blackbird there, whose nest is made 

Sits singing to her brood. 

These pleasant hours will soon be flown ; 

Love i make no more delay — 
I am too glad to be alone, 

Come forth with me to-day ! 

Ambrose, Dinner on the table, sir. 

North, As my old friend Crewe — ^the University Orator at Ox- 
ford—concludes his fine poem of Lewesdon Hill^ — 

" To-morrow for severer thought, but now 
To dinner, and keep festival to-day.'' 
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SCENE II. — Time four o^cloch. Scene changes to the interior of 
the tent. Dinner, — Salmon — Turhot — Trout — Cod — Haddocks 
— Whitings — Turkey — Goose — Veal-pie — Beefsteak ditto—Chick' 
en — Ham — The Round, — Dainson, Cherry, Currant, Grozet 
(this year's) Tarts, 8fc, 8fc. SfC. 8f(\ ^c. Sfc. 

SCENE III. — Time, five o'clock. Without change (f place. Des« 
SERT, — Melons — Grapes — Grozets — Pine- Apples — Golden Pip- 
pins — New- Yorkers — Filberts — Hazels. Win ES, — Champagne — 
Claret — Port — Madeira — Cold Punch in the Dolphin — Glen- 
LiVET IN THE TowER OP Babel — Water in the Well, 

m 

North. Ambrose, tuck up the tent door. Fling it wide open. 

(Ambrose lets in heaven^ 

Registrar. " Beautiful exceedingly !" 

North. Ne'er before was tent pitched in the Fairy's Cleugh ! I 
selected the spot, gents, from a memory, where lie many thousand 
worlds — ^great and small — and of the tiny not one sweeter, sure, 
than this before our eyes ! 

Registrar. I wonder how — ^by what fine process — you chose! 
Yet, why, might I ask my own heart — why now do I fix on one 
face — one form — and see but them — haunted as my imagination 
might be with the images of all the loveliest in the land ! 

Tickler. Sam, you look as fresh as a daisy. 

North. That is tnily a vista. Those hilLs — for we must not call 
them mountains — ^how gently they come gliding down from the sky, 
on each side of the valelike glen ! * 

Registrar. Vale-like glen ! Thank you, North — that is the very 
word. ^ 

North. — separated but by no wide level of broomy greensward 
— ^if that be a level, broken as you see it with frequent knolls — 
most of them rounded softly off into pastures, some wooded, and 
here and there, one with but a single tree, the white-stemmed, 
sweet-scented birk — 

Registrar. Always ladylike with her delicate tresses, however 
humble her birth ! 

North. Should ye say that the " spirit of the scene" is sylvan or 
pastoral ? 

Registrar. Both. 

North. Sam ! how is it I see no sheep ? 

Registrar. Sheep and lambs there must be many — ^latent some- 
where ; and I have often noticed, sir, a whole green region without 
a symptom of life, though I knew that it was not a store-farm, and 
that there must be some hundred scores of the woolly people within 
startling of the same low mutter of the thunder-cloud. 
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North. How soon a rill becomes a river ! 

Registrar, A boy a man ! 

North, That is the source of the Woodbum, Sam, that well withm 
five yards of our tent. 

Registrar, How the Naiad must be enjoying the wine-cooler! 
Imbibing — ^inhaling the aroma, yet returning more than she re- 
ceives, and tinging the taste of that incomparable claret — vintage 
1811 — with her own sweet breath ! Whose ] 

North, Albert Cay's .• 

Registrar, Listen, lads — all around, and above, 

** Sounds that are silence to the car.*' 

I see no insects, yet the air lowly hums — that ground-breflth must 
be that of the grass growing — of the soft unfolding of many millions 
of flowers — bees utter not a word at their work, but murmur as 
they fly, for the music is in their wings — ^yet coming and going, the 
wUdemess can scarcely hear them, for 'tis only when careering 
round and round some strange object that the creatures make much 
noise. Seldom have I seen so far and high up, so soon in the sea- 
son, such splendid moths. But of all life, theirs is the most entirely 
divested of sound. Fine-ear himself could not have heard that 
lovely one alight on the stone— still and steady the living speck as 
a weather-stain, yet shut your eyes a few moments — look, and it is 
gone ! 

JNortn* " O many are the poets that are sown 

By Nature." 

and thou, dear Sam, art of the number; but "wanting the accom- 
plishment of verse." 

Registrar, I occasionally amuse myself with a metrical version 
from the Greek; and I hope to send you a trifle or two for your 
next Anthology. We scholars in England liked those articles very 
much indeed; — ^you should resume the series. Here is a silly 
thought from Eubulus.t 

Tickler. Eubulus ! Give us the Greek, Sam. 

Registrar. 

TpeTs yap ftSvovs Kparijpas iympavvvo} 
ToU si <ppovo9<rr rdv nlv hyifias Ivo, 
'Ov rpoirov iKvtvovci' rdv de ievrtpov 
•Epwroj {i6ovf\i Tt' rdv Si rpirov S* xjxvov, 
*Ov CIS vtovres hi (ro^poi KixXxiiiiivoi 
"OtKaSe ^adi^owr*, b 6i riraptos dvKeri 
'l^fiirepSs icr*f dW* v/^pstag. 6 Si TifiirroSf /?oi)f. 
'Kktos 61 naviai, tavrt koX 0d\Xsi» iroutv. 
IIoX*); yhp Its iv jiticpdv dyysXov x^^^h 
*YiroaK€Xt^st ^Ssra roif rcirtoK/iras, 

♦ "WTne merchant fa Edinburgh, famous for his claret— as Sneyd vaa iu Dublin. — M. 
t Eubulides of Miletus, the preceptor of DemoBthene8.->A(. 
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Tickler {in amazement). Tl\v^hua0oio o,\armn\ 

llcgifitrar. Genitive case for the vocative ! Oli, soul of Sir John 
Cheek ! Now, Tim, yon smile at my scholarship ; but here is old 
Eubulus in the English tongue. — [Sings) 

1. 4. 

Three goblets of wine The fouith not our own, 
Alone should comprise Makes insolence glorious ; 

The extent of the tipple And the fifth ends in shouting, 
Of those that are wise. And clamor uproanous. 

2. 5. 

The first is for health ; And those who a sixth 

And the second I measure, Down their weasands are pounng, 

To be quaffed for the sake Already nre bruising, 

Of love, and of pleasure. And fighting, and flooring. 

- 3. 6. 

The third is for sleep ; Oh ! the tight little vessel, 

And, while it is ending, If often we fill it. 

The pmdent will homewnrd How it trips up the heels 

Be thinking of wending. Of those who may swill it! 

Tickler. Registrar, thou warblest well ! — and Eubulus was a 
trump. 

North, Cuckoo ! cuckoo ! cuckoo ! Yonder she goes ! — see, see, 
Sam I — flitting along the faint blue haze on the hill-side, across the 
bum. In boyhood, never could I catch a glimpse of the bird any 
more than Wordsworth. 

" For thou wert still a hope ! — a joy ! 
Still longed for, never scpin .'" 

But so *tis with us in our old age. All the mysteries that held our 
youth in wonderment, and made life poetry, dissolve — and we are 
sensible that they were all illusions : while other mysteries grow 
more awful ; and what we sometimes hoped, in the hour of passion, 
might be illusions, are seen to be God's own truths, temble to sin 
ners, and wearing a ghastly aspect in the gloom of the grave ! 

Tickler, Cuckoo ! cuckoo ! cuckoo I 

North, She has settled again on some spray — ^for she is always 
mute, gents, as she flies ! And I have stood right below her, within 
three yards of her anomalous ladyship, as, down head and up tail, 
with wings slightly opening from her sides, and her feathers shiver- 
ing, she took far and wide possession of the stiUncss with her voice, 
mellow as if she lived on honey ; and indeed I suspect, Sam — 
though the bridegroom eluded my ken — that with them two 'twas 
the honey-moon. Have you seen Mudie's Bntish Birds, Tickler ? 
*Tis a delightful work — and I must have an article on it in a month 
or two — for Mr. Mudie is one of the naturalists I love best — he has 
studied nature in the fields and woods, and by the banks and braes 
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of streams, all up to the highest waterfall, beyond which there are 
neither trouts — 

Registrar. Nor minnows. 

North. My dear Registrar, those were charming lines you re- 
peated to me last night. Even Tickler would be moved by them. 

Tickler, I have a thorough contempt for all poetry ; and I beg 
leave to say now, before going farther, that if we are to be bothered 
with any more lines, and absurd 

North. I fear, Mr. Tickler, there has been some mistake. Pray, 
have you got in your pocket my card of invitation to the Tent ? 

Tickler. Um! 

Noi'th. Not that Sam and I had any objections to your joining us ; 
but as your presence was quite an unexpected pleasure, perhaps, on 
reconsideration, you will permit the Registrar to grant my request. 
(Tickler scrapes caddis from his cotton jacket and stuffs his 
ears.) 



Registrar. 



Do you see our vessel riding 

At her anchor in yon bay. 
Like a sleeping sea-bird biding 

For tlie morrow's onward way? 
See her white wings folded round her 

Rocked upon the lulling deep*^ 
Hath the silent moonlight bound her 

With a chain of peace and sleep ? 

Seems she not, as if enchanted 
To that lone and lovely place. 

Henceforth ever to be haunted 
By that fair ship's shadowy grace t 

Yet come here again to-morrow, 
~ Not a vestige will remain ; 

Though those sweet eyes strain in sorrow, 
They will watch the waves in vain. 

'Twas for this I bade thee meet me ; 
For one parting word and tear ; 

Other lands and lips may greet me, 
None will ever seem so dear. 

Other lands — I may say other ! 
Mine again I shall not see ! 

1 have left my aged mother- 
She has other sons than me. 

Where my father's bones are lying. 

There mine own will never lie; 
Where the pale wild-flowei-s are sighing 

Sweet beneath a summer-sky. 
Mine will be less hallow'd ending, 

Mine will be a wilder grave ; 
When the shriek and shout are blending 

Or the tempest sweeps the wave. 
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Or, perhaps, a fate more lonely, 

In some sick and foreign ward, 
When my weary eyes meet only 

Hired nurses or sullen guard. 
Be it wound or be if fever, 

When my soul's death-doom is cast, 
One rememhnmce will not leave her, 

TLine will linger to the last. 

Dearest maiden ! thou art weeping! 

Must I from those eyes remove ? 
Harh thy heart no soft pulse sleeping, 

Which might waken into love ? 
No ! I see thy brow is frozen, 

And thy look is cold and strange; 
Oh ! when once the heart is chosen, 

Well I know it cannot change i 

And I know thy heart has spoken 

That another's it must be ; 
Scarce I wish that pure faith broken. 

Though the falsenood were for me. 
No! be still that guileless cretiturc 

Who upon my boyhood shone ; 
Gouldst thou change thy angel nafure. 

Half my trust in Heaven were gone. 

With these parting words I sever 

All rny ties of youth and home. 
Kindred, friends, good-by for ever ! 

See ! my boat cuts through the foam ! 
Wind, tide, time, alike are pressing, 

I must leave my native shore ; 
One first kiss, and one last blessing — 

Farewell, love, we meet no more ! 

Tickler {taking the cotton from Ids ears). I wish, North, you would 
either fine me in a bumper, or force me to sing a song. 

North. I wfll do both. Up with your little finger — ^no heel-taps* 
sirrah — good — now, Tim, your stave. 

Tickler. 

Tune — The Brown Jug. 

Though I can't make a speech, yet a bumper I crave, 
And ril give you my toast in an old-fashioned stave^ 
It is not the King, nor our good Toiy Queen, 
Nor Army, nor Navy, nor Church, that I mean^ 
No toast such as these down your throats will I cram— 
rU give you the health of the Registrar Sam i 

The Registrar Sam ! it's a big-sounding name, 
And yet let us hope that he still is the same^ 
The same honest Sam that we knew him of yore 
When honors, still higher, so meekly he bore, 
Tliat all men allowed that the Lion and Lamb 
Were too feeble a type of the. Grand Warden Sam, 

Vol. v.— 15 
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Then amidst formpr grrcatnefts, what frolic and Kin ' 
What a luck of nil " weanness under the sun !" 
What flashes of glee from that eloquent face, 
The planet, the pole-stnr, the moon of the l*lace !* 
They may talk of hig Peter — but he*§ all a sham — 
Mere pinchbeck, compared to the sterling of Sam ! 

Oh ! how oft has it gladden'd each true Tory heart 
To witness his feats in the thirst-slaking art ; 
I call it not drinking, for that were a word. 
In speaking of Sam, altogether absurd^ 
Let us rather declare that no mortal eVr sworn 
On the spring-tide of Bacchus so buoyant as Sam. 

Yet it was not in wit, nor yet was it in wine. 
That alone he held sway — ^for Sam woo*d the whole Nine- 
It's now an old story, yet many a tongue 
Still rejoices to tell of the days of Bill Young, 
When Baxter's fine speeches (which some thought Balaam) 
Were sure to call forth something finer fixim Sum. 

And then, though the Muses his youth migkt engage. 

Still science severe fix'd his more mature age ; 

And Oxford shall glory for many a day 

In ** Sedgwick and Sam" *mong her learned array ,t 

For long may you wander by Isis or Cam, 

Ere you chance to fall in with a fellow like Sam ! 

Such has Sam ever been, and long, long may he be 

Precisely the Sam he has still been to me I 

The Thistle we now must entwine with the Rose, i^AjSetuoso.') 

But our hearts still are with him wherever he goes, 

So now, in conclusion, I make my salaam, 

By proposing the toast of the evening — Sam I 

Registrar {rising), Mr. Chairman (homjig, with his hand on hu 
heart) Mr. Vice (bowing). On rising, gentlemen 

Ambrose {rushing into the T'cnt, stark naked, except his Jlannel 
drawers) Hurra ! hurra ! hurra ! — huiTa ! hurra ! hurra ! — hurra ! 
hurra ! hurra ! Who'll dance — who'll dance with me — waltz— jig — 
Lowland reel — Highland fling — ^gallopade] Hurra! hurra! hurra! 
{Keeps dancing round the Tent table, yelling, and snapping his 
fingers) 

North. Be seated, gentlemen — T see how it is — ^he has been drink- 
ing of the elf-well, up among the rocks behind the Tent, and human 
lip never touched that cold stream, but, man or woman, lost his or 
her seven senses, and was insane for life. 

Registrar. A pleasant prospect. 

Tickler. That may be — but, confound me if Ambrose be the man 
to be caught in that kind of trap. Where's the Tower of Babel ! 

* Picardy Place, where Ambrose's Hotel is. The Peter here ntimed was Patrick Roberttoa, 
now one of the Lords of Session in Edinburgh— n larsrn man, full of wit and frolic— M. 

t It is Cambridge, not Oxford, which can boa^t of Dr. Adam Sedgwick, the geologist, as hflf 
WoodwKrdian l^rofessor.— M. 
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North. There ! 

Ambrose [pirouetting). Look yonder, mine honored master, through 
those rocks. 

North. Nay, Brose, I can see as far througli a millstone, or a 
milestone either, as most men ; but as for looking through rocks 

Ambrose. I saw him, with these blessed eyes of mine, I saw 
him — on horseback, sir, driving down the hill, yonder, sir, at full 
gallop 

North. Whom 1 ye saw whom ? 

Ambrose. Himself, sir — ^his very own self, sir — as I hope to be 
saved. 

Registrar. I fear his case is hopeless. Those sudden accesses are 
fatal. 

Tickler. Why, his drawers will be at his heels if 

Ambrose [somewhat subsiding). I had gone in to the dookin*, gen- 
tlemen, as you say in Scotland, and was ploutering about in the 
pool, when, just as I had squeezed the water out of my eyes, after 
a plunge, I chanced to look up the hillside, and there I saw him — 
with these blessed eyes I saw him — his OM^n very self. — [Horses* 
hoofs heard at full gallop, nearing the Tent.) 

TicJcler. The Wild Huntsman ! 

[Horse and rider charge the Tent — Jiorse all of a sudden 
halts — thrown back on his haunches — and rider flying over 
his head, alights on his feet — while his foraging caj) sjnn^ 
over the Lion's fiery mane, now drooping in the afternoon 
calm from the mast-head) 

Omnes. The Shepherd! The Shepherd! The Shepherd! 
hurra I hurra ! hurra ! hurra ! hurra ! hurra ! hurra ! hurra ! hurra ! 

Shepherd. Hurraw ! hurraw ! hurraw ! 

North [white as a sheet, and seeming about to swoon). Water ! 

ShepJterd. Whare*s the strange auld tyke ? Whare*s the queer 
auld fallow ? Where's the canty auld chiel ? Whare*s the dear 
auld deevil ? Oh ! North — ^North — ^Noi-th — North — ma freen — ma 
brither — ^ma father — lat's tak anither intil ane anither's arms — diet's 
kiss ane anither's cheek — as the guid cheevalry knichts used to do 
— ^when, haen fa'en oot about some leddy-luve, or some disputed 
laun*, or some king's changefu' favor, or aiblins aboot nae thing ava 
but the stupit lees o' some evil tongues, tliey happened to forgather 
when riding opposite ways through a wood, and flingin' themsells, 
wi* ae feelin' and ae thocht, aff their twa horses, cam' clash in' the- 
gither wi' their mailed breists, and began sobbin' in the silence o' 
the auncient aiks that were touched to their verra cores to see sic 
forgiveness and sic affection atween thae twa stalwart champions, 
wha, tho' baith noo weeping' like weans or women, had aften rid- 
den, side by side thegither, wi' shields on their briests and lang 
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lances shootin' far oot fearsomely afore them, intil the press o' battle, 
while their chargers, red-wat-shod, gaed gallopin* wi* their hoofs 
that never ance touched the grun* for men's faces bash'd bluidy, and 
their sodden corpses sqiielchin* at every spang o* the flyin' dragons. 
But what do 1 mean by a' this talkin* to raysell ? Pity me — Mr. 
North — but you're white's a ghaist ! Let me bear ye in my aiims 
intil the Tent. (Shepherd carries North mto the Tent.) 

North, I was much to blame, James — but 

Shepherd, I was muckle mak to blame my sell nor you, sir — 
and 

North. Why, James, it is by no means improbable that you 
were 

Shepherd. ye auld Autocrat ! But will ye promise me — ^gin I 
promise ye 

North. Any thing, James, in the power of mortal man to perform. 

Shepherd. Gie's your haun ! Noo repeat the words after me — 
(North keeps earnestly repeating the words) — I swear, in this Tent 
pitched in the Fairy's Cleugh, in presence of Timothy Tickler and 
Sam An 

North. They are not in the Tent. 

ShepJierd. I wasna observin'. That's delicate. That I wuU 
never breathe a whusper even to my ain heai*t — at the laneliest 
hour o' midnight — except it be when I am sayin* my prayers^ 
dinna sab, sir — o' ony misunderstaundin' that ever happened atween 
us twa— -either about Mawga, or ony ither toppic — as lang's I leeve 
— an' am no deserted by my senses— but am left in fu' possession 
o' the gift o' reason — an' I noo dicht aff the tablets o' my memory 
ilka letter o' ony ugly record, that the enemy, takin' advantage o' 
the corruption o' oor fallen natur' — contreeved to scarify there, \\ i' 
the pint o* an aim pen — red-hot frae yon wicked place — I noo dicht 
them a' aff, just as I dicht aff frae this table tliae winc-draps wi' 
ma sleeve — and I forgie ye frae the verra bottom o' ma sowl — wi' 
as perfeck forgiveness — as if you ware my ain bi*ith(»r, deein' at 
hame in his father's house — shune after his return frae a lang 
voyage out-owre the sea ! 

(North and the Shepherd again embrace — their faces wax 
exceedingly cheerful^^and they sit foi^ a little while without 
raying a word.) 

North. My dear James, have you dined? 

Shepherd. Dined ] Why man, I've had ma fowre-oors.* But I 
maun tell ye a' about it. A bit lassie, you see, that had cum to 
your frien' Scottie's to pay a visit to a sister o' hers — a servant in 
the family — that was rather dwinin' — frae the kintrie down about 
Annandale-wise, past by the Tent in the gray o' the morning, yes- 

*" J^oiore-oors— luncheon, taken four hours after brenkfagt.— M, 
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terday, afore ony ane o* you were out o' the blankets, except a 
cretur that, frae the description, maun hae been Tappytourie, and 
she learned frae him that the Tent b clanged to a great lord they 
ca'd North — Lord North — and that he had come out on a shootin* 
and a fishin' ploy, and forbye, to tak a plan o' a' the hills, in order 
to mak a moddle o* them in cork, wV quicksiller for the lochs and 
rinnin' waters, and sheets o' beaten siller for the waterfa's, and 
o' beaten gold for the elements at sunset — and that twa ither shinin' 
characters were in his reteenue — ^wham Tammy ca*d to her — as she 
threep'd — Sir Teemothy Tickleham Bart, o* Southside, and the 
Lord High Registrar o' Lunnon. Ma heart lap to ma mouth, and 
then after some flutterin' became as heavy's a lump o' cauld lead 
The wife gied me sic a smile ! And then wee Jamie was a' the 
while, in his affectionat way, leanin* again' ma knee. I took a walk 
by mysell ; and a' was licht. Forthwith I despatched some gillies 
to wauken the Forest. I never steekit an ee, and by skreigh o' day 
was aff on the beast. But I couldna ken how ye micht be fennin' 
in the Tent for fish, sae I thocht I micht as weel tak a whup at the 
Meggat. How they lap I I filled ma creel afore the dew-melt ; 
and as it's out o' the poor o' ony mortal man wi' a heart to gie owre 
fishin' in the Meggat durin' a tak, I kent by the sun it was nine- 
hours, and by that time I had a' my pouches, the braid o' the tail o' 
some o' them whappin' again' ma elbows. You'll no be surprised, 
Mr. North— for though you're far from bein' sic a gude angler as 
you suppose, and as you cry yoursell up in Maga, oh ! but you're 
mad fond o't — that I had clean forgotten the beast ! After a lang . 
search, I found him a mile doon the water, and ma certes, for the 
next twa hours the grass did na grow aneath his heels. I took a 
hantle o' short cutts, for I ken the kintra better than ony fox. But 
I forgot I was na'on foot — the beast got blawn, and comin' up the 
Fruid, rested wi' me on Garlet-Dod. The girth burst — aff fell the 
saddle, and he fairly laid himsalf doon ! I feared he had brak his 
heart, and couldna think o' leavin' him, for, in his extremity, I kent 
the raven o' Gameshope wad be picked out his een. Sae I just 
thocht I wad try the Fruid wi' the flee, and put on a professor. 
The Fruid's fu' o' sma' treats, and I sune had a sti-ing. I couldna 
hae had aboilt me, at this time, ae way and ither, in ma several 
repositories, string and a', less than thretty dizzen o' troots. I 
heard the yaud necherin', and kent he had gotten second wun', sae 
having hidden the saddle among the brakens, munted, and lettin' 
him tak it easy for the first half hour, as I skirted Earlshaugh 
holms I got him on the haun gallop, and I needna tell you o' the 
Arab-like style in which I feenally brought him in, for, consideiing 
that I carried wecht, you'll aJloo he wad be cheap at a hunder 
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gnhteas, and for tLat soom, sir, the beast's your ain! Kax me 
owre the jug. But didna I see a naked man 1 

{Re-enter Tickler afid iltc Registrar.) 

Tickler, King of the Shepherds, may*st tliou live for ever ! 

Shepherd {looking inquisitively to North). Wha's he, that ? 
[turning to Tickler) — Sir, you've the advantage of me; for I 
really can not say that I ever had the pleasure o' seein' you atween 
the een afore ; but you're welcome to our Tent — sit doun, and ^n 
ye be dry tak' a drink. 

Registrar. James? 

Shepherd, Ma name's no Jeems. But what though it was ? Folk 
fihouldna be sae familiar at first sight. ( To North in an under 
tone.) A man o* your renown, sir, shou'd really be mair seleek. 

Tickler, I beg pardon, sir, but I mistook you for that half-witted 
body the Ettrick Shepherd. 

Shepherd, Ane can pardon ony degree o' stoopidity in a fallow 
that has sunk sae laigh in his ain esteem, as weel's in that o* the 
waurld, as to think o' retreevin' his character by pretendin* to pass 
himself aflf, on the mere strength o' the length o' his legs, for sic an 
incorrigible ne'er-do-weel as Timothy Tickler. But let me tell you, 
you had better keep a gude tongue in your head, or I'll maybe tak' 
you by the cuflF o' the neck, and turn ye out o' the Tent. 

North {to the Shepherd in an under tone). Trot him, James — 
trot him — he's sensitive. 

Shepherd, You maybe ken him ? Is't true that he's gotten intil 
debt, and that Southside's adverteezed ? 

Tickler {coloring). It's a lie. 

Shepherd, That proves it to be true. Nay, it amaist, too, pruves 
you to be Tickler. Oh ! nae mair nonsense — nae mair nonsense, 
sir — Southside, Southside — ^but I'm happier to see you, sir, than 
tongue can tell — ^but as the heart knoweth its ain bitterness, sae 
knoweth it its ain sweetness too ; and noo that I'm sittin' again 
atween you twa — {putting one arm over Christopher's shoulder, 
and one over Timothy's, starting up and rushing round the ciradar 
— ** guid faith, I'm like to greet." Sam ! Sam ! Sam ! 

Registrar, God bless you, James. 

Shepherd. And hae ye cum a' the way from JiUnnon to the 
Fairy's Gleugh 1 And werena ye intend in' to come out to Altrive 
to see the auld Shepherd 1 Oh ! but we were a' glad, man, to 
hear o' your appointment, though nane o' us ken very distinctly the 
natur' o't, some sayin' they had made you a Bishop only without a 
seat among the Lords, some a Judge o' the Pleas; and there was 
a sugh for a while — ^but frae you're bein' here the noo, during the 
sittin' o' Parliament, that canna weel be true — ^that the King, by 
the recommendation o* Lord Broom and Vox, had appointed you 
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Lis Premier, on^ the death o' Yearl Grey ; but tell me, wah the 
lassie right after a* in denominatin' ye, on tlie authority o* Tapy- 
tourie, Lord High Registrar o' Lunnon, and is the post a sinecure, 
and a free gift of the Whigs ? 

Registrar, That, James, is my appointment — but *tis no sinecure. 
The duties are manifold, difficult, and important. 

North. I wish somebody would knock me down for a song. 

Shepherd. I'll do that — ^but recollect — ^nae fawsettoes — I canna 
thole fawsettoes — a verra tailor might be ashamed of fawsettoes, — 
for fawsettoes mak ye think o' something less than the ninety-ninth 
pairt o' a man — and that's ten times less than a tailor — and amaist 
naething ava* — sae that the man vanishes intil a pint. Nae faw- 
settoes. 

North (sings). 

Tune — John Anderson, my Joe, 

Sam Anderson, my Joe Sam, when first I sjuv that face. 

You then were quite a beau, Sam, a lad of h'fo and pi-ace. 

But now you're turning grave, Sam, your speech is short and slow, 

YouVe got a cursed official look, Sam Anderson, my Joe I 

Sam Anderson, my Joe Sam, when Blackwood first began 
To try his canny hand, Sam, at each and all he i-an— 
And you among the rest, Sam, the world was made to know, 
A burning and a shining light, Sam Anderson, my Joe! 

Sam Anderson, my Joe Sam, when in the claret trade, 
A customer right good, Sam, unto yourself you made. 
But sober as a judge, Sam, you now to bed must go- 
Aye, sober as a Chancellor, Sum Anderson, my Joe \ 

Sam Anderson, my Joe Sam, how sportive were the tricks 
That on the "general question," Sam, beat Peter all to sticks. 
But Peter now will rise, Sam, upon your overthrow^ 
You're all on affidavit now,* Sum Anderson, my Joe .' 

Sam Anderson, my Joe Sam, in days of youthful glee, 

You sported in the shad- Sam, beneath your mulberry-tree— 

But strains of rural love, Sam, you must alas! forego, 

Now " kiss the calf-skin's" all your song, Sam Anderson, my Joe. 

Sam Anderson, my Joe Sam, you've been in many a scrape. 
But still with wit or luck, Sam, you've managed to escape- 
But now your friends, the Whigs, Sam, have taken you in tow— 
They've got your head in Chanceiy, S.ini Anderson, my Joe ! 

Tickler, That must be all Greek to you, James. 

Registrar, The less you say, the better, Tim, about Greek. The 
Shepherd was not with us when I sung a scrap of old Eubulus— 
but 

Shefpherd, I have been studyin' the Greek for twa wunters. Wun- 
ter afore last I made but sma' progress, and got but a shoi-t way 

* In Chancery proceedings, in England, there is no vvoh. voce evidence. All is written, sworn 
uid signed.— M. 
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ayont the roots — ^for the curlin' came in the way — ^but this hjgane 
wunter there was nae ice in the Forest — or at Dndinstane either — 
and I mastei-ed, dui-ing the lang nichts at hame, an incalculable 
crood o'dereevative vocables, and a hantle o' the kittlest compounds. 

Registrar, What grammars and lexicons do you use, Shepherd ? 

Shepherd. Nane but the maist common. I hae completed a ver- 
sion o' Theocritus, and Bion, and Moschus — no, to mention Ana- 
creon ; and gin there's nae curlin* neist wunter either — and o' that 
there's but sma' chance, for a change has been gradually takin' 
place within these few years, in the ellipse o' the earth — I suspect 
about the ecliptic — I purpose putting a* ma strength upon Pindar. 
His Odds are dark — but some grand, as ane o' thae remarkable 
simmer nichts when a' below is loun, and yet there is storm in heav- 
en, the moon glimpsing by fits thro* cluds, and then a' at ance a 
blue spat fti' o* stars. 

North. The Theban Swan 

Shepherd, He was nae swan, but an eagle. 

North. As H. N. Nelson said t'other day in that noble paper on 
Pindar, in the Quarterly. 

Registrar. A noble paper, indeed. North. 

Tickler. I have heard it attributed to you, Sam. 

Registrar. No— you never did. 

Shepherd. I*m owi-e happy to sing this afternoon, but I'm able, 
I think, to receet ; and here*s ane o* my attempts on an Eedle o'« 
Bion — the third Eedle— got the teetle frae Tickler. 

Tickler. Third Idyll of Bion. 

Shepherd {receets). 

Great Venus once appear'd to me, still slumbering in my bed. 

And Cupid in her beauteous hand, a tottering child she led ; 

And thus with winning words she spake, " See, Cupid here I bring. 

Oh, take him ! shepherd dear to me, and teach him how to sing V* 

She disappeared, and I began, a baby in my turn, 

To teach him all the shepherd's songs — as though he meant to learn. 

How Pan the crooked pipe found out, Minerva made the flute, 

How Hermes struck the tortoise-shell, and Phcebus fonn*d tlie lute. 

All this I taught, but little heed gave Cupid to my speech ; 

Then he himself sweet carols sung, and me began to teach 

The loves of gods and men, and all his mother did to each. 

Then I forgot what I myself to Cupid taught before ; 

But all the songs he taught to me, I learnt them evermore ; 

North. Quite in the style of Trevor, who did such fine versions 
for my articles in the Greek Anthology. Are you sure, James, they 
are not Trevor's ] 

Shepherd. Trevor's. Is he an Englisher ? Then dinna let him 
compete — nor that callant Price o' Hereford either — wi' the Ettrick 
Shepherd in Theocritus, or Bion, or Moschus, or any o' the Pastor- 
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Is. Yet they're twa fine lads baith — and gin tlicy were here— 
ley shou'd be welcome to ony geeven number o* glasses o' Glen- 
>evit. Here's their healths — Mr. Trevor and Mr. Kice. 

North. I should like, my dear Shepherd, to hear some of your 
.nacreon. 

Shepherd. Na. Wullie Hay beats me blin'. He's as gude, or 
3tter nor yoursell, sir. Gi'es some o' Hay. 

North. 

Come, thou best of ptiinterg, 
Prince of the Rhodian art, 
Paint, thou best of painters. 
The mistress of my heart — 
Though absent from the picture 
Which I shall now impart. 

First paint for me her ringlets 
Of dark and glossy hue, 
And fragmnt odors breathings 
If this tiiine art can do. 

Pnint me an ivoiy forehead 
That crowns a perfect cheek. 
And rises under ringlets 
Dark-colored, soft, and sleek. 

The space between the eyebrows 
Nor mingle nor dispart, 
But blend them inperceptibly 
And ti-ue will be thy art. 

From under black-eye fringes 
Let sunny flashes play— 
Cythera's swimming glances, 
Minerva's azure ray. 

With milk commingle roses 
To paint a nose and cheeks — 
A lip like bland Persuasion's — 
A lip that kissing seeks. 

Within the chin luxurious 
Let all the graces fair. 
Round neck of alabaster 
Be ever flitting there. 

And now in robes invest her 
Of palest purple dyes. 
Betraying fair proportions 
To our delighted eyes. 

Cease, cease, I see before me 
The picture of my choice ! 
And quickly wilt thou give me— 
The music of thy voice. 

Shepherd. I wunner hoo many thoosan' times that Odd has been 
une intil verse- It's beyond a* dout an extraordinar veevid pittur' 
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in poetry — a perfect ut pktura poesis — and the penter Lad mair 
sense nor to attempt her in lies after ink. 

Registrar, I like better his Carrier Pigeon. 

Shepherd, What for do ye like ane better nor the other 1 It's 
no like you, my Lord Registrar, to hurt the character o' ae bonny 
poem by sinkin't aneath another as bonny, but nae bonnier nor it- 
sell. In a case o' that kind there's nae sic thing as the comparative 
degree — only the positive and the superlative — which, in fack, are 
the same — for the twa are baith equally positively superlative — 
and if at ae time you dereeve mair pleasure frae the advice to the 
penter, and at anither mair frae the address to the Dove, the reason 
o* the difference is in you, and no in Anawcreon — just as your pal- 
let prefers at this hour a golden rennet apple, and at that a jargonel 
peer. 

Registrar, You are right, James, and I am wrong. 

North, (taking out his poclcethook). Why, here are some very 
pretty lines, James, by a young creature not fifteen — and I am sure 
you will say she is herself as innocent as any dove. ( i^ 

LINES ON A WHITE DOVE. 

BT A OIRL. 

Emblem of innocence ! spotless and pure, 

Sweet bird of the snowy-white wing-, 
So gentle and meek,*yet so lovely thou art, 
Thy loveliness touches and gladdens my heait. 

Like the first eai-Iy blossoms of Spring. 

There are birds of a sunnier land, gentle dove, 

Whose plumage than thine is more bright ; 
The humming-bird there, and the gay parroquet, 
But even than they thou art lovelier yel. 

Sweet bird with the plumage of white. 

For purity rests on thy feathers of snow. 

Thy dark eye is sad, gentle dove ; 
And e'en in the varying tones of thy coo. ^j. 

There's an accent of sadness and tenderness too, 

Like the soft farewell whisper of love. 

The eagle is queen of the cliff and the wave. 

And she flaps her wild wing in the sky; 
The song of the lark will enrapture, 'tis true, 
When no one would list to my white dove's soft coo, 

No one — save her young ones — and L 

Farewell, then, sweet dove ! if the winter is cold. 

May the Spiing with her blossoms oppear 
In tunny-clad beauty, to waken the song 
Of the sweet-throated warbleis the forests among^ 

And the nest of my fav'rit? to cheer. 
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Shepherd. She maim be a dear sweet bonnie bit lassie— -and I 
would like to ken her name. 

No?'tk. A gracious name it is, James. ( Whispers it to him,) 

Shepherd. I canna mak out, Mr. North, the cause o' the effect o' 
novelty as a source o' pleasure. Some objects aye please, however 
common. 

Tickler. Don't prose, Jamie. 

Shepherd. Ass! There's the Daisy. Naebody cares muckl<» 
about the Daisy — till you ask them — and then they feel the hae aye 
liked it, and quot Burns. Noo naebody tires o* the Daisy. A' the 
warld would be sorry gin a' Daisies were dead. 

Tickler. Puir auld sUly body I 

Shepherd. There again are Dockens. What for are they a by- 
word ? They're saft, and smooth, and green, and hae nae bad 
smell. Yet a' the world would be indifferent were a Dockens dead. 

Tickler. I would rather not. 

Shepherd. What for? Would a Docken, think ye Mr. North, 
be "beauteous to see, a weed o' glorious feature," if it were 
scarce, and a hot-house plant ? Would leddies and gentleman, gin 
it were ony ways an unique, pay to get a look at a Docken ] But 
I fin' that I'm no thrawin' ae single particle o' licht on the soob- 
ject ; and the perplexing question will aye recur, " Why is the 
Daisy, though sae common, never felt to be commonplace ] and the 
Docken aye ?" 

T^klcr. The reason undoubtedly is 

Shepherd. Hand your arrogant tongue, South side, and never 
again, immediately after I hae said that ony metapheezical soobject's 
perplexing, hae the insolence and the silliness to say, " The reason, 
undoubtedly, is." If it's no coorse, it's rude — and a man had better 
be coorse nor rude ony day — ^but O, sirs, what'n a pity that in the 
Tent thei-e are nae dowgs ! 

Tu:kler. 1 hate curs. 

Shepherd. A man ca'in' himself a Christian, and hatin' poetry 
and dowgs ! 

Tickler. Hang the brutes. 

Shepherd. There's nae sic perfeck happiness, I suspeck, sir, as 
that o' the brutes. No that I wuss I had been bom a brute — yet 
aften hae I been tempted to envy a dowg. What gladness in the 
cretur's een, gin ye but speak a single word to him, when you and 
him's sittin' thegither by your twa sell's on the hill — Pat him on 
the head and say, "Hector, ma man!" and he whines wi' joy — 
snap your thoombs, and he gangs dancing round you like a whirl- 
wind — ^gie a whustlin' hiss, and he lowps frantic owre your head- 
er}^ halloo and he's aff like a shot, chasing naething, as if he were 
mad. 
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North. Alas ! poor Bronte ! 

Shepherd. Whisht, dinna think o' him, but in general o' dowga. 
Love is the element a dowg leeves in, and a* that's necessary for his 
enjoyment o' life is the presence o* his master. 

Registrar, " With thee conversing he forgets all time." 

Shepherd, Yet, wi' a* his sense, he has nae idea o* death. 
True, he will lie upon his master's grave, and even howk wi' his 
paws in an afieckin manner, but for all that, believe me, he has nae 
idea o' death. He snokes wi' his nose into the hole his pows are 
howkin', just as if he were after a moudie-warp. 

North. God is the soul of the bnite creatures. 

Shepherd. Ay, sir — instinct wi' them's the same's reason wi' us 
— only we ken what we intend — they do not — we reflect in a 
mathematical problem, for example, how best to big a house ; they 
reflect nane, but what a house they big ! Sir Isaac Newton, o' 
himsell, without learnin' the lesson frae tlie bees, wud na hae con- 
trived a hive o^ hinney-combs, and biggen them up, cell by cell, 
hung the creation, like growing fruit, on the branch o' a tree ! 

North. I have read, my dearest James, " Lay Sermons, by the 
Ettrick Shepherd."* 

Shej^herd. And may I just ask, sir, your candid opinion % 

Nmth. The first few glances relieved my mind, James, from some 
painful fears ; for I confess I was weak enough to lay my account 
with meeting, to use your own words in the Preface, " cases of un- 
sound tenets and bad taste," though I know, my dearest Shepherd, 
that your whole life has borne witness to the sincerity and strength 
of your religion. But nothing of the sort has once offended my eye, 
during several continued perusals of the unpretending, but most valu- 
able little volume. 

SJiepherd. I'm gladder ten times over to hear you say't, sir, than 
they had been a volumm o' Poms. " A maist valuable little vol- 
umm." Comin' frae sic a quarter, that's high praise ; but it's no 
praise I'm wanting, though a' the warld kens I'm fond o' praise- 
ay, to my shame be it spoken — even the worthless praise o* it's ain 
hoUowhearted wardly sell ; it's no praise I'm wantin, and I ken, on 
this occasion, you'll believe me when I say it, sir ; ma wush its to 
do good. 

North, And he who takes " Lay Sermons by the Ettrick Shep- 
herd" to bed with him, " a wiser and a better man will rise to-mor- 
row's morn." It is a volume that may be read in bed without danger 
of setting fire to the curtains. Several successive houses of mine 
have been set on fire by sermons, and one, fortunately insured, was 
burnt to the ground. 

* Scott hnd written Two Sormona for Huntley Gordon, wliich w»?re puMiahcd, and Uogp fol- 
lowed the example, with u 8«.'iiuae. rt-Hd<>ble, eiitertniuing, und charucteiibtic vulume oi Lay 
Sermona.- >M. 
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SJieplierd. But did ye recover? For I aye thocht there was 
a savin* clouse in the insurance ack o' very Company, iusurin* 
theirsells again' ony insurer at their office, who could be proved 
to hae had his house burned by bein* set on fire in that way by a 
sermon. 

No7'th. It has always puzzled me, James, to account, not for 
almost any sermon's almost always setting man or woman asleep 
in bed, not for almost any candle's almost always setting the bed 
on fire as soon as he or she has been fairly set asleep. These you 
perceive to be two separate problems ; the solution of the first easy 
— of the second, perhaps not within the limits of the human under- 
standing. 

Shepherd, It's at least no within the leemits o' mine. But the 
problem itsell's an established fack. 

North, I have tried to solve the problem, James, empirically. 

Shepherd, It's lucky you've used that word the noo, sir; for 
though I see't in every serious wark, I canna say I attach to it ony 
particular meaning. 

North, Experimentally, James, have I sometimes taken to bed 
with me a volume of that perilous class, and after reading a few 
paragraphs — perhaps as far as Firstly — ^have put it under my pil- 
lows, and pretended to fall asleep. But every now and then I kept 
looking out of the tail of my eye at the candle — a stout mutton- 
mould of four to the pound — ^resolved, the instant he so much as 
singed a particle of nap off my curtains — always cotton — ^to spring 
out of bed — seize the incendiary, and extinguish him on the spot in 
the very basin in which he blazed ; but in justice to one and all of 
the luminaries that have ever cheered my solitary midnight hours, 
I now publicly — that is, privately — declare, that not only did I 
never discover in the behaviour of any one of them a single circum- 
stance that could justify in me the slightest suspicion of such a 
nefarious design, but that in most cases he visibly began to get as 
drowsy as myself; and with wick the length of my little finger 
hanging mournfully by his side, have I more than once sorrowed to 
see a faithful mutton light expire by my bedside — ^not in the socket, 
James— oh ! no, not in the socket — for the flicker and that evanish- 
ing are in the course of nature, and the soul of the survivor is soon 
reconciled to the loss — ^but with one side of the tallow continuing 
unmelted from head to heel — and the tallow a tall fellow, too, 
James — ^the spirit that animated him an hour ago, now mere snuff! 

Shepherd, You've sae impersonated him, sir, intil a leevin' cretur, 
that 1 cou'd amaist greet — were it no for the thocht o' that intolera- 
ble stink. I can thole the stink o' a brock better than o' a caunnle 
that has dee'd a natural death. But I perceive I'm thinkin' o' death 
in Ihe socket. 
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North, Nor will your sermons, my dear James, set the sheplierda 
asleep on the hill — as they lie perusing them, wrapped up in their 
plaids — ^for you illustrate — and on the authority and example of 
Scripture — ^your doctrines by many a homely image, familiar to 
their eyes and heart — and that is the way to awaken the spirit to a 
keen sense of their truth. Thus is your Lay Sermon on Reason 
and Instinct — ^the veiy mystery you were alluding to so beautifully 
a few moments B.^o-^taking the volume from the pocket of his sport- 
ing jacket) — ^you say 

Shepherd {affected). Ma Sermons in his pouch ! 

North, " But the acuteness of the sheep's ear surpasses all 

things in nature that I know of. A ewe will distinguish her own 
lamb's bleat among a thousand, all braying at the same time, and 
making a noise a thousand times louder than the singing of psalms 
at a Cameronian sacrament in the fields, where thousands are con- 
gregated — and that is no joke neither. Besides, the distinguishment 
of voice is perfectly reciprocal between the ewe and the lamb, who, 
amid the deafening sound, run to meet one another. There are few 
things have ever amused me more than a sheep-shearing, and then 
the sport continues the whole day. We put the flock into a fold, 
set out all the lambs to the hill, and then set out the ewes to them 
as they are shorn. The moment that a lamb hears its dam's voice 
it rushes from the crowd to meet her, but instead of finding the 
rough, well-clad, comfortable mamma, which it left an hour, or a 
few hours ago, it meets a poor naked shrivelling — a most deplorable- 
looking creature. It wheels about, and uttering a loud tremulous 
bleat of perfect despair, flies from the frightful vision. The mother's 
voice arrests its flight — ^it returns — flies, and returns again, gene- 
rally for ten or a dozen times before the reconcilement is fairly 
made up." 

ShepJierd, That's ane o' the mair hamely and familiar passages, 
sir ; and some folk may think it souns better in a Tent at a Noctes 
than it would do from a tent at preachin', or frae a poopit. And 
perhaps, they're richt. But the very word Lay on the teetle tells 
they're no for the kirk, but for the study, the spence, the stream- 
side, or the hill. And waur religion noo-a-days may be leamet in 
mony a stane-and-lime chapel in Lunnon or Embro', than frae us 
twa Divines here in the Tent o' the Fairy's Oleugh. 

North, You and I, my dearest Shepherd, must write a book or 
two together, in alternate chapters, or, if you please, volume about. 

Shepherd, Oh ! sir, what a series o' warks in three vollumms, 
eouldna you and me in union write, to be enteetled " Stories o' 
THE WAY-SIDE Well !" The water peeryin' out amang the loose 
stanes o' an auld stane-wa — loose, that is to say, gin the ivy didna 
bind them a' fast thegither, bulgin' as if they were aye gaen to fa*, 
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and yet fa*en ne^'cr, Lut firm, as the primrosy brae — the clear caun 
water peerhi' out here, and oozhig out there, and fiUin', and aye 
keeping filled, in a* weathers, however sultry it may be, a freestane 
trough, or haply ane o* blue slate, or granite itsell — sae that, 
stoopin* down, wi' your hat at your feet, you see a face comin' up, 
as if frae a great depth, to meet yours, and as like yours as egg is 
to egg ; but then, sune as your lips touch the blessed element, the 
shadow disappearing in the wrunkle dispersed roun' the mouth o' 
you, a sinful, nae doubt, but at that moment surely a grateful man ! 

Registrar, Painting, poetry, and piety ! 

Shepherd. Day, midsummer — sun, meridian — nae clouds — ^nao 
trees — twenty miles travelled sin* dawn — and twenty mair to travel 
afore gloamin' — feet-sair — in shoon little better than bauchles — 
stockings that are in fack huggars — ^breeks tattered — ^nae siller in 
Lis pouch but twa or three bawbees — pity ye na the poor wayfarer 
— and f^els na he that man indeed is but dust ? 

North, James, you are a truly good man — a Christian. 

Shepherd, But she sooks up strength fra that spring — strength, 
sir, believe me, that penetrates to the poor cretur's heart. I dinna 
mean to say, sir, that poverty directly thanks God every time it 
takes a drink o' water, or a mouthfu' o* bread. That's impossible ; 
though it's a custom that should aye be countenanced among a* 
ranks, askin* a blessin* on every meal folk eat sittin* — ^if it be but 
shutting the een, muvin' the lips, or hauden' up a haun'. Custom's 
second nature, you ken, sir ; and that apogthegm has mony a pa- 
thetic application in a poor man's life. 

North. We shall set about the Series instanter, my dearest Shep- 
herd. 

Shepherd. There's a sodger wi' a wooden leg stechin' strecht out 
afore him, that gin he dinna tak' tent, '11 be in the way o* the 
wheels o' the mail cotch. I cou'd tell a story fu' o' strange facks 
about him — and as sure's I'm leevin' there is a female sittin' within 
two yards o' him — whom I didna see before — ^her dusty brown claes 
bein' sae like the road — a' faded female, yet rather young than auld 
— but na babby at her breist, nae bit callant to toddle at her foot, 
when she and her husband again rises to go their ways. That face 
was ance a bonnie one — and it's no imbonnie yet — were ony justice 
done to it — and it wou'd na be sae waefii' had the heart not known 
the necessity o' buiyin' an only bairn — and leevin' it far ahint her, 
never mair to see the grass on its grave. 

North. We must. 

Shepherd. I see a beautifii' cretur, na saxteen ; I hear her sabbiu* 
at the Wayside Well ; but she has a babby at her breist, and the 
thocht o't brak her mither's heart, and the sicht o't drave her father 
mad— or waur than mad — for the vera nicht she was delivet^d. — 
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(he had been out a' day at his wark — and, you see, he had been 
telt nathing o what was gaun to happen by her noo in her grave— 
for she had died suddenly — ^before she could bring herself to tell 
her husband — a stem man, and an elder o' the kirk) — twa hours 
after her time was over, he stood beside her bed, where the bit lassie., 
his dochter, lay wi' her wee sweet bonny new bom life atween her 
breists — and wi* white lips, and a black face, and fiery een, com- 
manded her to rise— some said the Evil Ane had put a knife into his 
haun*, but if sae, something took it out, and hid it safe awa' — and, 
she did sae a tmmlin*, and hardly fit to put on her claes — but on, 
somehow or ither, they were put — and though unable to a* appear- 
ance to staun' by hersell, yet to the amazement o* folk at the doors 
and windows, she walked awa', without daurin' ance to look back 
— wi' baith arms and baith hauns folded across her breist — and 
"whisperin* something wi* a sweet voice, no in to herself, but wi* her 
mouth breathing on that immortal jewel — sinfu' as she was — in- 
trusted by the Almichty to the care o* her who last simmer used to 
drap a curtsy on entering the school — ^fon said I na that, sittin* there 
at the Wayside Well, Helen Irvine will no be saxteen till the First 
Day 0* May ! And whare think ye she's gaun ? I need na tell 
the reason — ^but the silly child — as she keeps sit sittin* there — for 
fear if she were to rise up that she micht fa* doon, and hurt the 
breathin' blessing o* God, that is drawin* life from her breist — the 
silly child is thinkin' o' takin' shippin' as some far oflP seaport, and 
sailin' awa* — I " need na tell the reason — sailin' awa' to the wars in 
Spain ! 

North. James, spare the Registrar*s feelings — 

Shepherd. Mv Lord High Registrar, I didna think ony thing I 
could say would hae sae afiecked you — ^but your heart's ane with 
the lowly Shepherd's ; and, as Shakspere says, 

"Ae touch o' natiir' makes the hail warld kin!" 

North. Ah ! James ! I wish you had seen Allan's new picture be- 
fore it went to Somerset House — Polish Exiles conducted by 
Bashkirs on their way to Siberia. 

Shepherd. What'n a fine and affeckin' — ay, sooblime, soobjeck 
for an ile-pentin', by a great maister like Wullie Allan ! Twunty 
or thretty wild Tartars on lang-maned, lang-tailed horses gallopin' 
like mad in the middle distance — ^in the far-aff distance, a comin* 
storm o' Siberian thunder and lightning — in the fore-grun, disanned 
troops o* Polish patriots, o* a* ages and sexes, that wad fain hae 
dee*d fechten for the laun* ance set free by John SobeAvhiskey — ^noo 
loaded in chains, like gangs o* slaves in the soothem states o* Amer- 
ican Virginia. 

North. No, James, no — "When bonny Kilmeny gacd up the 
glen" — ^it was all by herself— and by a few simple touches you 
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Browed her to us in her spiritual beauty, goiug and coming from 
Fairy Land. 

iSkepkcrd, Sure aneuch I did sae. 

North. Allan, James, has conceiyed, in the same spiiit, his Polish 
Exiles. They are but one family, but in their sufferings, they rep- 
resent those of all sent to Siberia, and cold and base would be that 
heart which melted not before such a picture. Towards evening, 
fatigue has weighed them down — one and all on the roadside ; but 
there is no fainting, no hysterics. That man in fetters in Poland 
was a patriot — in the steppes of Siberia he is but a father ! With 
humble — almost humiliated earnestness, he beseeches the Bashkirs 
to let his wife and daughter, and other children, and himself, rest 
but for an hour! The Bashkirs are three; and he who refuses, 
does so without cruelty, but, inexorable in his sense of duty, points 
toward the distance, a dim dreary way along the wilderness, not 
unoccupied by other wretches moving toward the mines! The 
other two Bashkirs are sitting without any emotion on their jaded 
horses, and if they be jaded, how low must be the pulses of that 
lovely girl and that matron, who, with the rest, have travelled on 
foot the same leagues — ^unaccustomed- — for they are noble — to be 
thus trailed along the dust ! 

Shepherd. It maun, in good truth, be an affeckin' sicht. 

North. To my mind 'tis Allan's best picture. 

Shepherd. Say rather — "to ma heart." For though the mind, 
dootless, has something to do wi' a' our emotions, frae the heart 
they a* spring ; and on feelin', which is the only infallible way o' 
judgiii', a pi(?ture o' emotions, whether in poetry or pentin', tae the 
heart is made the feenal appeal. The feelin' i' the heart then 
sanctions and ratifies the decision o' the mind; and you hae, as in 
the case afore us, sae beautifully, and beyond a* question sae truly, 
touched aff by Christopher's pen, after Wullie's pencil, A Judgment, 

North. The poor Poles ! I honor them for their patriotism and 
their valor. All brave men are my friends, Shepherd ; and I was 
proud to have beneath my roof, and at my board, that old Polish 
patriotic poet, whom his countrymen call their Scott, Sczyrma, too, 
the brave and bright, thy name I love — to its sound mine ear is 
true — but to mine eye illusive are the letters— may happier days 
yet dawn on thee, and may the exile behold again the fair face that 
once beatified his household! France betrayed Poland, and if 
England were to speak at all, why was it not by the mouths of her 
cannon ? With Thomas Campbell I would walk to death ;♦ and I 
admire the bold British eloquence of Cutlar Fergusson. James, he 
ifl a MAN. 

• "When Poland fell, unwep^ witliout a crime: — 
Hope for a season bade the world fnrewell. 
And Freedom shrieked when Koaciuftko l«li.*''~yL 

Vol. v.— 1(J 
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Zegistrar, Noble sentiments, North. I always thought jou were, 
J myself, a Whig. 

^orth. Never. Nor are you a Whig, Sam ; but to mo liberty is 
air I have ever breathed, and when I have it not, I will die. 
Y all men be free ! 

Shepherd, ** Wha sae base as be a slave !" 

^orth. Some six months since, Sam, Achmet Pacha, the Inteu- 
t of the Palace, and the Sultan's especial favorite, set out from 
istantinople for Odessa, in order to proceed to St. Petersburgh, 
re to conciliate the favor of the new master of Turkey — a title 
Russians eagerly arrogate for their Czar. Achmet was laden 
1 jewels and other costly presents, but that to which the vanity 
the Russians attaches most value, was an old sword, selected 
n the ancient Turkish collection, of which the handle and scab- 
d, covered with precious stones, was sent to Nicholas as the 
ipon of CONSTANTINB PALEOLOGUS, who died, as you know, in 
breach, when the capital was stormed by Mahomet the Second, 
tar the talented correspondent of the Times. Mr. Simmons, oi 
nplemore, Tipperary (why not name a man of genius ?) the wri- 
— under the signature of Harold— of some noble lines in Maga, 
tied " Napoleon's Dream," saw the letter in the Times, and " on 
t hint he spake." I have had his lines in my book for some 
)ns — ^but such poetry outlives the politics of the day,* and its in- 
>st is as strong now as ever — even here in the Fairy's Oleugh. 
lay mention that Alp Arslan, or the Valiant Lion was one of the 
\t powerful monarch s of the Seljukian (Turkish) dynasty. He was 
ied at Maru ; and, according to Gibbon, had the words inscribed 
r his tomb : O ye who have seen the glory of Mp Arslan exalted 
he heavens, repair to Maru, and you will beheld it buried in the 
t r His son, Malek Shah (in the stately phraseology of the 
le historians), extended his astonishing conquests until Cashgar, 
'artar kingdom on the borders of China, submitted to his sway — 
ch swept from the mountains of Georgia to the walls of Const an- 
>ple, the holy city of Jerusalem, and the spicy groves of Arabia 
ix. Soliman, Sam, one of the princes of his family, was the im- 
liate founder of the Ottoman Empire. Sam, you are the best 
ier of poetry I know, for a Scotchman, There— out, and up 
li them — ore ratundo, 

tartbniemew Simmonfl. a nntire of Kilworth, in tiie sontb of Ireland, was my ffchofrfrelfoMr, 
pive no evidence, in boyhood, of the great ability — ^if it may not even deserve the n«me of 
IS — which made his maturer years honorable and distinguished. For several years after 
his second appesnmce as a contribntor, be wrote )argelv for Blackwood. His poems were 
Bted and had a considerable sale. Mr. Simmons, who had latterly been an inhabitant of 
Ion, where he was in the employment of the Qovernment, died, a few years ago in the prime 
e.— M. 
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Registrar. 



O'er the golden-domed shrines of imperial Stambonl, 
High rises the morning resplendently cool, 
Till that proud double daylight is buniing in smile* 
On blue Marmora^s waters and olive-hid isles. 

All Stamboul is astii^— the Imaum*s minaret 
Is scarce hush'd from the Hu of his godliness yet; 
When — ^your brows to the dust! Achmet Pasha appears 
*Mid the thunder of horse and the lightning of spears ! 

In a tempest of splendoi —with banner and trom]), 
By bazaar and atmeydan » winding his pomp, 
Till it sparkleth away through yon gateway of gold, 
Like a stream in the sunset triumphantly roU'd. 

He doubtless goes forth the Vicegerent of Fate, 
0*er some Theme of that despot dominion, whose state 
Shot the arch of its empire's plenipotent span 
From the summits of Zion to yellow Japan. 

May the head of his Highness be lifted ! Not so, 
Achmet Pasha is bound for the Cities of Snow, 
Where the glow of his grandeur will scarce be deemed meet 
To warm him a way to their Autocrat's feet. 

By the God-wielded brand of Red Beder ! he bears 
The high Heir-loom of Empire — tho falchion that wears 
The dark hues of that morning its terrors were humbled, 
When the last sceptred Roman's last rampart was crumbled * 

He transfers the free blade of unkinged Constantine— • 
Who died as can die but the deathless — divine- 
To a son of rude Ruric, that Wasp of the Wave, 
The Slavonian who lent us his epithet — Slave ! 

Oh thou, who though dead, from thy tomb at Mam 
Yet speaketh, till tyranny pales in its hue- 
Alp Arslan ! crown'd Whelp of red Valor, awaken— 
The strongholds of thy dwindled puissance are shaken ! 

Once more for the flap of thy flag, Malek Shah, 
That shook wide over terrified Asia its awe ! 
Ruthless Soli man — west from the Euphrates' marge 
Again let thine all-blasting cavalry charge ! 

For the Wolf of the North, the foul battenor in blood, 
Gutted hot from the marsh where a monarchy stood, 
Is panting to couch in his pestilence, where 
The lush grapes of Scutari are purpling the air ! 

And his hordes will descend like the bloom-killing gale, 

And as crushingly cold as its hurricane-hail. 

To thaw the dull ice from their veins in the zones 

Of the breasts whose white billows are heaving on thrones. 

Stem shades of the proud Paleologi, come. 

And when midnight is stone through the broad Hippodrome, 

There pledge to the shroudless Oomneni the cnp. 

Which the moon-crown'd Sultana like ye, must drink up [ 



H NOCTES AMBROSIANiB. 

Aj» for ikee—the Mi gti tied— Frail Shadow of God- 
On the Janiznr's gore-dabMed turban who trod — 
And who, ca«ting^ thy Bigot-sireA ti-anrimels behind. 
Buckled round thy freed spirit the harness of Mind— 

Where now is that spirit, lost Mahmoud the La«t 7 
Like the Cross, is the Crescent's supremacy past? 
Then up ! and let echoing Christendom tell, 
That a Moslem could full as a Constantine fell ! 

Ho ! Leopards of Albion, and Lilies of Fi-ance — 
Let your flugs in the breeze of the Bosphorus dance— 
Or, by Allah the Awful I if late by a sun. 
The Carnatic will stable the steeds of the Don ! 

North, You that are a Greek scholar, James, do you remember 
I inscription for a wayside Pan, by AIcsbus ] 
Shepherd, I remember the speerit o't, but I forget the words, 
deed, I'm no sure if I ever kent the words, but that's naething — 
this moment I feel the inscription in the original Greek to be 
ry beautiful ! For sake o* Mr. Tickler perhaps you'll receet it in 
iglish? 
North. 

Wayfaring man, by hent and toil oppressed. 

Here lay tliec <lown thy languid limbs to rest, 

Upon this flowery meadow's fragitint breast. 

Here the pine leaves, where whispering zephyrs stray. 

Shall soothe thee listening to Cigala's lay, 

And on yon mountnin's brow the shepherd swain 

Pipes by the gurgling fount his noontide strain. 

Secure beneath tlic plntane^s leafy spray. 

From the autumnal dog*star's sultiy my. 

To-mori'ow thou'lt get on, wayfaring man. 

So listen to the good advice of i?an. 

Shepherd, Thae auncients, had they been modems, would hae 
t a' we feel oursells ; and sometimes I'm tempted to confess, that 
the matter o' expression o' a simple thocht, they rather excel us 
for, however polished may be ony ane o' their maist carefu' com- 
sitions, it never look artificial, and the verra feenish o' the execu- 
n seems to be frae the fine finger o' Nature's ain inspired sell ! 
w I hate the artificial ! 
Registrar, Not worse than I. 

Shepherd, Oa' a thing artificial that's no ony sic thing, and ye 
ike me like it less and less till I absolutely dislike it ; but then 
5 sense o' injustice comes to ma relief, and I love it better than 
►re — as, for example, a leddy o' fine education, or a garden 
wer. For, I'll be shot, if either the ane or the ither be necessa- 
f artificial, or no just as bonnie, regarded in a richt light, as a 
8 or a lily o' low degree. Ony ither touclnn' trifle frae the 
eek, sir? 



I 
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Norfh. We have had Pan — now for Priapus. 
S7iq)kerd, Yc maun heed wliat you say, sir, o* Priawpus. 
North. Archias is always elegant, James. 

Registrar, And often more than elegant, North — poetical. Hd 
had a fine eye, too, sir, for the picturesque. 
North. 

Near to the shoro, upon tbts nock of land, 

A poor Pnapiis, here I ever stnritl. 

Carved in such guise, and forced such form to take, 

As sons of toilsome fishennen could make. 

My feetless legs, and cone-shnped, towering liend. 

Fill every cormorant with fear and dreatl. 

But when for aid the fisher breathes a prayer, 

I come more swiftly than the storms of air. 

I also eye the ships that stem the flood : 

*Ti8 deed^, not beauty, show the real God. 

{Loud hurras heard from the glen, and repeated hy all the 
echoes^ 

North. Heavens ! what's that ? 

Shepherd. Didna I tell ye I had wauken'd the Forest ? What's 
twenty, thretty, or fifty miles to the lads and Inssies o' the south o' 
Scotland ? Auld woman and weans *11 walk that at ween the twa 
gloamings — and hae na they gips, and carts, and pownies for the 
side-saddle, and lang bare-hacked yads that can carry fowr easy, and 
at a pinch, hy haudin* on by man and tail, five ] Scores hae been 
paddin' the hoof since morn frae the head o' Clydesdale — Annan- 
banks has been roused as \iy the sound o' a trumpet — and the auld 
gray mare has been a' day whusking her tail wi' pleasure to see 
Moflfatdale croudin' to the jubilee. 

( They all take their station outside on the hrae^ and hold up 
their hands.) . 

North. I am lost in amazement I 

Tickler. A thousand souls ! 

Registrar, I have been accustomed to calculate the numbers of 
great multitudes — and I fix them at fifteen hundred, men, women, 
and children. 

Shepherd. Twa hunder collies, and asses and mules included, a 
hunder horse. 

Registrar. Of each a turm. 

Shepherd. Oh ! sir, is na *t a bonny sicht ? There's a Trades* 
Union for you, sir, that may weel mak your heart sing for joy — 
shepherds, and herdsmen, and ploughmen, and woodsmen, that wud, 
if need were, fecht for their kintra, wi' Christopher North at their 
head, against either foreign or domestic enemies ; but they come 
noo to do him homage at the unviolated altar which Nature has 
erected to Peace. 
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Registrar. A band of maidens in the van — nnbonnetted — ^ken- 
snooded all. And hark — they sing ! Too distant for ns to catch 
the words — ^bnt music has its own meanings — and only that it is 
somewhat more mirthfnl, we might think it was a hymn ! 

Shepherd, (to Tickler and the Registrar). Dinna look at him, 
he's greetin'. If that sound was sweet is na this silence sublime ? 

Tickler, What are they after now, James ] 

Shepherd. Thev hae gotten their general orders — and a' the 
leaders ken well hoo to carry them intil effeck. The phalanx is 
no' breakin' into pieces noo, like cumstrary cluds — ae speerit in- 
spires and directs a' its muvements, and it is deploying, Mr. Tickler, 
round yon great hic-kirk-looking rocks, intil a wide level place 
that's a perfect circle, and which ye wha hae been here the best 
pairt o' a week, I*se warrant, ken naething aboot ; for Natur', I 
think, maun hae made it for hersell ; and such is the power o' its 
beauty, that sittin' there aften in youth, hae I clean forgotten that 
there was ony ither warld. 

Registrar. ** Shaded, with the branching palm, the sign of Peace." 

S/iepherd. Ay, mony o' them are carrying the boughs o' trees^ 
and its wonnerfu' to see how leafy they are so eai-ly. in the season. 
But Spring, prophetic o' North's visit, has festooned the woods. 

luckier. Not boughs and branches only 

Shepherd. But hkewise farms. There's no a few mechanics 
among them, sir, house carpenters and the like, and seats '11 be 
sune raised a' round and round, and in an hour or less you'll see sic 
a congregation as you saw never afore, a' sittin' in an amphitheatre 
—and aneath a hanging rock a platform— and on the platform a 
throne wi* its regal chair — and in the chair wha but Ciiristopher 
North — and on his head a crown o' Flowers — for lang as he has 
been King o' Scotland — ^this — ^this is his Coronation-Day. Heai'ken 
to the bawn ! 

Registrar. I fear it will soon be growing dark. 

Shepherd. Growin' dark ! O you sumph. This is no the day 
that will grow dark — and though this bold bricht day luves owre 
dearly the timid dim gloaming no to welcome her to sic a scene— 
and though the timid dim gloaming has promised to let come stealin' 
in by and by her sister, the cloud-haired and star-eyed Nicht, yet 
the ane will gang na awa' as the ither is making her appearance— 
for day is in love wi' baith o' them, and baith are in love wi' day— 
sae 'twill be beautifu' to see them a' three thegither by tlie licht o' 
the moon " a perfect chrysolite" — and the sky abiine, and tlic glen 
aneath, and the hills between them a', will be felt to be but ao 
Earth I 

BND OF ACT FIRST. 
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No. LXVI.^ULY, 1831. 

SCENE— T7/e leads of the Lodge — Present, North, Tickleti, the 
Shepherd, and Buller. Thne — Evening, 

Shepherd, This fancy beats a', and pruves o' itsell, sir, that you're 
a poet. In fine weather leevin' on the leeds ! And siccan an 
awnin' ! No a threed o* cotton about it, or linen either, but dome, 
wa's, comishes, and fringers — a* silk. Oh ! but she's a tastefu' 
creatur that Mrs. Gentle — ^for I see the touch o' her haun in the 
hingins, the festoonins, the droopins o' tire draperies — and it's a 
sair pity that ye twa, who are seen to be but ae speerit, are nae 
likewise ae flesh. Pardon t^ allusion, Mr. North, but you'll never 
be perfectly happy till she bears your name, or aiblins you*ll tak' 
hers, my dear aula sir, and ca' yoursells Mr. and Mrs. North Gentle ; 
or gin you like better to gie hers the precedence, Mr. and Mrs. 
Gentle Christopher North. But either o' the twa would be charac- 
teristic and euphonous — for you're humane, sir, by nature, though 
by habit rather savage, and a' you want to saften you back into 
your original constitution is to be a husband 

Tickler. And a father. 

Shepherd. As likely to be that as yoursell, Mr. Tickler, and 
likelier too ; and a' the warld would admire to see a bit canty cal- 
lant or yelegant lassie trotting at his knee — 

Tickler, ** With all its mother's tenderness. 

And all its father's fire !" 

North. James, is it, not a beautiful panorama? 

Shepherd, A panorama ! What ? would ye wu^^i to hae a pano- 
rama o' weans 1 

North. I mean the prospect, James. 

Shepherd. A prospect o' a panorama o' weans ! 

North. Poo — ^poo — my dear Shepherd — ^you wilfully misappre- 
hend my meaning — ^look round you over land and sea ! 

Shepherd. I canna look farrer than the leeds. Oh ! but it's a 
beautiful Conservatory ! I never afore saw an Orange-tree. And 
it's true what I had read o' them — blossom and fruit on the same 
plant — ^nae doot an evergreen — and in this caulder clime o' ourg 
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bricht wi' its gowden ba's as if we were in the Wast Indies ! — 
What ca' ye thir] 

North. These are mere myrtles. 

Shepherd. Mere myrtles ! Dinna say that again o* them — mere; 
an ungratefu' word, o' a flowery plant a' fu' o' bonny white stamies 
-—and is that their scent that I smell ? 

North. The balm is from many breaths, my dear James. Nothing 
that grows is without fragi-ance 

Shepherd. Hooever fent. I fand that out when a toddler — for I 
used to fling awa' or drap whatever I pu'd that I thocht had nae 
smell — till ae day I began to suspect that the faute might lie in my 
ain nose, and no in the buds or leaves — and frae a thoosan' sma* 
experiments I was glad to learn it was sae — and that there was a 
scent — as ye well said the noo— in a' that grows. Wasna that kind 
in Nature ! Hoo else could that real poet Tamson hae said, " the 
air is bawm !" 

Tickler. I desiderate the smell of dinner. 

Shepherd. What*n a sensual sentiment ! The smell o* vittals is 
delicious whan the denner's a gettin' dished, and during the time o* 
eating, but for an hour or mair after the cloth has been drawn, the 
room to ma nose has a close het smell, li^e that o' ingons. It's no the 
custom o' the kintra to leave wi' the leddies— -but nae drawin*-rooBi 
like the leeds. What'n frutes ! 

North. Help yourself, James. 

Shepherd. I'll thank ye, Mr. Tickler, to rax me owre tha6 
oranges. 

Tickler. They are suspiciously dark in the color — ^but perhaps 
you like the bitter ] 

Shepherd. They're na mair ceevil than yoursell — ^but genuine 
St. Michaelers — and as they're but sma', half-a-dizzen o' them will 
sharpen the pallet for some o' thae American aipples that never put 
ane's teeth on edge — which is mair than you can say for Scotch 
anes, that are noo seldom sweeter than scribes. 

Buller. Scribes? 

Shepherd. Crabs. Mr. North, we maun tak' tent what we're 
about, for it wou'd na answer weel to stoiter owre the edge o' the 
leeds ; nor yet to tumble down the trapdoor-stairs. 

North. The companion-ladder, if you please, James. 

Shepherd. Companion ladder ? I suppose because only ae person 
can climb up at a time — though there's room eneuch, that's time, for 
several to fa' doon at ance — but the term's nowtical, I keu — and 
you're a desperate cretur for thinkin* o' the sea. 

North. Would that Tom Cringle were here — the host sketcher 
of sea-scenery that ever held a pen ! 

Buller, And painter too, sir. 
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She2?hc?'d, I ken little mair, or. aiblins less o' sliips than Tanj 
Cringle kens o* sheep —-but in bis pages I see tliem sailin' alang-— 

North. In calm, breeze, gale, or stoi-m 

Shepherd. Dinna tak the words oot o' ma mouth, sir — in his pages 
1 see them sailin' alang, in cawm, breeze, gale, or storm, as plain a9 
if I was lookin' at them frae the shore, or 

Tickler, Scudding under bare poles like you and I, James, with' 
out our wigs. 

Shepherd. Naething*s mair intolerable to me than a constant at- 
tempt at wut. Besides, wha ever was seen— either men or sliips — 
skuddin' under bafe poles in a cawm 1 

Tickler. Or sailin* — James — in a cawm — as you said just now. 

Shepherd. But I didna say a deed cawm ; an' gin I had, does na 
the wuni often drap a' at ance, and a* at ance get up again — and 
wasna the ship lying waitin' for the wun' wi' a* sail set — or maybe 
motion still in her? And therefore nane but an ignorawmus in 
nowticals would objeck to a Shepherd, wha is nac sailor, speakin' 
o' a ship sailing in a cawm. Are ye satisfied ? 

North. My friend Marryat finds fault with Tom Cringle for being 
too melodramatic. 

Tickler. His volumes are indeed a mellow dram in two calkers. 

Shepherd. Faith-, for a pun, that's no so very far amiss ; and in a 
few years, frae playin' on words, I shouldna be surprised to see you, 
sir, gettin' grupp o' an idea. 

BuJler. My friend Fonblanque characterized Captain Cringle 
tnily by three words in the Examiner — the Salvator Rosa of the 
Sea. 

North. The truth is that Tom is a poet. 

Buller. And of a high order. 

North. Marryat missed to remember that while he was penning 
Jiis critique. Strike all the poetry out of Tom's prose 

Shepherd. I'll defy you. 

North. And Marryat would have been right. Read his prose by 
the light of the poetry that illumines it, and Marryat is wrong. 

Shepherd. Wha's he, that Marryyacht 1 

North. A captain in the navy, and an honor to it — an admirable 
sailor, and an admirable writer — and would that he too were with 
us on the leads, my lads, for a pleasanter fellow, to those who know 
him, never enlivened the social board. 

Shepherd. I like the words you slipped in there, sir, wi' a marked 
vice, like itahcs in prent — " to those who know hinC' — jfor them that's 
gotten' the character o' bein' pleasant fellows on a' occasions, and 
to a' men, are seldom sound at the core — and oh ! but they grow 
wearisome on ane's hauns when ane's no in the humor for diversion 
or daffin', but wish to be quate. 
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North. Right, James. I have no conceit of them " who are all 
things to all men.'* Why, I have seen John Schetky himself in the 
sulks with sumphs, though he is more tolerant of ninnies and noo- 
dles than almost any other man of genius I have ever known — but 
clap him down among a choice few of kindred spirits, and how his 
wild wit even yet, as in its prime, wantons ! Playing at will its 
virgin fancies, till Care herself comes from her cell, and sitting by 
the side of Joy, loses her name, and forgets her nature, and joins 
in glee or eaten, beneath the power of that magician, the merriest 
in the hall. 

Shepherd. I houp I'll no gang to my grave without forgathering 
wi' John Schetky. 

North. Marryat is often gruff. 

Shepherd. Then you and him '11 agree like brithers, for you're 
aften no only gruff, but grim. 

North. He would have stood in the first class of sea-scribes, had 
he written nothing but Peter Simple. 

Shepherd. Did he — did Marryyacht write Peter Simple ] Peter 
Simple in his ain way's as gude's Parson Adams. 

Tickler. Parson Adams ! 

Shepherd. Ay, just Parson Adams. He that imagined Peter 
Simple's a Sca-Fieldin\ That's a better compoun' yepithet, Mr. 
North, nor your sea-scribe. 

North. Methinks I see another son of Ocean sitting on that couch. 

Shepherd. Wha? 

North. Glascock. 

Shepherd. Let me look intil his face. {Rising up and going tB 
the cotich.) Na — ^na — ^na, sir, I'm sorry to say this is no Man-Glas- 
cock — It's neither his fine bauld face, nor his firm springy figur'. 

North. Dicky Phantom ! 

Shepherd. And nae mair. 

North. Glascock had a difficult game to play, BuUer, in the 
Douro, but he played it with a skill and a resolution that have 
gained him the praise of the whole service. 

Butter. No man stands higher. 

North. All his books have been excellent, but his last is best of 
all. 

Shepherd. Shall I ca' him a Sea-Smollet ? 

Tickler. You may, if you choose to talk stuff. 

Shepherd. 1 was speerin* at Mr. North — nane but a fule wou'd 
speer sic a question at you — ^for you was never in a ship but ance ; 
and though she was in a dry dock, you was sae sea-sick that there 
was a want o' mops. 

North. I call him what he is — a Sea-Glascock. No man alive 
can tell a galley-story with him — the language of the forecastle 
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from Lis lips smacks indeed of the salt sea-foam — ^liis ciew must 
have loved sucb a captain — for ho knows Jack's character far bet- 
ter than Jack does himself — and were there more such books as his 
circulating in the service — they would assist, alon^^ with all wise and 
humane and just regulations and provisions made by Government to 
increase and secure Jack's comfort at sea and Poll's on shore, in 
extinguishing all necessity for press-gangs. 

Buller. Glascock, sir, can tell, too, a stoiy as well as the best of 
them all — Hall, or Marry at, or Chamier— of tiie Gunroom and the 
Captain's cabin. 

North, He can — and eke of the Admiral's. Marryat and Glas- 
cock in a bumper, with all the honors. 

Shephe7'd. Na. I wunna drink't. 

North, James ! ! ! 

Tickler, What the devil's the matter with you now ? 

duller, Mr. Hogg ! 

Shepherd, If I drink't, may I be 

North, No cursing or swearing allowed on board this ship. 

Tickler. Call the master-of-arms, and let him get a dozen 

Shepherd, If ony man says that ever I cursed or sweered, either 
in ship or shielin', then he's neither mair nor less than a confoonded 
leear. Fules ! fules ! fules ! Sumphs ! sumphs ! sumphs ! Sops ! 
sops ! sops ! Saps ! saps ! saps ! Wou'd you cram the healths of 
twa siccan men, wi' a' the honors, intil ae bumper ] Let's drink 
them separate — ^and in tumblers. 

North, Charge. 

Tickler, Halt. " I wunna diink't." 

Shepherd, I'll no be mocked, Tickler. Besides, that's no the 
least Hke ma vice. 

Tickler, " I wunna drink't" — ^unless we all quaff, before sitting 
down, another to Basil Hall. 

North. With all my heart. 

Shepherd, And sowle. 

Btdler. And mind. " Stap — ^I wunna dinnk't." 

Shepherd. That's real like me — for an Euglisher. 

Tickler. Craziness is catching. 

North, Well said. Son of Isis. 

Buller. Tom Cringle. 

Omncs, Ay, ay, sir — ay, ay, sir — ay, ay, sir. 

North. Instead of the rule seniores priores — to prove our equal 
legard — let us adopt an arithmetical order — and drink them iu 
Bound Robin. 

{Four — that w, sixteenr— -bumper tumblers — not of the higher ranks, 
but the middle orders — are emptied arithmetically, with all the 
honors, to the healtJis of Captains Cringle, Glascock, Hall, and 
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Marryat. For a season there is silence on the leads, and ymi hear 
the thrush — near his second or third brood — at his evening song) 

Shepherd. Fowre tummlers, taken in instant sequence, o' Strang 
diink, by eacli o' fowre men — a' fowre nae farder back tban yes- 
treen sworn in members o' the left hauu* branch o' the Temperance 
Society ! I howp siccan a decided exception, while it is pruvin', 
may no explode the general nile. The general rule wi' us fowre 
when we forgather, is to drink naething but milk and water — the 
general exception to drink naething but speerits o' wine — that was 
a lapsus lingy — speerits>a9e^ wine. It's a pleasant sicht to see a 
good general rule reconciled wi' a good general exception ; and it's 
my earnest desire to see a' the haill warld shakin' hauns. 

North, Peter, place my pillows. {Peter does so.) 

Shepherd, There's ane gaen weel shued up. 

Tickhr, St. Peter ? I'm Pope. Kiss mv toe, James. 

Shepherd. Drink aye makes him clean daft. 

Buller, 'Tis merry in the hall, when beards wag all. Then all 
took a smack — a smack, at the old black-jack — to the sound of the 
bugle-horn — to the sound of the bugle-hora. Such airs I hate, like 
a pig in a gate — give me the good old strain — and nought is heard 
on every side but signoras and signors — like a pig in a gate, to the 
sound of the bugle-horn. 

Shepherd, Drink maks him musical — ^yet he seems to remembef 
the words better nor the tune. North ! nae snorin' alloo'd on the 
leeds. Tickler ! do you hear ? nae snorin' alloo'd on the leeds. 
Buller, pu' baith thair noses. Fa*en owre too ! Noo, I ca' that a 
tolerable nawsal treeo. It's really w^eel snored. Tickler ! you're 
no keepin' time. Kit, you're gettin* out o' the tune. Buller, nae 
fawsetto. Come here, Peter, I wush to speak to you. {Peter goes 
to the Shepherd.) Is na Mr. North gettin' rather short in the 
temper ? Hae na ye obsei-ved, too, a fa'in' aff o' his faculties — sic 
as memory — and, I fear, judgment ? And what's this I hear o' him 
{tvhispering Peter). I io indeed devoutly tnist it'll no get wun' ! 
{Peter puts his finger to his nose, and looking toward North, winks 
the Shepherd to be mum.) Ye needna clap your finger on your 
nose, and wunk, and screw your mouth in that gate, lor he's in a 
safe snorin' sleep. 

Peter {indignantly). Mr. Hogg, I tnist I shall never be so far left 
to myself as to act in any manner unbecoming my love, gi*atitude, 
and veneration for the best and the noblest of men and masters. 

Shepherd, You did put your forefinger to your nose — you did 
wunk — ye did screw your mooth — ye did gesticulate that ye sus- 
pecked his sleep wasna as real's his snore — and ye did nod yes 
when I asked you wi' a whisper in your lug if it was tnie that he 
had taken to tipplin' by himself in the forenoons. 
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Noi'th {starting up). Yon backbiting hog in annor — ^but I will 
break your bones — Peter, the cnitcli ! 

Shepherd, The crutch is safe under lock and key in its ain case 
—and the key's in ma pocket — for you're no in a condition to bo 
trusted wi' the crutch. As for backbiting, what I said I said afore 
your face — and if you was pretendin* to be asleep, let what you 
overheard be a lesson till you never to act so meanly again, for be 
assured, accordin' to the auld apothegm, listeners never hear ony 
gude o' theirsells. Do they, BuUer ? 

Buller, Seldom. 

Shepherd, Do they ever, Tickler ? 

Tickler, Never. 

Shepherd, Then I propose that we all get sober again. Peter— 
THE Antidote ! It's time we a' took it — for I've seen the leeds 
mair stationary — ^half an hour back, I was looking eastward, but I'm 
sair mista'en if ma face be na noo due wast. 

North, Yes — Peter. * {Peter ad7mnisters the Antidote,) 

Shepherd, Wasna that a blessed discovery, Mr. Buller ! Ae 
glass o' the Antidote taken in time no only remedies the past, but 
ensures the future — we may each o' us toss aff ither fowre bumper- 
tummlers with the same impunity as we despatched their prede- 
cessors — and already what a difference in the steadiness o' th^ 
leeds ! 

Buller. Hermes* Molly ! 

Tickler, The Great Elixir ! 

North. sweet oblivious Antidote indeed — ^for out of the grave 
of memory in bright resun'ection rises hope — and on the wings of 
imagination the rekindled senses seem to hold command *over earth 
and heaven ! 

Shepherd, coofs — coofs— coofs I wha abuse the wine-bibbers o* 
the Noctes. 

Buller. Coofs indeed ! 

Shepherd. Never, Mr. Buller, shall they breathe empyrean air. 

Buller. Never. 

Shepherd. For them never shall celestial dews distil from even- 
ing's roseate cloud — 

Buller, Never. 

Shepherd, Nor setting suns their fancy ever fill with visions bom 
o' golden licht — when earth, sea, cloud, and sky, are a' interfused 
wi' ae speerit — and that speerit, sae beautiftilly hushed in high re- 
pose, tells o' something within us that is divine, and therefore that 
will leeve for ever ! Luik ! luik ! 

Buller. Such a sunset ! 

Shepherd, Let no man daur to word it. It's daurin* eneuch even 
to luik at it. For oh ! ma freens ! are na thae the gates o' glory — 
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wide open for departed speerits — that they may sail in on wings 
intil the heart o' etoriial life ! Let that sight no be lost on us. 

North, It is melting away. 

Shepherd, Changed — gane ! Anither sun has set — surely a sol- 
emn thocht, sirs — ^yet, come, let's be cheerfu' — Mr. Noi-th, let me 
see a smile on your face, man — ^for, my dear sir, I canna thole noo 
bein* lang melancholy at ae time — for every year sic times are 
growin* mair frequent — and I hope the bonnie leddy moon will no 
be lang o* risin', nor do I care whether or no she brings wi' her ane, 
nane, or ten thousan* stars. Here comes the caffee. 

Enter AMBROSE, with tea and coffee silver service. 

Ambrose, Tea or coffee, sir ? 

Shepherd. Chaclat. Help the rest. Mr. North ? 

North, Sir? 

Shepherd, Is that America, on the other side of the Firth ? 

North, Commonly called the kingdom of Fife. 

Shepherd, Noo that steam's brought to perfection, aiblins I may 
mak' a voyage there before I dee. Can you assure me the natives 
are no cannibals 1 

North, They are cannibals, James, and will devour you— with 
kindness ; for to be hospitable, free, affectionate, and friendly, is to 
be Fifeish. 

Shepherd. I see through the blue haze touns and villages along 
the shores, the kintra seems cultivated, but no cleared — for yon 
maun be the woods o' bonnie Aberdour, atween whilk and the shore 
o* Scotland sleep the banes o' Sir Patrick Spens and a' his peers. 
We can write no sic ballant noo-a-days as, 

** The king sat in Dunfermline tower, 
Drinking the bluod-red wine." 

The simplest pawthos, sir, sinks deepest in the heart — and lies there 
— far doon aneath the fleeting storms o' life — -just as that wreck 
itsell is lyin* noo, bits o' weed, and aim, and banes, lodged immova- 
bly amang other ruefu' matter at the bottom o' the restless sea. 

Buller, Exquisite! 

Shepherd. EK? what said ye, sir? did ye apply that epithet to 
my sentiment, or to your sherry ? 

Buller. To both. United, " they sank like music in my heart." 

Shepherd. Here's to you, Mr. Buller. Did ever I ask, sir, if 
you're ony relation to the BuUers o* Buchan ?• 

Buller. Cousins. 

Shepherd, I thought sae, sir, frae the sound o' your vice. You're 
a line bauld dashin' family, and fling the cares o* the wauiid aff frae 
your sides like rocks. 

* CareBf in Aberdeen8hixie.--H 



HOGG IN LONDON. 245 

Butter. Scotland seems to me, if possible, improved since my last 
visit, even 

"Stately Edinburgh, throned on crags," 

more magnificently wears her diadem. 

Shepherd. Embro*, as a town, taken't by itsell, 's no mnckle 
amiss, but I canna help considering but a clachan' sin' my visit to 
Lunnon. Mercy on us, what a roar o* life ! Ane would think the 
haill habitable yerth had spewed its haill population intil that whirl- 
pool ! or that that whirlpool had sook't it a' in — ^mair like a Mael- 
strom than a metropolis ! 

North. There's poetiy for yoii ! 

Butter. It is. 

Shepherd. Whales and mennows a* are yonner, sir, dwindled 
down or equaleezed intil the same size by the motion o' millions, 
and a' sense o' individuality lost. The vera first moming I walked 
out o' the hotel I clean forgot I was James Hogg. 

Butter. Yet, a few mornings after, Mr. Hogg, allow me to say, that 
the object most thought of there was the Ettrick Shepherd. 

Shepherd. Na — ^no on the streets. Folk keepit shoalin' past me 
— ^me in ae current o' flesh, and them in anither — ^without a single 
66 ever seemin' to see me — a* een lookin' stracht fomt — a' faces in 
full front — so that I coudna help askin* mysell — will a' this break 
up— is it a' but the maist wonderiu* o* dreams 1 

Butter. But in the Park? 

Shepherd. Ay ! that was a different story — I came to my seven 
senses on Sunday in the Park — and I had need o' them a' — for gif 
I glowered, they glowered — and wherever I went, I cou'dna but 
see that I was the centre 

Tickler, "The cynosure of neiglibonng eyes." 

Shepherd, man ! wheesht. The centre — ^Ihe navel o' the great 
wheel that keepit circumvolvin' round, while rays like spokes, innu- 
merable frae leddies' een, shot towards me frae the circumference, 
and had na my heart been pierced, it wad hae been no o* wud but 
o' stane. 

North. O thou Sabbath -breaker ! 

Shepherd. That thocht sadden'd me, but I shook it aff, and I 
houp I may be forgiven, for it wasna my ain fawte, but the fawte o* 
that Lord that munted me on his ain charger, and wou'd show me 
— ^whether I wou'd or no — in the Dress-Hhigs. 

Tickler. And how were you dressed, James ? 

Shepherd. Wiser-like than you in your ordinal' — -just in the Sabf 
bath claes I gang in to Yarrow kirk. 

North. Simple son of genius ! Buller, is he not a jewel ] 

Butter, He is. 
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Sliepherd, Fie, lads — think shame o* yoursells — ^for I ken that 
ahint ma back you ca* me a rouch diamond. 

North. But the setting, my dear James ! How farther were yop 
set? 

Shepherd. I had na on the blue bannet — ^for I had nae wush to 
be singular, sir — ^but the plaid was atowre ma shoulders 

North. And across your manly breast, my Shepherd, which must 
have felt then and there, as here and now, entitled to beat with the [^ 
pride of conscious genius and worth. 

Shepherd. I .shall na say that I was na proud, but I shall say I 
was happy ; for the Englishers I hae ever held to be the noblest 
race o' leevin' men accept the Scotch — and forbye that, sir, a poet 
is nae mair a poet in his ain kintra than a prophet a propl\jet ; but 
yonner my inspu*ation was acknowledged, and I thocht mair o* my- 
sell as the owther o' the Queen's Wake, five hunder miles awa frae 
the Forest, than I ever had ony visible reason to do sae, in the city 
owre which Mary Stuart once rang, and in the very shadow o* 
Holyrood. 

Tickler. How you must have eclipsed Count D'Orsay !* 

Shepherd. I eclipsed nane. There's nae eclipse yonner — for the 
heaven was a' shinin' wi* many thousand stars. But the sugh went 
that the Ettrick Shepherd was in the Park — the Shepherd o* the 
Wake, and the Pilgrims, and Kilmeny 

North. And the Noctes — 

Shepherd. Ay, o' the Noctes — and what were they ever, or wud 
they ever again hae been, withouten your ain auld Shepherd ? 

Norths Dark — dark — ^irrecoverable dark 1 

Shepherd. Your haun. Thousans o' trees were there— but a' I 
kent o* them, as they gaed gliding greenly by, was that they were 
beautifu' — as for the equipages, they seemed a* ae equipage 

Tickler. Your cortege. 

Shepherd. Wheesht — ^wheesht — man, wunna ye wheesht ! Rep- 
resentin* — containin* the wealth, health, rank, beauty, grace, genius, 
virtue o* England 

Tickler. Virtue ! 

Shepherd. Yes — ^Virtue. Their een were like the een o' angels, 
and if virtue was na smiling yonner, then 'twould be vain to look 
for her on this side o' heaven. 

* For many years Count D'Orsny was " the glass of fashion and the mould of form," in Lon- 
don. A Frenchman b^ birth, he entered the army, in which his fatlior was a General — met with 
the Countess of Blessington, then fair as well as frail— abandoned his sword, liis prospects, Us 
family, his country, to follow her— and remained by her side, enthralled hy hor beauty and cou- 
▼erse, for nearly thirty years ; reposing by her side, in death, in the cIiurchyHrd of Chamhourcey, 
near St. Germain. His whole career was ruined by that lite-long infatuation. His talents, as • 
nan of letters and an artist, were great and varied. What might he not have been \ IHs tdUvr 
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^orth, I fear, my dearest Shepherd, that yea forgot the Flowers 
le Forest. 

hepherd. Clean. And what for no ? Was na I a stranger in 
uon ? and wou*d I alloo fancy to flee awa' wi* me out the gates 
aradise ? Na — she cou'd na hae dune that, had she striven to 

me by the hair o* the head. Oh, sir ! sufficient for the hour 
the beauty thereof — sowle and senses were a' absorbed in what 
w — and I became — — 
^ickle^'. The Paragon of the Park. 
hephei'd, WuU you no fine him, sir, in sawte and water ? 
Torth, Silence, Tim ! 

hepherd. He disturbs ane like the Death-Tick. 
forth, *'Wq\\, James? 

hepherd. Oh, sir ! the leddies yonner— it maun be confessed— 
ps their heads mair elegantly-^mair gracefully — mair royally 
-than the leddies in Embro ! 

^ickler. Indeed I I should have thought that impossible. 
hepherd. Wi* a mair enchantin' wave o* their arms do they bless 
as they pass by, wi* a kiss o* licht frae the white saft pawms o* 
r hauns, that micht amaist mak the sad lily herself begin to 
V ashamed o* her leaves ! Can it be possible, sir, think ye, that 
gleams are a* o* the real bare skin, and no kid gloves? Yet 

they could na be — ^for I observed ihem drawin* them oflP, as I 

near — and snawy as they were, the slichtest tinge o' pink 
ed to show what pure blood was in their veins ; but 'twas on 
: faces you could see the circulation frae their hearts, for there 
5ed the sunshine on roses, and Beauty in its perfection was Joy 
Love. 

brth. Twenty years ago, my dear Shepherd, and what would 
5 become of your heart ? 

hepherd. Mr. North, you dinna need to be tauld that the heart 
very human — ay, o' every leevin thing's a mystery — and a 
i and afttimes a sair mystery to me has been mine ; but at nae 
1 o' life wou'd I hae felt muckle ithei-wise amang a' that fascina- 
than I did then — for the sense o' my ain condition — o'my ain 
-has aye lain upon me — and held ma speerit doun, true to the 
s and duties o' the sphere in which it pleased Providence I 
Id be bom. 

"^ofth. You know, my dear James, that I was not serious. 
hepherd. I kent that, my dear sir, — ^for ye hae the insicht. No 

seldom the sense o' what I said the noo, has been sae heavy 
I was like to fent in the weary wilderness ; at ither times, and 
ler far, though it was like a pack on my shouthers on a hilly 
, I hae carried it not only without complainin*, but content ed> 
wi' a supporting gratitude ; while aftenest o' a*— and you'll, sir, 
Vol. V 17 
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no ifiwik that strange — it lias been to me even like wings on vJAfi^, 
1 walked alang the green braes in the dewy momin' wi* steps 
air, and envied not leevin cretur in a' the wide warld. And ^I^Vn,^^ 
something within me whuspered tliat I had genie, then the wings 
themselves unfaulded, and I thoclit, without leaviii' or losin' sic 
altogether o* the Forest, that I sailed awa into still lovelier launs 
intil Fairylaun itself — sir — ^for 'twas there I met Kilmeny— j 
asked the bonny doo where she had cum frae, and where she 
gaun — and if she were to return ever mair — and she confided a' 
secrets to the Shepherd — and 

North, The Shepherd sung of her " one song that will not die, 

Shepherd. That was kind in you, my revered sir, to help me oni ^ ^ 
Gin conversation had nae ither interruptions than o* that sort, frin^ -i^-ts 
micht keep talkin' on a' nicht without ever noticin* the sinkin'« [^^^ 
the cawnles or the risin' o* the stars. 

Tickler, Hem! 

Shepherd, The Forest for me after a' ! Sae would it hae been, 
sir, even had I been ca*d up to Lunnon in my youth or prime. Out J^^^^ 
o' utter but no lang forgetfulness it would hae risen up, stretcliia' ^^^ 
itsell out in a* its length and breadth wi' a' its lochs and mountainsi ^^^' 
and hills and streams — St. Mary's and the Yarrow, the dearest o' j 
them a* — and wafted me alang wi' it, far aff and awa' frae Lunnon 
like a man in a warld o' his ain, swoomin' northward through tin 
air, wi' motion true to that ae airt, and no deviatin' for sake o' tlii iT 
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Shepherd, If it wou'd hae been sae even then, Mr. Bulier, Loo ^^ 
much mair maun it hae been sae, but some three simmers back, when 
my hair though a gae dour broon, was yieldin' to the gray 1 You 
was never at Mount-Benger, sir, nor Altrive, and the mair's the pity, 
for happy should we a' be to see sic a fine, freenly fallow — and o' 
sic bricht pairts — ^though the weans micht na just at first follow 
your English ^^ 

Bulier, For their sakes, my dear Shepherd, forgive my famiharity l^^ 
— I should learn their own l5oric in a day. u^^ 

Shepherd, That you wud, my dear Mr. Bulier ; and think na yei \^ 
gin if I ever, for a flaff, in the Park, forgot my ain cozy beild, that I ^ 
the thocht on't cam na back on my heart — ay, the verra sicht o't | 
afore my een— clearer than ever for sake o' the wee bodies speerin* \ 
at their mother when father was comin' hame — and for sake o' her \ ^ 
who, for my sake, micht at that moment be lettin' drap a kiss on 1 ] 
their heads. ^ 

Tickler, Now that we have seen the Shepherd in the Park, pray, 
James, exhibit yourself at the play. 

Shepherd, The last exhibition you made o' yoursell, Mr. Tickler» 
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^L% the play, as you ca't — meanin*, I presume, in the playhouse— 
as no quite sae creditable as your freens wud hae wished — sittin' 
ane o' the upper boxes wi' a pented wax-doll— ^no to ca' them 
aur — on ilka haun 
North, Is that a true bill, Tickler ? 
Tickler, A lie. 

Shepherd, I never answer that monosyllable— but canna help 

■^ollowin' it up, on the present occasion, wi' an apogthegm ; to wit, 

t"Tiat a man's morals may be judged by his mainners. But I tell 

you, Mr. North, and you, Mr. Buller, that I was in ane of the house* 

ance, and but ance ; I gaed there out o' regard to some freens, 

"^Yid I ever after staid awa* out o' regard to mysell — for o* a' the 

sichts that ever met my een, there never was the like o' you ; and 

I wonder hoo men-folk and women-folk, sittin* side by side, could 

"ttole't in a public theatre. The performance was queer by name, 

€iTid queer by nature — the first I wasna able to remember, and the 

second I shall never be able to forget. But will ye believe me 

r 'When I tell you, that on the verra middle o' the stage, gaen well 

l>ack to be sure, but only sae as to saften them in the distance, 

visible to the haill audience were a bevy o* naked lasses, a' plow- 

terin' in a bath, wi' the water no up to their waists ! 

^ Omnes, Shocking ! shocking ! shocking ! 

Shepherd, Dinna ye believe't 1 I grant it's a gay lee-like story, 
but it's as sure's death. They micht hae some sort o' cleedin on, 
l)ut gin they had, it was no visible to the naked ee, and I cou'd na 
\ for shame ask the len' o' an opera-glass fra an auld gentleman ahint 
me, who was kecklin' like a gouty gander across a bum to a gang 
o' goslings. I perceived mysel* getting red in the face— for though 
no blate, I houp I hae a* life-lang had a sense o' decency ; and the 
' young leddy at my side began fannin* me wi' her fan. But I pre- 
' ^ tended to be readin' the bill o' the play— only noo and then takin' 
"i a peep wi' the tail o' my ee — ^but oh, sirs ! yon was a great shame ; 
\ and though I'm again' a' sorts o' tyranny, or intermeddling wi' the 
''• ' liberty o* the soobject, I am clear for mainteening, were it even by 
force o' law, the decency of a' public entertainments. I cou'd na 
^] help lookin' roun' for some member o' the Society for the Suppres- 
sion o' Vice. 

Tickler. Some folks are so very inflammable. 
Shepherd, I turaed roun' upon the fourscore-and-twa fule ahint 
me, and ask't the odious dotard if it was na maist laithsome to see 
liim hotchin' on his seat, and to hear him mumplin in the mouth at 
sic a sicht, in the same box wi' a grown lassie that maun hae been 
at least his great granddaughter ? But the auld toothless satyr was 
awre deaf to hear me, although wi* help o' ever so mony lenses— 
baith clarifiers and multipliers — he had sic vision o' the hawrem as 
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madii a monster o' liim* sufficient — but for the perversion o' public 
taste and feeling — to liae brought ou his bald head the derision, dis- 
gust, and horror o* a full house. 

Tickler, 1*00 — poo — whew ! 

Shepherd. That's the way o't. To the pure a* things are pure— 
and on the faith o* a sayin* in scriptur' — ane o* the haliest ever in- 
spu'ed — do people justify indecency after indecency — till — ^where, 
may I ask you, Mr. Tickler, is it proposed there shall be a stop 1 

Tickler, I have been at Peebles. 

Shepherd. I ken what you mean. You hae seen a dizzen tiz- 
zies on the banks o* the Tweed trampin' claes in boynes, wi* their 
ain weel tucked up, and frae ane o* the pleasantest sichts o* the 
usefullest o' employments, in the pure air and sunshine — pursued 
wi* "weel-timed daffin," and the industrious merriment o* happy 
hearts — ^}'ou wou*d reason by a fawse analogy in favor o* the ex- 
posure 0* weelnigh a' they hae got to expose, o* a gang o' mere- 
trishus limmers — for they're no respectable -^actresses yon — ^like 
them that it*s a delicht to see in Rosalind or Beatrice or Perditta— 
sic as Miss Jarman and Miss Tree — ^female characters that micht 
be witnessed even by ministers — -but hired at laigh wages — sae 
might it seem — the grand feck o' them aff the verra streets — ^to 
pander to the diseased appeteets o' a luxurious or worn-out gene- 
ration — or would Lord Grey, thmk ye, sirs, ca't — the Speerit o* the 
Age? 

North and Buller, Bravo— bravo— bravo ! 

North. Yet in the same city, and at the same season, were repre- 
sented to agitated or deeply interested audiences such Fair Humani- 
ties as my friend Sheridan Knowles's heart awakens before his 
fancy, and his genius gives ideal being, to be realized before our 
delighted eyes by such sweet representatives as those you have 
now named, and who carry into their characters on the stage the 
same qualities that make them all that is good and amiable in 
private life ! 

Buller. Perhaps, Mr. Hogg, you have somewhat overdrawn— 
though not over-colored the picture. Yet knowing to what pitch 
public representations were brought in Rome 

Shepherd. To what pitch ! 

Buller. Read Juvenal. 

Shepherd. But I canna — and sae muckle the better — ^for nae 
man, I suspeck, was ever improved by satire that painted the vices 
it denounced ; but many have been corrupted by the physical dis- 
play, who wanted wisdom or will to draw the moral. Mind ye, sirs, 
my indignation was not pmrient — and were ony coof to ca' it 
coorse, he wou'd only shew that he kent na the dilBFerence at ween 
hypocritical sympathy with grossness affectin' cynical contempt, 
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aiid genuine diggust giving vent in plain language to the feelings o* 
a man. 

Tickler, James-— your hand. 

Shepherd. There. Dog on*t, you'll hring hluid ! 

Tickler. These hoys flatter you, James — but that I never do— 

Shefherd. You err, sir, rather in the opposite direction — ^but 
at ween the twa it'll be feenally found about richt. Oranges, aipples, 
grapes, and ither frute, are dootless unco refreshin* ; but in their 
case " increase o' appeteet grows on what it feeds on" far mair 
surely than in Mrs. Hamlet's — sae may I ask you, sir, to ring the 
siller bell for anither desert ? 

North. You will find one behind that stand of Japonicas, James. 
{The Shepherd wheels round the reserve from behind the Ja^ 
ponica stand — and at the same time enter Peter with chaise' 
caffee) 

What is your opinion, my dear Shepherd, o' these bills for the 
better observance of the Sabbath % 

Shepherd. What'n bills ? 

North. Sir Andrew Agnew's and Lord Wynford's.* 

Shepherd. I'm ashamed, sir, to say that I never heard tell o' them 
afore ; yet taken by surprise and on the sudden, I shall not pro- 
nounce that sic an object lies out o' the sphere o' legal legislation. 
Stap. I recoUeck noo, thinkin' Sir Andrew's motion no very weel 
matured — and that Lord Winefort's speech was real sensible — but 
what'n a daft protest was yon o' Lord Vox's ? It had a queer 
sound, yon sentence beginning, " Whereas any attempt to restrain 
drunkenness" — I canna quot the precise words — ^but frae his speech 
it seemed something shocking to the Chancellor to shackle intoxi- 
cation — and something absurd in the Chancellor to assert, that it 
was next to impossible to ken when anither man was fou.t Perhaps 
he mayna stoiter — but tak' terft o' his een — and you'll see he's no 
sober. Gin he shut them, that's in itsell suspicious ; hut wait till 
you hear him tryin' to speak — and imless he's sae far gaen that 
there's nae mistakin', and, therefore, nae need o' ony particular 
index to his contents — ^ye can tell to a trifle, gin he be a freen, the 

"^ Sir Andrew Agnew, a Scottish Baronet of much wealth, was in Parliament at this time, and 
made it a practice, year after year, to bring forward a Bill for the Better Observance of the 
Sabbtith. The penal provisions of this proposed statute were so severe that the Legislature al- 
ways declined eanctioning thewi. Sir Andrew who was not a little puritanical (what Bums calls 
•* unco righteous"), was ^«;nerally known by the appellation of —Sir Andrew Aguecheek. Lord 
Wynford had been Chiet Justice of the Common Pieas, which he resigned in 1825. He also hnd 
an anti Sabbath-breaking Bill, one provision of which was that no public bakery should be open 
during any part of Sunday. Considering that one third of all the Sunday dinners in London 
are cooked at public bakeries, the proposition was admitted to be untenable and the Bill did not 
pass. — M 

t This refers to a rumor, originating with one of the London newspflpers, that the Lord Chan* 
CGllor (Lord Brougham and Vaux) was of intemperate habits. There was no foundation fxt 
Buch a statement or insinuation. The quantity ot headwork which his Lordship was getting 
throngh, then and since, waB such as none but a person of moderate habits, in eating and irlult- 
lug, could have transacted.— M. 
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l^^D dK*cht u* «bow ibzl tbe $f ieaker wms sae iond o' theoiy, as to 
ken naetLirtjr abccn ibe pc^arDce o* tbe matter in hann ; to saj nae- 
thing o' l^fin' fae jaxKmmKm immj in sae grave a place as the House 
o* Lc^ds. Dinna be gang tbe lenrih. ar, o" hiiitin' that they werena 
•• an as^mblr o' ntS<>nal beings f' 

Xortk. No. no-^aroes — be meiely sud in his pnytest that some 
of tbe proTisaotts of the intended measne were such as had never 
before been otfieied to tbe ecotaderation ^ of an assembly of rational 
beings." 

Skrpkerd, TonH find, sir, that ratSonal and iiratioiial are a* ane by 
implication. But if too canna see that, why thai, as his lordship 
•aid to the Yeari o' Wicklow, ** I am not boimd to find yon under- 
stanndin','' nor yet, as he said to the Ifarqps o' Londonderry, to 
gi'e yon ''the smallest glimmer" o' insight into the recondite meanin' 
o' my remark. 

BmUer. Why, my dear sir, yon seem to haTe all the most remark- 
able passages of the Parliamentary etoqnence of the day at your 
finger's end. 

Shepherd. Stale soorocks. 

BuUer. Sbl 

Shepherd. Naething. As foi the Sabbath — ** keep it holy.*' Bnt 
in Laimon boo can that be brocht abooti Oh! gin it cou'd, 
wotddna a' Protestant Christians be glad indeed ! Bnt if religion 
cannot guard frae profanation her ain especial day, my heart misgies 
me as to the power o' ony ither law. Yet may the magistrate, com- 
missioned with salntary aathority by mere human wisdom, enforce 
obedience to tbe mandate of tbe King of kings. Outward obedience 
may come to foster inward; for submission becomes habit— and 
habit inclination — and inclination loye — and love piety — and thus, 
though of mean origin, may grow up a sentiment that shall be high 
—no less, sirs, than a sacred sentiment inspiring a man's speerit with 
all that is holy— on the holy day. For a day set apart from secu« 
lar concerns — ^and, as far as may be from tbe worldly feelings that 
clinff to them even in thought — ^bas a prodigious power, sirs, ower 
all fliat is divine in our human — and lang before the close o* life — 
or the beginning o* its decline — ay, even in youth — ^boyhood — child- 
hood — ^jea, we have a' read and believed o' sic effects wrought even 
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in the heart o* ven-a infancy— becomes like a law o' nature. Ay, 
as if the sun rose more solemnly — yet not less sweetly— on the Sab- 
bath morning — and a profouncler stillness pervaded not the earth 
only, but tjie sky. 

North, My dear James. 

Shepherd. I'm no meanin' to deceive either you or me, sir, with 
the belief that much o' this is no the wark o* imagination. For 
mony a stormy Sabbath has sunk mony a ship on the sea. But 
still, for the main o' human life, in a true Christian kintra, sic as 
Scotland,* the Sabbath is a day o* rest — ^first to men's bodies, and 
then to men's souls ; and gin the Sabbath be lown, which, far oftener 
thau itherwise, a thousand memones tell me it has been in the For- 
est — the peacefu' and gratefu' heart collects all the lang-gane cawms 
intil the thoughtfu' feelin* o' ae endurin* cawm — and it hangs owre 
the idea o' the Sabbath, making it, even when the elements are at 
strife, still in the soul as the heart o* a kirk, when the minister is 
rising to pray, or a sweet serene sound at intervals rises upon our 
ear, like the psalm the congregation sings, when ffven some amang 
the three-year-auld infants are not wholly mute ! 

North. How unlike the Sundays I have seen, James, in many 
Homan Catholic countries ! Yet I dared not there to condemn the 
happiness with which I could not sympathize so entirely as I wouhl 
fain have done — for though creed and custom had deeply engraved 
all the impressions of which you have so beautifully spoken, not on 
the tablets of my memory, but of my conscience — yeit what was I 
that I should see sin where the eyes of far better and wiser men 
saw no sin, but looked on well-pleased with faces now bright with 
mirthful smiles, that an hour ago at the altar were drenched in 
tears ? 

- SJtepherd, David danced before the Ark. But what if the Mod- 
erator were to do sae on his way up the High Street to hear the 
sermon preached before the Commissioner! 

North, In England, Mr. BuUer — I speak of the places I best 
know— the Sabbath is so well observed, that I know not if it could 
be better — yet its spirit is not either to my eye or my heart the 
same as in Scotland. Should I say rightly, were I to say that the 
Sabbath-spirit in England is serene — in Scotland austere ? Hardly 
so. For — let no lightness, or frivolity, or indifference, or torpor, oe 
seen any where around him ; and neither in the kirk — nor walking 
to or from the kirk — nor in his own house or garden — should I say 
the countenance of the Elder or of any of one of his family was 

* The outward show of Sabbnth-keeping is grent indeed, in Scotland. I have known «n EUI<i 
oitha Chinch, in one of the priiicipnl citier*. tnrtmten a man (who, on the Saltbath. " whistled us 
he went, lor want of thoifght") with iinprisnnmi'nt, as a Sabbath-breHker. Whether snid Kid i 
closed that day wi:h bin accustomed ihree ur four glosses of hot toddy is " noibiog to nobody/'— M. 
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austcro, tlioufcli he and they be true, in faith and in woiks, to their 
forefathers of the Covenant. 

SJicpJierd. I canna bring my sell to doubt — though without a grain 
o* dogmatism — -that o' a' the ways o* observui' the SexjBnth Day, 
that which has prevailed in Scotland — ^if no ever sin' the Reforma- 
tion, sin' the establishment o* the Presbyterian kirk — ^is the best; 
and for this ac reason — that wi' us the Sabbath is Itself. The com- 
inon use of the term Sabbath-breakin' conveys a' that is shockin' — 
and I'm no speakin* o' that; but the Sabbath may be broken, 
surely, sir, in anither sense, and perhaps without ony sin — ^for there 
can be nae sin without evil intention, and nae evil intentions in the 
hearts o' time Roman Catholic lads and lasses — ^be they Italians 
or Germans-— or what not — wha break down and fritter awa the 
Sabbath — dancin' aneath poplar or linden tree. Na — ^for a' that I 
ken — that may be the best kind o' Sabbath for them— seein* that to 
judge what is best requires a knowledge o* their character and o' 
their condition the ither days o' the week. Perhaps they cou'dna 
bear a different Sabbath — though it were as a Sabbath far superior 
spiritually to that o* theirs — but fit only for a people leevin' under 
a clearer and a fuller light. The mair Christian the people, the 
mair Christian the Sabbath ; and though I'm no unacquainted wi' 
the controversy about the change thought by some divines to bae 
been wrought in the law regarding the Jewish Sabbath — ^yet hae I 
nae mair doubts than o' my ain existence, that the events recorded 
in the New Testament have made the Sabbath holier — ^if that might 
be — even than in the days o' Moses — therefore let it be kept holy ; 
and if — as I believe — ^it be kept so in Scotland — ^then the blessing 
of God will be upon her — and as she is good, so shall she wax great. 

North, Alas ! James — alas ! 

Sh€phe7'd, I ken Scotland's no what she ance was — ^but I believe 
that instead o' continuin' to get waur, she'll get better — ^for that cant 
aboot the decent observance o' this, and the decent observance o' 
that, and the rational view o' this soobject, and the leeberal view o* 
that ither soobject, will no much langer stand the test o' reason — ^for 
reason enlightened to the height kens that the cause o' a' good re- 
sides, as Cowper says, in that heavenly word — Religion; and that 
Faith re-established, what's ca'd Philosophy — that's waur nor super- 
stition — 'will die — then men will feel, that, to leeve as they ought to 
do, ither instruction and ither support are necessary than they can 
get frae a' the books that ever were or will be prented — and which 
seeking, they shall find in One. 

Buller. All the highest minds in Europe now see and declare the 
immortal truth, that all education must be based and built on the 
Christian religion. 

Shepherd. Owre lang were they hlin', and owic lang hae they 
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been dumb. For all the humblest have seen and declared it a* theit 
lives lang — though their declaration was confined to a sma sphere 
— includin* chiefly twa homesteads — that in which they live and 
die — and that in which they are buried ! 

North, The difficulty in London — in England — and in Scotland 
too — is to all that may be done for the Sabbath, without interfering 
with the comforts — may I say the amusements, of the lower orders 
— the working classes — ^the poor. 

Tickler, The million.. 

BuUer. The gi-eat multitude of mankind. 

Shepherd, The majority o' the human race. 

North, Let legislators look to themselves, and not to their indi- 
vidual selves alone, but to their order, in legislating for the Sabbath. 

BuUer, Let them begin with the rich and end with the poor. 

Tickler. And the poor will then submit to the law, and, as the 
Shepherd admirably observed, love the law. Not else. 

North, I have no holy horror of hot Sabbath-baked mutton pies. 

Shepherd, Nor me — though on Sabbath there's no a het denner, 
if you except potawtoes, in a' the Forest. 

Narth, Nor would I too much trammel the Thames. 

Shepherd, " The boatie rows — the boatie rows." And after ser- 
mon I can see nae sin in a sail. No that ever ony body saw me on 
the Sabbath in a boot on the loch. But St. Mary's is a still sheet o* 
inland water, wi' but few inhabitants on its banks — and the Thames 
is a rinni.n' river, wi' ebb and flaw o' tide, wi' magnificent brigs, and 
wharfs, and stairs, by which a michty city keeps up continual com- 
munication wi' the sea, and perhaps the Sabbath would be owre 
deathlike on that great water, were the law to hush the voice o* 
human hfe, and a nichtlike silence to settle doon there even on the 
Lord's day. But I canna tell. It's no for me to judge wliat's best, 
for I'm no the Bishop o' Lunnon, but only the Ettrick Shepherd. 

No7'th, The Sabbath day has been so long kept holy in Scotland, 
that Sabbath-breaking here — as you well said, James — ^is justly con- 
sidered to be a shocking sin. Should it be thought right to strengthen 
by law such observance of the Sabbath as has become a national 
characteristic, here it may be comparatively easy to do so ; for such 
law can affect only a small minonty of offenders, with whom there 
is np sympathy among the good of any class or any creed — and 
reform will be restoration. 

Shepherd, Bums sang the Cotter's Saturday Night, and James 
Grahame the Sabbath — and Poetry is indeed a heaven taucht art 
when it sanctifies Religion. 

North, The spirit of the age in Scotland is religious, and the 
people, in spite of all this noise, love its simple Church. Great 
tause have they for their love — ^for that svtft^\^ CWx^i^i \\a& ^■as^ 
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for til em — and tbey owe all that is best in their character to it« 
ministrations. Philosophy has not made our people what they are 
—neither moral nor natural philosophy — though both are excellent ; 
liuman science cannot control the will — but in the will lies all good 
and all evil — and to know how to gain dominion over them, search 
the Scriptures. 

Shepherd, Alas for the people who will not ! Then, indeed, may 
they be ca*d " the lower orders*' — below the beasts that perish 
Men ca* the wee sleek mole blin' because he has na een they can 
see, and leeves darklin' in the moul — ^but he has een fitted for his 
condition as well as the eagle's — and travels along his earth-galle- 
ries aneath the soil as surely as the royal bird alang his air-paths on 
the sky. But we that ca' him blin* are far blinner oui'sells ; for we 
forget we hae speeritual as weel as corporeal een — that they see by 
a different licht — far ither objects — ^and that the ae set may be gleg 
and bricht, while the ither's blunt and opake — the corporeal far- 
keekers indeed, that wi' the aid o' telescopes can look into the heart 
6' the fixed stars — the speeiitual sae narrow-ranged, that a*s black 
before them as a wa*, though God-given to gaze into the verra gates 
o* heaven. 

North, My beloved Shepherd, after that I shall say nothing. 

Buller. Yes ! I will see you in your own house in the Forest — 
my dear — 

Shepherd. 1*11 drive you oot, Mr. Buller, in the mom in the gig. 
Gie's your haun on*t. That's settled. 

North, Thinking on human life in humble households, fny heart 
sums up all the holiest sights I have so often seen there in two 
words carrying with them the profoundest pathos— Contentment and 
Resignation. 

Shepherd, Mr. North, hearken till me, and L*ll gi*e you, in as 
few words as I can, an illustration o* your true and wise remark. 1 
ken a ho we amang the hills where staun three houses — apairt frae 
ane anither about a quarter o' a mile — a rather unusual occurrence 
for three houses to be sae near in sic a sitiation — ^yet they are there 
noo, as they hae been for mair nor a hunder years, and, though auld 
like, are cozey, and care na either for wxind or snaw. 

North, Why, James, you have already fainted a picture. 

Shepherd, I didna mean to be descriptive — ^but I canna help it. 
In the house at the fell-fit, where the bum is a spring, the family 
consists o' fourteen sowls — ^pawrents and childer — ^no that they are 
a' leevin' at hame — for some o* baith lads and lasses are at service 
—but last time I was there I coonted seven growin* anes, twa three 
o' them bein' weans, and ane a babby. The couple hae been man 
and wife twunty year, and death has never ance knocked at their 
door ; no ane o' them a' ever had a fivver. Then they hae a' turned 
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out weel — ^without vice or folly— what*n a blessin* in sic a largfe 
family ! — are a' weel-mannei**d and weel-faured — ^indeed, far mair 
nor that — ^for the twa twuns are the maist beautifu' creturs ever 
seen, and like as lilies. 

Tickler, I should like to go a Maying to the Howe. 

Shepherd. You wud get gran' curds and ream — ^and the lassies 
nae lack o* lauchin*. The twa twuns wud get prime fun wi* Lang- 
legs — passin* themselves aff on him for ane anither — and first the 
ane and then the itherdeclarin' it was na her that had gotten the 
ribands. 

Tickler. The fairies ! . 

Shepherd. In the neist house — laigher doon beside the linn — I 
remember there bein* bom first a baira and then anither — ^lad and 
lassie time about — till there were nae fewer than ten. You cou'd 
na say, when you luikt at them as they were waxin*, that they were 
ony way unhealthy — ^though rather slennerer and mair delicat than 
you might hae wushed your ain bairns. But, waes me ! sirs, no ae 
single ane o* a' the ten ever saw the sun o* their twuntieth simmer 
— few reached saxteen — the rest dwined awa* earlier — and noo they 
are a' dead ! 

North. And the parents ! 

Sliepherd. Wait a wee and 1*11 tell you aboot the pawrents. In 
the house laighest o* the three — and that you can see peepin' by 
itsell — as if the ither twa were na near it — Sleeve a pair noo wearin' 
awa' — wha manied when I was a herd — and they had never ony 
bairns ava: sae that the freens in the twa ither houses sometimes 
used to fear the sicht o' their families micht wauken envy in th0 
hearts o* them wha sleepit in a barren bed. Nor wou*d it hae been 
.unnatural if it had ; but na — God, they kent, gied — and God with- 
held — and God took awa* — and through a* their lang life childless, 
yet through a' their lang life hae they been cheerfu* as birds, and 
industrioiis as bees. In troth they hae been just a meeracle o' con- 
tentment — ^and though they liked best the cawm o* their ain house, 
yet they were merry as grigs among ither folks' weans — wha aften 
ca'd her mammy as weel's their ain mither. 

North. God bless you, James. 

Shepherd. And you, sir. Noo, sir, I dinna fear to say — for I 
know it to be a truth and a great truth — ^that thae three couple are 
at this hour a' equally — but oh ! how differently happy ! Them 
that has never kent the blessings o' bairns — them that has enjoyed 
it in overflowing measure, and without ae drap o' what can be ca'd 
bitter in the cup— and them that saw a' their bairntime meltin' 
awa' till they had to kneel doon by their ain twa sells in prayer. 
Ae word — or twa words — and the twa, though ane and the same, 
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8oun' sweet and awfu' tliegither— explain the mystery. The Bible 
— Religion. 

( There is silence for a time. North rings the silver bell, and 
appear Peter and Ambrose with the cold round, ham and 
fowls, and tongues, and the unassuming but not the unsub- 
stantial etceteras of such a small snug Mid-summer supper as 
you may suppose suitable at a Noctes on the Leads of the 
Lodge, North nods, and Peter lets on the gas.) 
Shep/ierd. Farewell to the moon and stars. 
North, What will you eat, James ] 

Shepherd. I'll take some hen. Mr. Buller, gie me the twa legs 
and the twa wings and the breast — and then haun the hen owre to 
Mr. Tickler. 

{They settle dozen into serious eating. The Shepherd taking 
the lead pressed by Mr, North,) 
Tickler, How, are you getting on, James 1 

Shepherd. But slawly. Canna ye sook that hack without your 
jaw-banes clunkin' ? Soopin' on the leeds o* the Lodge aneath a 
silk yawnin* in a conservatory lichted up with gas ! Buller, what 
aare ye aboot ? 

BuUer, Tucking in a trifle of brawn. 

Shepherd, Mr. North, l*ve seen naething frae your pen, for years 
by, comparable to " Christopher on Colonsay." I howpe we're to 
hae anither Fytte * 
North. I believe Fytte Second opens the Number. 
Shepherd. That's richt — and had Gumey no been in the Heelans, 
you might hae concluded the Nummer wi' this Noctes. 
A still small voice. I'm here. 
Shepherd. Gude safe us ! 
Nrrth, Here's a tribute from an admirer near Cirencester. 

Say, who is this with cnitch so strong : 
With beard so grizzled and so long. 
Riding oVr mountain and o'er dell, 
Rushing thi'o' forest and thro* fell. 
As tho* he were an imp from hell. 
Who is that thus scours away ? 

'Tis Christopher on Colonsay. 

Look ! look upon that^Tory steed! 
With eye and snort that mark his breed ; 
Shod too is he with hoofs of brass. 
That gleam like lightning as they pass 
To tread down every Whig and ass. 
Is it a horse or Demon ? Say — 

'Tis Christopher on Colonsay. 

* ChriBtopber on Colonsfly, Fytte L, appeared in Blackwood of June, 1834 : the second pert wM 
the opening or leading article of the succeeding July number.- At 
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TroTuMo, ye traitors, fig^lit or fly ; 
But if ye fighr, iheu look to die. 
No weapon can 3-e wield that e'er 
The Wright of that dread crutch can bear, 
Whiqh those who feel must ever fear. 
When queslion'd why ye run, then sny— 
Here's Christopher on Colonsay, 

Tho* Lords and Commons marshallM stand, 
Tho* Brougham m^iy jeer, or Grey command. 
Should little Jolmny stop the way, 
Or Durham mingle in the fray, 
Or Althorp mount a bull at bay. 
They'll have no time to fight or pray*— 

Here's Christopher on Colonsay. 

No power can check him or his steed, 
A centaur of celestial seed, 
Smack thro' the fnghten'd host he flies. 
Prostrate each smitten VVhigling lie»». 
They who escape may bless their eyes 
That they could scamper from the way 
Of Christopher on Colonsay. 

Low sprawling in the dust and mire, 
And well besmuch't he leaves the quire, 
lo ! triumphe .' on he goes 
O'-er kicking Lords and prostrate foos; 
Graham and Stanley shake their clothes. 
And swear they'll never more essay 

Dread Christopher on Colonsay. 

On, man and steed ! On ! ride your round 
While Radicals or Whigs are found, 
Lay on the crutch with heart and hand. 
Go, scatter and confound the band, 
And prov« them but a rope of sand. 
That rogues may ever run and say — 

Here's Christopher on Colonsay. 

Shepherd, Never heard I a man receet his ain praises vfV sic aa 
emphasis ! 

North, You would not have had me mumble such spirited linos« 
like an old woman without a tooth in her gums, James ? 

Shepherd. I could mention an old man that has iia mony teeth in 
his ain gums, though for a' that, his receetatlon's no that o* a mum- 
bler, Kit. Vanity ! vanity ! a* is vanity ] 

North. Vanity is one of the most amiable of the large Family of 
Iluman Frailties. 

Shepherd. I never said ye was no amiable, sir. 

North. Nobody at least can justly accuse me of being proud. 

Shepherd, Lucifer's a Moses to you, sir, in pride. You^rc a siu- 

* Earl Grey's reign ns Premier had tt;rminated whon this N^ctes was piililislicd. He wa« 
driven from oDice by intriurut'S which made Lord Melboiirno hi^ fiucc«!S8or. Hroughain was Lord 
Chancellor, Lord John Ru&sell, the Karl of Durham, and Lord Althurpc (tho htst unmed b«nDg 
a great catUe breeder) were Cabinet Ministers.— M. 
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j^ilar instance o' pride and vanity — till your time tlioclit incom- 
patible — ^meetin* in equal proportions in tlie same character. For 
an hour IVe seen you sae vain that I conldna help pitying ye— 
during the neist sae proud that I couldna help hatin* ye — and yet 
fiae strange a thing is human nature, that at the eend o' the third 
hour, the only feelings I had for the anomaly were admiration and 
love. 

North, It is with you as with -the rest of mankind, James — I 
bring you all round to unite in admiration and love of me at last. 

Shepherd. Heard ye ever the likes o' that, Mr. Buller ? Luik at 
the cretur. Vanity in his left ee and pride in his ricbt ! and yet it 
maun he confessed, diffused owre the ither features o' his face some- 
thing verra deligbtfu', and a halo roimd the head o' him, as if, instead 
o' sinner, he were a saint. 

Tickler, I have seldom seen you, James, brighter, than you have 
been to-night — ^you have felt yourself at home on the leads — on 
ground -flats I have seen you somewhat dullish — ^like a luminary in 
damp. 

Shepherd, There's naething in the warld I like waur than to be 
drawn oot by a sumph. 

Buller, I beg pardon. 

Tickler, Or sumphess. 

Shepherd, The she's ill, but no sae ill's the he. Dinna you agree 
wi' me, Mr. Buller 1 

Buller, In what? 

Shepherd, In thinkin' the she sumph's no sae ilPs the he. J 

Buller, I hope the he will soon get better — ^but I am in outer 
darkness — ^pray, what is a sumph 1 

Shepherd, Anither instance o' that extraordinary ignorance that 
no that seldom breaks out unexpectedly in weel-educated English- 
men, and seems sae surprising to us on this side o' the Tweed I But 
leavin' you to constrae sumph, I shall simplify the question, sir, by 
askin' ye just " hoo like ye to be drawn oot ava ]" 

Buller, I very much doubt if I should like it. What is the nature 
of that process 1 

Shepherd, He's in the dark aboot that limb o' the query, too. 
*!'he sumph, you see, sir, sits himsell doon richt opposite to ye at 
denner, and afore you hae had time to cool the first Fpoonfu' o' 
cocky-leeky, or potawtoe soup, by blawin' upou't, be selecks ana 
frae some twa three dizzen o' toppics, that are a' ly in' arranged, cut 
and dry, in separate raws on the floor o* that lumber-room, his head. 

Buller, Good, good — I have you now, Mr. Hogg. 

Shepherd, And in which he conceives you to take sic an enthusi- 
astic interest, as to amount on't to the half-mad, whereas the soob- 
;oct8 are lyin' so laigh doon amaug the dubs o' obscurest dirt, that 
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even in your meaner moments you would despise yoursell for cou- 
descendino^ to lionor't wi' your contempt. 

North. What think you, James, of behig piifvd 1 

Shepherd. bein* what ? 

North. Asked to dinner, that you may be pitted by your host 
against a cock, fed, clipped out, and heeled to slay you on the sod. 

Shepherd. It's weel kent I never argue none — therefore I'm 
never asked to denner to be pitted — only drawn out. 

North. I can spar and fight a bit too, James — but 'tis teasing to 
be tackled to by a Bantam. Onwards he comes sidelong with his 
wing down, comb and wattles glowing like fiery furnace, and pick- 
ing up straws in his pride of place — then drawing himself up to his 
whole extent, he crows to cow your heart, and without farther cere- 
mony flies at you like a fuiy to tear you into pieces. With one cuft* 
you make him spin out of sight — and if any one hopes to find him, 
he must look below the table. 

Shepherd. That's makin a short business wi' the bit bantam. 

North. Or perhaps you have been hivited to single combat with 
a Dunghill. Sole monarch of all he has been habituated to survey 
on the stercoraceous l^eap, he has come to think himself invincible 
— ^but at the first tussle of 

" The sportive fuiy of the fencer's steel," 

with one insane scraugh he bolts, and hides his head in a hole in 
the wall, unashamed of the exposure of his enormous bottom. 

Shepherd. Pootry shou'd never be pitted wi' ggemm. 

North. I have known the master of a house entice you to dinner 
that he might see a set-to between you and a mastiff. 

Shepherd. Surely no wi' the conneevance o' the mistress ? 

North. The surly brute, with black muzzle and swarthy eyes, 
has kept grimly watching you till the cloth be drawn — and then 
curling up his lips to show you his fangs, without any provocation 
on your part, began to growl — 

Shepherd. Afore the Teddies ? 

North. And then, in spite of your submission, leapt at your throat, 
with his paws over your shoulder, with a view to the jugular. 

Shepherd. What a pictur o' a gieat big brindled outrageous 
Radical, insistin' on the separation o' Church and State ! 

North. It requires some strength, James, I assure you, to shake 
off such a monster. 

Shepherd. But his bark's waur than his bite. 

North. The best way is to seize him with both hands and then 
throttle him, till his tongue is bitten through and through by his 
teeth, his eyes goggled, and he drops. I call that the argumentcftii 
ad canem. 
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Shepherd, It's conclusive. 

North, Or Avhdt think you, James, of a pack of young Whig 
curs — 

Shepherd, Pnps. 

North, Yelping at you all round the table — 

Shepherd. And Christopher North the whupper-in ! I pity the 
puir pups. 

North, I have suffered all that, and more, James. Yet perhaps 
worse than them all is it, on a three weeks* invitation to go, as an 
especial favor, and to confer an obligation which will never be for- 
gotten — to meet an ass. 

Shepherd, Or a mool. 

North, A do w might positive ass. 

Shepherd. As a' the asses are o' ma acquaintance — ^but I'm 
speakiu' the noo o' oor own native breed, an* aiblins you're alludin' 
to ane frae foreign parts — where they grow to a far greater size — 
as in Spain. 

North, No, James — ^your continental cuddy coming over to this 
country is mostly mute. 

Shepherd, Has na learned the language. 

North, The one I last met — for upwards of four hours — ^never for 
a moment ceased to bray. 

Shepherd, And did ye cudgel him sair 1 

North, I did. But I am bound in candor to confess that he was 
little or none the better of it — and for the first time in my life, I am 
ashamed to say, I was fairly brayed off the field. 

Shepherd, And the neist day, a' the town would nae doot be 
ringin' wi' your defeat. 

North. Ichabod ! Ichabod ! the glory of our conversational pow- 
ers was gone for ever, and the victorious donkey kept braying his 
way over the border, communicating tidings of our discomfiture all 
over merry England. 

Shepherd, Swearin' he had swallowed the Thane o' the Scotch 
Thristles at a single chow ! — I had a delicat compliment paid me 
yestreen, sir. I was asked to soop wi' a family that said they had 
inveeted a pairty to meet me just after my ain mind. And there 
they were a' sittin' on chairs roun' the room, as I entered, accordin' 
to agreement, wi' my plaid, staff in haun, and dowg at fit, a great 
grandson o' Hector's. What he thocht I canna say, but I cou'd hae 
sworn, sir, that they were sheep. The same large, licht, mild, rather 
nnmeanin' een — the same lang, white smooth faces as the cheviots 
•—and the same lip-like noses — formin' in fact at ween the twa but 
ae fetur, overhanging their mouths, without in ony way interfeiin' 
wi' the feedin' — and then a at ance the same baa — baa — baa — ^maa 
— maa — maa — ^for rams, and ewes, an 1 wethers, and gimmers, and 
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hoggs, and lambs, had been a* gathered thegether frae mony pas- 
tures into ae hirsel — a* to do honor to the Ettrick Shexjherd. 

Tickler. Not by any means an unoriginal idea. 

Shepherd, T^ere it no* a pure maitter o' fack, it micht pass for 
Avut — for wut is a sayin' at ance felt by tlic auditor to be baith apt 
and new — givin' rise in his mind to wonner that he hadna thocht o* 
Bayin't himsell, sorrow that he didna say't, and generally conviction 
that to hae said it was ayont his power. 

North, James, what is your opinion of the state of public affairs ? 

Shepherd. 0, sir ! but yon was like to be a great national ca- 
lamity ! 

North, Probably it was, James. Pray, what was it ? 

Shepherd, The horizon was black indeed — the tempests wer^ 
about to break lowse frae their slumbers — and we heard a mutterin' 
sound as o* the angry sea. 

North, I hae no sort of doubt of it whatever — but I forget the 
particulars. 

Shepherd, There were nae particulars — and it was the want o' 
them that made it sae awiu' — at least I saw nane deservin' the 
name o' particulars in the newspapers — a* wore a general look o' 
danger — the fear was universal — and therefore I was justified in 
sayin'. as I did the noo, " 0, sir ! but yon was like to be a great 
national calamity!" 

North, I devoutly trust, James, the storm *s blown over. 

Shepherd, Wha can say — wba can say ? The stocks fell doon 
a' at ance, like quicksiller in a barometer, ever sae mony degrees 
— thretty or thereabouts in the twunty-four hours — for folk feared 
a national bankniptcy,. and in sic panic wha wou*d buy in ? 

North, Th« national credit must have received a shock. Bui 
how ] Do relieve my anxiety, James. 

Shepherd, The greatest pairt o' the poppilation o* the island — an 
overwhelmin' majority — were on the eve o* emigratin* to America, 
They had secured their fright and passage, and were only waitin' 
for a change o' wun' — as a freen Vrott me frae Poi-tsmc uth — to rin 
through the Needles. What that meant I knaw not — ^but that the 
British navy was hired for the simmer frae the Admiralty for the 

Jmrpose aforesaid, I ken to be a fack — and Sir James Graham* 
and securities that it was to mak twa trips. 0, sir ! but yon was 
like to be a great national calamity ! 
''Bckler, The Plague ? 

Shepherd, Far waur than the Plague — 'cause threatenin* to be 
mair universal — though, like the Plague, it was in London— thank 
Heaven — ^where it first brak out — The Tailors* Strike ! 

♦ Sir Jamea Graham was First Lord of tlie Admiralty in 1814— AL 

Vol. V.-18 
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North, 'Twas an appalliiig event — ancljike the great eaitliqnakc 
at Lisbon, wan, no doubt, felt all over Enrope. 

Shepherd. Ay — at the great earthquake o' Lisbon, sir, I've heanl 
tell that the waters o' Loch Lomond ran skj-liigh«as in storm, and 
at the great Tailor-strike o' Lnnnon, I daur to sav that the kilts 
alang its shores flew np as in whirlwinds, exponng the hnrdies o' a 
thoosan' John Heelandmans. 

North. Boiler, how picturesque! The Shepherd is tlie most 
[M)etical of political economists. 

Shepherd. For dinna tell me that kilts are ae tiling and breeks 
anither — thej baith alike appertain to the person, and the same 
pairt o' the person. A* the causes that affeck the tredd in breeks, 
affeck, nearly or remotely, immediately or after a lang lapse o' 
years, the tredd in kilts — b,* the usefu' arts, and the fine anes too — 
and a fortiori, them that's at ance usefu' and fine, and aboon a' tai- 
lorin' — bein' a' connecket by inveesible threeds— ony feck o' which 
being cut or run, or ruukled or ravelled, the rest feel it like a spee- 
der's wab— and shrink up till the liaill commercial system is disor- 
<^ered and deranged, and the social system too — and the political 
likewise — and the moral also — and if sne, hoo can the religious es- 
cape — till the universe itsell seems to be mshin' intil ruins, and it 
requires na seer to predick that there is speedily about to be an 
eend o* a' things — and the heavens and the earth reduced back by 
a grand convulsion o' nature to their original chawos. 

North. Let us hope there may be some little exaggeration 

Shepherd. No a grain. Did you no listen to the ovei-poorin' elo- 
quence o' the Maisters ? I hae been only usin* some o* their lan- 
guage, subdued doon to Noctes pitch. The een o' a Britain, Stultz* 
said, was upon them 

North. " They read their history in a nation's eyes." 

Shepherd. And they were a' fu* o' tears ! The nation grat while 
it glowered 

BuVer. And significantly smote its thigh. 

Tickler. Methought I met Sir Henry Hardinget in Bond Street 
without his coat — arm in arm with a member who had dispensed 
with his breeches ; in the rear I saw a flaming patriot, not unlike 
Lord Nugent, I with nothing but his shirt — while 

* Hlulfz, a n«tlvo of Germnny. w«« the fashionnhlR biilor in Ijiniilon for many yfars before and 
niter \\iM, HU family Iihvo rfftiinied to their fHther>'an<i Miice his death, with a large for* 
luiH'. onnitiil hy this fortuniitH tinip, who purcbiiSi>d the tide ot Baron a long^ time belorebis 
d.'Mth,— M. 

t Hir Ilenrv Hardinge, who wiw IriMh Secretary und*'r Welllnjrtnn'a administration, in 1830, 
and 18')4, and again utidor Perl in 1841. lost his left hand at Ligny, in 1815. In 1844, be wal 
vent out 118 Governor-General of India, took part in the tirst war of tlie Puiijanb, concluded the 
IroHty of Lahore, and ol)tnined a Peerage from the Queen, with £5000 pension from the Elast In« 
din Company. Iir 1853, on the 4<)ntb ot the Puke ot Wellington, be was placed in Chief Conv 
iiiand of the British Army.— M. 

\ Lord Nugent who di«d in 1850, wns ^^ordT.C'>"nnl8»<loner of the Ionian Islands frona l^?U 
i8J5. Ue WM ViH7 liberal in inolitica, vtiy stomt iti ^rsqi^.— A!* 
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"A pninted vest Priiirp Vorti^orn h<\d on, 
Which fmiii a naked IMct l»is j^rui.dsire \v«»n." 

SJiepJierd. Haw ! haw ! haw ! 

Tickler, Funerals were no more black jobs.* 

Shepherd. Gude again. 

Tickler, See that chief mourner in red breeches — yellow vest, 
"x^ ith long flapping . lappets — and coat bnght with tlie purple liglit 
of love — a superb dress got up by his great-great-great-graiidsire, in 
honor of the Restoration — and in 1834 worn by a disconsolate son, 
but determined anti-Trades-Unionist, strong in filial love and [)a' 
tiiotism, following, like the fragment of a weeping rainbow, a Con- 
servative father to the grave ! 

Shepherd. What o' deed he ? What deed he o*] 

Tickler. Of Tailor-strike. 

Shepherd. In the midst o* a great national calamity, hoo indiffer- 
ent, alas ! grows the heart to individual distress ! At ony other 
time the thocht o* sic a funeral wou*d hae been affectin* — but noo I 
can hear o't without a tear. 

North, The misery was confined to the metropolis. The rural 
districts at least providentially escaped the infection 

Shepherd, Yet the complaint was fearsomely contawgious — and 
rinnin* like wild-fire through the streets o* Lunnon. 

Tickler, Where did it first break out ? 

Shepherd, Beneath a skylicht. It raged awfully in the attics afore 
it got doon to the other flats — and howp grew sick and dee*d on 
seein' and hearin't roarin' oot o' the wundows o* the gnind-flat. 

North, A fine subject for an Epic. 

Butter, Better fitted, perhaps, sir, for the drama. Yet the nation, 
I fear, has lost its love for the highest and deepest tragedy — and to 
rouse it even by such a theme, would require more than the genius 
of another' Shakspere. 

Tickler, The Flints flash fire, and the day of the Dungs is. 
gone.t 

Shepherd, The rural districts, as you ca* them, Mr. North, hae na 

* The Earl of PorCf>raouth, who died in July, 1833, had boon Immijht before a Commission <fa 
lujtatico inquirendo, and (as the half-witted hero of "The Entnil' fuys) was •• found guilty of be- 
ing daft." — or out of his senses. It was proved In evidence rliat tils fHvoriti> nmiiiietnciit— 
jtmouiitinflr, indeed, to a passion— was attendance on funeral.-*, which he called * black jobs." It 
may be added, as curious, that one of his remarlcs was quoted by one lawy<r as evidencing his 
folly, by another as showing his wit. Some large boxpH liad arrived at Hurtfbournn Park, his 
jeat in Hampshire, and his servants were not able to raise th»j lids wlrhout CHlling in the aid of a 
carpenter. While they were pausing, an Irishman who was ihe Karl'H pi-rsonal attendant, said, 
'•Faitli, one would think 'tu oy>ters they were, they're so hard to op«'n." Lord I'ortsmouth 
replied, *' If tboy are oysters, put them on the fire, and ih • heat will opi-n them Boon iMiouijh." — M. 

T " The Tailors, a Tragedy for Warm Weather," iu wliich the teriu:* fiinta and dungs are first 
applied, was produced in London, in Jtily, 1767. when ther«' ha«l been gr»*Mt disturhancea between 
the mantr tailor', and their journeymen about wages. Tlio e who liel.l out for the advance 
were honored with the name of Flints, while those who' continued to work at the lormcr prices, 
were cullud Dungs.— M. 
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always escaped sic a calamity. I wcel remember, in the year wan, 
a like visitation in the Forest. It wasna on sae big a scale — for 
the boonds wouMna admit o* its bein* sae — ^but the meesery was nae 
less — though contrackit within a narrpwer ch'cle. 

Tkklcr, Diffused over a wider sphere. 

North. When? 

TicUer. And how? 

She'pTierd. The tailor at Yarrow-ford, without bavin' shown onj 
symptoms o* the phoby the nicht afore, ae morning at sax o'clock— 
itrack ! 

North, How dreadful ! 

Shcphei'd. You may weel say that, sir. 'Twas just at the dawn 
J the Season o' Tailors, when a' owre the Forest there begins the 
makin' o* new claes and the repairin* o* auld 

North, Making — as Bobby says — 

" The auld claes look amaist as weePa tlie new." 

SJiepherd, The maist critical time o' the haill year ! 

North, Weel, James? 

ShepJierd, At sax he strack — and by nine it was kent frae Sel- 
kirk to the Gray-Mare *s Tail. A' at ance — no ordinar claes only 
— ^but marriage-shoots and mumins were at a deed staun. A' the 
fo*k in the Forest saw at ance that it was impossible decently to 
get either married or buried. For wou*d ye believe't, the mad body 
was aff owre the hills, and bat Watty o' Ettrick Pen ! Of coorse 
he strack — and in his turn aff by a short cut to the Lochs, and bat 
Bauldy o* Bourhope, who lowpt frae the boord like a puddock, and 
flung the guse in the fire, swearin' by the shears, as he flourished 
them round his head, and then sent them into the awse-hole, that 
a' mankind micht thenceforth gang naket for him up to the airm- 
pits in snaw I 

North, We are all listening to you, James, with the nfost intense 
interest. 

Shepherd, The Three Tailors formed themsells in til a union* — 
and boond themsells by an aith — the words o' which hae never 
transpired — but nae doot they were fearsome — and they ratified it 
— ^it has been said — wi' three draps each o' their ain bluid, let oot 
wi' the prick o' a needle — ^no to shue anither stitch gin the Forest 
were to fa* doon afore them on its knees ! 

North, Impious! 

Shepherd, But the Forest had nae sic intention — and bauldly 
stood up again' the rebellion. Auld Mr. Laidlaw — the father o 

* 'ITiis fillusion to the trinity of tailors, was caused, no doubt, by a recent joke of Peieiy Soire 
pptiti«»n was presented, as from a large body, with very few siirnatures, and Peel said tliat it r*w 
niimied him of three tailors in Tooley street, who met in the R«'form Bill exeitem^'nt, and dreY 
jLp a d'.iomn League and Covenant, coauncncing " We, the People of Enghmd T'—M. 
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▼our freens, Watty, George, and James — took tbe lead — and there 
was a gatherin* ou Mount Bcnger — the same farm that, by a won- 
nerfti' coincidence, I afterwards came to hauld — at which resolu- 
tions were sworn by the Forest no to yield, while there was breath 
in its body, though back and side micht gang bare. I there made 
ma maiden speech ; for it was na ma maiden speech — though it 
passed for such, as often happens — the ane ye heard, sir — ma first 
in the Forum * 

North. I confess I had my suspicions at the time, James. I 
thought I saw the arts of the sophist in those affected hesitations — 
and that I frequently heard, breaking through the skilful pauses, 
the powers, omnipotent in self-possession, of the practised orator. 

SkepTierd, Never was there sic a temble treeo as them o' Yar- 
rowford, Ettrick Pen, and Bourhope ! Three decenter tailor lads, 
a week afore, ye micht hae searched for in vain owre the wide warld. 
The streck changed them into demons. They cursed, they swore, 
they drank, they danced, they fought — first wi' whatever folk hap- 
pened to fa' in wi' them on the stravaig — and then, castin' out 
amang theirsells, wi' ane anither, till they had a' three black een — 
and siccan noses ! 

T'uMer, 'Tis difficult for an impartial, because unconcerned 
spectator, to divine the drift of the different parties in a fight of 
three. 

Shepherd,. They cou'dna hae divined it theirsells — for there was 
nae drift amang them to divine. There they were a' three loun- 
derin' at hap-hazard, and then gawn heed oure 'heels on the tap o' 
ane anither, or collecket in a knot in the glaur ; and I cou'dna help 
say in' to Mr. Biyden — father o' your favorite Watty Bryden, to 
whom ye gied the tortoise-shell mull^" Saw ye ever, sir, a Tredd's 
Union like that /" 

Tickler, Why not import 1 

Shepherd, As they hae dune since in Lunnon frae Germany? 
Just because naebody thocbt o't. Importin' tailors to hisure free 
tredd ! ! 

Tickler, And how fared the Forest ? 

Shepherd. No weel. Some folk began tailorin' for theirsells— 
but there was a strong prejudice against it — and to them that made 
the attempp the result was baith ridiculous and painfu' and hi ae 
case, indeed, had nearly proved fatal. 

Tickler, James, how was that ? 

Shepherd, Imagine yoursell, Mr. Tickler, in a pair o' breeks. 

* TTie Forum a debating society in Edinborough, of which Hogg was a in' mber; during the 
time when he was fluctuating between 

" Obscurity and Fame 
The glory and the nothiug of a Name."— M. 
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wi* the back pairt afore — tlie seat o' honor transferred to tli6 
front 

NortJi, Let ns all so imagine, Tickler. 

Shepherd, They shaped them sae, without bein* able to help it, 
for it's a kittle art cuttin' oot. 

Tickler. But how fatal ? 

Shepherd, Dandy o* Dryhope, in breeks o' bis ain gettin' up, 
rashly daured to ford the Yarrow — ^but they grupped bim sae tight 
atween the fork, that he could mak nae head gain the water comin' 
doon gay Strang, and he was swoopit aff his feet, and ta'en out mair 
like a hundle o' claes than a man. 

Tickler, How? 

Shepherd, We lister'd him like a fish. 

North, " Time and the hour run through the roughest day !*' 

Shepherd. And a* things yerthly hae an end. Sae had the streck, 
To mak a lang stoiy short — the Forest stood it oot — the tailors gied 
in — and the Tredd*s Union fell to pieces. But no before the Season 
o' Tailors was lang owre, and pairt o' the simmer too — for they 
didna return to their wark till the langest day. It w^as years afore 
the rebels recovered frae the want o' wages and the waste o' pose; 
but atween 1804 and 8, a' three mamed, and a' three, as you ken, 
Mr. North — for I hae been direckin' myself to Mr. Tickler and Mr. 
Buller — hae been ever sin' syne weel-behaved and weel-to-do— and 
I never see ony o' them without their tellin* me to gie you their 
compliments, mair especially the tailor o* Yarrow Ford — for Watty 
o* the Pen — him, Mr. Buller, that used to be ca'd the Fly in* Tailor 
o' Ettrick* — sometimes fears that Christopher North hasna got owre 
yet the beatin' he gied him in the ninety-odd — the year Louis the 
Sixteenth was guillotined — at hap-stap-and-lowp. 

North, He never beat me, Mr. Buller. 

Buller, From what I have heard of you in youth, sir, indeed I 
can hardly credit it. Pardon my scepticism, Mr. Hogg. 

Shepherd, You may be as great a sceptic as you choose — ^bnt 
Watty bate Kitty a' till sticks. 

North. You have most unkindly persistec, Hogg, during all these 
forty years, in refusing to take into account my corns 

Shepherd, Corns or nae corns, Watty bate you a' till sticks. 

North, Then I had been fishing all day up to the middle in the 
water, with a creel forty pound weight on my back — 

Shepherd, Creel or nae creel, Watty bate you a* to sticks. 

North, And I had a hole in my heel you might have put your 
hand into 

* Tho flying tHilor of Ettrick was the subject cf. and gave a title to, one or Hogg's imitationilt 
hk Poetic Mirrpr.-M. 
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SJiepTierd, Sound heels or sair lieela, Watty bate you a' to sticks. 

Noi'tli, And I sprained one of my ankles at the first rise. 

Shepherd, Though you had sprained baith, Watty wou'd hae bate 
you a' till sticks. 

North. And those accursed corduroys cut me 

Shepherd, Dinna curse the corduroys — ^for in brceks or oot o' 
breaks, Watty bate ye a' till sticks. 

North, I will beat him yet for a 

Shepherd, You shanna be alloo'd to make sic a fule o' yoursell. 
You were ance the best lowper I ever saw — accepp ane — and that 
ane was wee Watty o*^ the Pen — the Flyin* Tailor o* Ettnck — and 
he bate ye a' till sticks. 

North. Well — I have done, sir. All people are mad on some one 
point or other — and yoiyr insanity 

Shepherd, Mad or no mad, Watty bate yo'u a* till sticks. 

North. Peter, let off the ga*s. {Ruing with snarled disj)! ensure.) 

Shepherd. O man ! but that's puir spite ! Biddin* Peter let aff 
the gas, merely 'cause I tauld Mr. Buller what, a' tlie Forest kens 
to he true, that him the bairns noo ca'd the Auld Hirplin* Hur- 
CHEON, half-a-century sin*, at hap-^tap-and-lowp, bate Christopher 
North a' till sticks ! 

North {with great vehemence). Let off the gas, you stone ! 

Shepherd. That's pitifu' ! Ca'hi' a man a staiie ! a man that has 
been sae lang too in his service — and tliat has gicn him nae provo- 
cation — ^for it wasna Peter but me that was obleegd to keep 
tbreepin' that Watty o* the Pen — by folk o' my time o' life never 
ca'd ony thing less than the Flying Tailor o' Ettrick, though by 
bairns never ca'd ony thing mair but the Auld Hirplin' Hurcheon, 
at hap-stap-and-lowp — on fair level mossy grun' — bate him a* till 
sticks. 

North {in a voice of thunder). You son of a sea-gun, let off the 
gas ! 

Shepherd, Passion's aften figurative, and aye forgetfu'. But I 
fear, he'll be breakin' a bluid-veshel — sae I'll remind him o' the 
siller bell. Peter has orders never to shaw his neb but at soun o' 
the siller bell. Sir, you've forgotten the siller bell. Please tingle 
— tingle — ^ting. 

North {ringing the silver bell). Too bad, James. Peter, let off 
the gas. {Peter lets off' the gas.) 

Shepherd. Ha ! the bleeze o' Morn ! Amazin' ! 'Twas shortly 
after sunset when the gas was let on — and noo that the gas is let 
aff, lo ! shortly after sunrise ! 

Buller. With us there has been no night. 

Shepherd. Yesterday was the Twenty-First o' June — ^the Langest 
Da\ We co\dd hae dune — without artificial licht — ^for the fevr 
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hours o' midnicLt were but a gloamin' — and we coiild hae seen to 
read prent. 

Buller. A deep dew. 

NortJi, As may be seen by the dry lairs in the wet grass of those 
cows up at pasture. 

Shepherd, Naebody else stirrin'. Luik, there's a hare washin* 
her face like a cat wi* her paw. Eh man ! luik at her three lever- 
ets, like as mony wee bit bears. 

Buller, I had no idea there were so many singing birds so near 
the suburbs of a great city. 

Shepherd, Had na ye ? In Scotland we ca' that the skreich o* 
day. 

North, What has become of the sea ? 

Shepherd, The sea ! somebody has opened the sluice, and let aff 
the water. Na — there it*s — fasten your een upon yon great green 
shadow — for that's Inchkeith — and youll sune come to discern the 
sea waverin' round it, as if the air grew glass, and the glass water, 
while the water widens out intil the Firth, and the Firth awa' intil 
the main. Is yon North Berwick Law or the Bass — or baith — or 
neither — or a cape o' cloodlaun, or a thocht ? 

North. " Under the opening eyelids of the morn." 

Shepherd, See ! Specks — ^like black water-flees. The boats o' 
the Newhaven fishermen. Their wives are snorin' yet wi' their 
heads in mutches — ^but wull sune be risin' to fill their creels. Mr. 
Buller, was you ever in our Embro' Fish-Market ] . 

Buller, No. Where is it, sk % ^ 

Shepherd, In the Parliament Hoose. 

Buller, In the Parliament House % 

Shepherd, Are you daft ? Aneath the North Brigg. 

Buller, You said just now the Parliament House. 

Shepherd, Either you or me has been dreamin*. But, Mr. 
North, I'm desperate hungry — are ye no intending to gie us any 
breakfast % 

North {ringing the silver hell). Lo ! and behold ! 

{Enter Peter, Ambrose, King Pepin, Sir David Gam, and 
Tappietourie, with trays,) 

Shepherd, Bows het frae the oven ! Wheat scones ! Barley 
scones ! Wat and diy tost ! Cookies ! Baps ! Muffins I Loaves 
and fishes! Bizzars ! Finnans ! Kipper ! Speldrins! Hen-ing! 
Marralet! Jeely! Jam! Ham! Lamb! Tongue! Beef hung! 
Chickens ! Fry ! Pigeon pie ! Crust and broon aside the roon' 
—but sit ye doon — ^no — freens, let*s staun — had up your haun — 
bless your face — ^North, gie*s a grace — (North saijs grace,) Noo 
let's fa* too — but hooly — hooly — hooly — what vision this ! What 
vision this I An Apparition or a Christian Leddy ! I ken, I ken 
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ter by lier curtshy — did that face no tell her name and her nature. 
O deign, Mem, to sit doon beside the Shepherd. Pardon me — ^tak 
the head o' the table, ma honored Mem — and let the Shepherd sit 
doon aside you — and may I mak sae bauld as to introduce Mrl 
Buller to you, Mem ? Mr. Buller, clear your een — for on the Leads 
o' the Lodge, in face o' heaven, and the risin* sun, I noo introduce 
you till Mrs. Gentle. 

North [starting and looking wildly round). Ha ! 

Shepherd, She's gane ! 

North {recovering soine. of his composure). Too bad, James. 

Shepherd, Saw you nocht ? Saw naebody ocht ? 

Omnes, Nothing. 

Shepherd, A cretur o' the element ! Like a' the ither loveliest 
sichts that veesit the een o* us mortals — but the dream o' a dream ! 
But, thank heaven, a*s no unsubstantial in this warld o' shadows. 
Were ony o* us to say sae, this breakfast wou'd gie him the lee ! 
Noo, Gamey, mind hoo ye exten' your short haun. 

Small Still Voice, Ay, ay, sir. 

Buller. 

*' O Gumey .' shall I call thee bird, or but a wandering voice ! 

North. 

* O blessed bird J the world we pace 
Agnin appears to be 
An unsubstantial faery-place, 
That is fi$ homo for Thee l*' 



No. LXVII.— AUGUST, 1834. 

SCENE— -T//« Sheplierd's Study, Altrive—The Shepherd gf^iied 
at Dinner — Time Six o'clock — Ambrose in tcaiting. 

Enter hurriedly, North and Tickler. 

Shepherd, What for keep ye folk waitin' in this way, sirs, for 
denner ? and it is past Sax ! Sax is a daft-like hour for denner in 
the Forest, bnt I'm aye wullin* to humor fules that happen to be 
reseedin' in my ain house at hame. Whare war you — and wLat 
hae ye been about ? No shavin* at least — for twa sic bairds I dinna 
remember haen witnessed sin* T was in Wales — towards the close 
o* the. century — and they belanged to twa he-goats glowenn^ owre 
at me frae the ruins o' Dolbaldron Castle. Tak your chairs— ye 
Jews. Moses ! sit you on my richt haun — and, Aaron ! sit you on 
my left. (North and Tickler sit dovm as commanded 

North. 'Tis the first time in my life that I have been one moment 
behind the hour. 

Shepherd, I believe't. For you can regulat your stammack, like 
a timepiece. It gangs as true's a chronometer — and on board a 
ship you cou*d tell by't to a nicety when she would reach ony par- 
ticular port I daursay it's correck the noo by the sun — ^but I aye 
mak Girrzzy bate the girdle twa three minutes afore the chap o' the 
knock. 

Tickler. Bate the girdle ? 

Shepherd, Ay, just sae, sir — ^bate the girdle. I used to hae a 
bell hung on the bourtree at the gable-end — the auld Yarrow kirk- 
bell — ^but it got intil its dotage, its tongue had the palsy, its cheeks 
were crackit — and pu' the rape as you wou*d, its vice was as puir's 
a pan's. Then the lichtning, that maun hae had little to do that 
day, melted it intil the shape o* an airn icicle, and it grew perfeckly 
useless — sae I got a drum that aince belonged to the militia, and 
for some seasons it diverted the echoes that used to take it aff no 
amiss, whether braced or itherwise — but it too waxed old and im- 
potent, and vou micht as weel, for ony music that Avas in't hae bate 
the kitchen-dresser wi' the lint-beetle — sae I then got a gong sent 
owre frae India frae your freen' and mine, Dr. Gray — God b)es» 
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him—- and for a lang, deep, hollow, trummlin* sea-like, and thun- 
derous soun', it heat a' that ever was heard in this kintra — hut it 
created sic a disturhance far and wide, that, sair again' my wuU, I 
had to shut it up in the garret. 

North, Wherefore, James 1 

Shepherd, In the first place, it was sae like thunner that folk far 
aff couldna tell whether it was thunner or no ; and I kent them 
yoke their carts in a hurry to carry in their hay afore it was dry for 
stacking, feaiin' a plump. Ae Sunday the soun* keepit a* the folk 
frae the kirk, and aften they wou'dna ventur' on the fuirds, in dread 
o' a sudden spate frae a water-spoot. I learnt at last to hate it mair 
gently ; hut then it was sae like the soun' o' a hill afore he breaks 
out intil the bellow, that a' the kye in the forest grew red-wud- 
mad ; sae then I had to tak' to batin* the girdle — an idea that was 
suggested to me ae day on the swarmin' o' a tap-swarm o' a skep o' 
bees in the garden — and I fin* that on a clear day sic as this, when 
the atmosphere's no' clogged, that it answers as weePs either the 
kirk-bell, the drum, or the gong. You wou'd hear't ayont the 
knowe, su-s ; and was na*t bonny music ? 

Arcades Amho, Beautiful exceedingly. 

Shepherd. If her I needna name had been at hame, there wou*d 
hae been a denner on the table wordier o' ma twa maist esteemed 
and dearest freens — but I howp wi* sic as we hae — without her mair 
immediate yet prospective care — ^you will be able to mak a fenn. 

iVwM. Bread and cheese would be a feast with the Shepherd. 

Shepherd. Deed it wud be nae sic thing. It's easy to speak o' 
feastin' on cheese and breed, and butter and breed — and in our 
younger days they were truly a feast on the hill. But noo our pal- 
lets, if they dinna require coxin*, deserve a goo ; and I've seen a 
barer buird. Mr. Aumrose, lift the lids. 

{l!^r, Ambrose smilingly lifts the lids.) 

North ajid Tickler {in delighted wonder). Bless us ! 

Shepherd. That's hotch-potch — and that's cocky-leeky — ^the twa 
best soops in natur'. Broon soop's moss-water — and white soup's 
like scalded milk wi* worms in't. But see, sirs, hoo the ladle stauns 
o' itsell in the potch — and I wush Mr. Tickler cou'd see himsell the 
uoo in a glass, curlin' up his nose, wi' his een glistenin*, and his 
mouth waterin', at the sight and smell o' the leeky. We kilt a 
lamb the day we got your letter, sir, and that's a hind-quarter twal 
pun' wecht. Ayont it's a beef-stake poy — ^for Geordy Scougal 
slaughtered a beast last market day at Innerleithen — and his meat's 
aye prime. Here are three fules* — and that ham's nae sham, sae 

• FmZ«— »owlg. The Duko of Bin'clong^h, wliilc yet a lad, cnlled at Hogg's house in Altrive, 
and noticed there a tjun with a reinHrkulxly loiii; barrel. IJe asked wliMt it whs lor. llogir(wl<o 
pronoMucpii Ihe word Duck as if it w re Duke), i.iiawcpxi ** Oli, we just keep that guu ior 
Blitfoliiig duktj aud siccun sort u* fools." —bl. 
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we call him Japhet. I needna tell ye yon's a roasted green-guse 
frae Crosslee — and neist it mutton-chaps — but the rest's a' ggemm. 
That's no cat, 1'ickler — but hare — as you may ken by her lugs and 
fud. That wee bit black beastie — I wuss she mayna be wizen*d in 
the roastin* — 's a water-hen ; the twa aside her are pease-weeps^ 
to the east you may observe a leash o' groose — ^wastwards ho ! some 
dyeucks — a few pints to the south a barren pair o' patncks — and 
due north a whaup. 

North {helping himself to a couple qfjlappers.) 

" O* a' the airts the wun can blaw 
I dearly loe the west, 
For there the bonny dyeucky lies, 
The dyeuck that I loo best." 

Shepherd. But you maunna be expeckin' a second and third 
coorse. I hate to hae denner set afore me by instalments ; and, 
frae my no havin* the gift o* prophecy, iVe kent dish after dish slip 
through my fingers in a succession o* coorses, till I had feenally to 
assuage my hunger on gratins they ca* painnesan. Sir George 
Warrenner* will recolleck hoo I picket them aff the plate as if I had 
been famished, yet frae first to last there had been nae absolute 
want o* vittalls. I kept aye waitin* for the guse ; but nae guse o' 
an edible kind made its appearance, and I had to dine owre again 
at sooper in my ain hottle. That's a sawmon. 

Ambrose, There's somebody at the door, sir. 

Shepherd, Let him in. Ambrose opens the door, and enter Cla- 
vers, Giraffe, Rover, Guile, and Fang,) It's the dowgs. Gentle- 
men, be seated. ( The Canine take their seats,) 

North, " We are seven." 

Shepherd, A mystical nummer— 

North, The Pleiades. 

Tickler, "And lend the lyre of heaven another string." 

Shepherd, I ken, Mr. Tickler, ye dinna like dowgs. But ye 
needna be feared, for nane o' them's got the hydrophoby — accepp 
it may be Fang. The cretur's been verra snappish sin' the barom- 
mator reached ninety — and bat a goslin' that began to bark — but 
though the goslin' bat him again, he hasna yet been heard to quack 
ony, sae he's no muckle mad. You're no mad, Fang ] 

Fang, Buy — wuy — wuy. 

Shepherd, His speech's rathey affeckit. He used to say — bow- 
wow — wow. 

Tickler (sidling away nearer the Shepherd), I don't much like his 
looks. 

Shepherd. But, dear mc ! I've forgotten to help you — and hae 
been eatin' and talkin' awa' wi' a fu' mouth and trencher, while 

* A Cfhb aed dinn :-giv. r "n London, at \\\U pcrloJ. — M 
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baith o' yours is staunin wide open and empty — and I fear, being 
oot a* day, you maun be fent. 

Tickler, Say grace, James. 

Shepherd, 1 said it, Timothy, afore I sat down ; and though you 
twa wasna in, it included you, for I kent you wadna be far aff ; sae 
it's a* richt baith in time and place. Fa* tae. 

Tickler, If you have been addressing me, my dear sir, never was 
there more needless advice. A more delicious duckling — 

North, Than Fatima I never devoured. 

Shepherd, 0, ye rabiautors ! Twa wild dyeucks dune to tho 
verra dowps ! I intended to hae tasted them mysell — but the twa 
thegither wou'dna hae wechted wi' my whaup. 

Tickler, Your whaup ? 

Shepherd. You a Scotchman and no ken a whaup! 0, you 
gowk ! The English ca't a curly. 

Tickler, Oh ! a curlew. I have seen it in Bewick.* 

Shepherd, And never in the muirs? Then ye needna read 
Booick. For to be a naturalist you maun begin wi' natur', and then 
study her wi' the help o' her chosen sons. 

North, After duckling I like leveret. 

Shepherd, Sae I see. 

Tickler, And 1 grouse. 

Shepherd, Now, sirs, I beseech you, dinna 'peach. It's three 
weeks yet till the Twalt,t and if Finlay at Selkirk heard o' our haeu 
ggemm to denner — and me, too, no haen yet taken oot the leesense 
— I sou'd be soommoned afore the Exchequer, and perhaps sent to 
jail. I'm no feared o' your 'peaching — ^but dinna blab — thank 
Heaven, Gumey's no here 

Small Voice, Sir? 

Shepherd, Safe us! there he is — cheepin' like a moorse in the 
closet. Mum — mum — mum. It's miraculous the cretur bein' here 
— ^for when you druv' up yestreen there was only you twa in the 
fore pairt o' the gig — and Ambrose sittin' ahint. 

North, *Twas a dog-cart, my dear sir, and Shoi-t-hand was among 
the pointers. 

Shepherd, I wush they had worried him — ^he haunts every house 
I visit like a ghaist. 

Tickler, And a troublesome guest he is 

Shepherd. Haunin' doon a' oor sillinesses to immortality. But 
what think ye, sirs, o' thae pecks o' green peas ? 

* John Bewick wns an English nrtist, rosidingr at Newcastle, whose History of Qnadnipeda, 
by the beaaty and spirit of his illastration?, gave the first impulse to that improvement in the art 
of wood engraving which is now carried to most exquisite perfection. Ho died in 1795. His 
brother Thomas, who followed the wme profession, died in 18.'8. — M. 

\ Under the British game laws, the shooting c( grouse before the twelfth of Aa^ust, is pro» 
hiUte<l.-M. 
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Nfjttk. Bt the fiavor, I know tLem to be from Cacim-bank. 

Shepherd. Never kent I a man o* sic ^resd original genius, wV sic 
a fine delicate ta§te. TLev're realiv sae. JoLn Grieve kent ye 
waA comin* to Altrive, and sent ice owre baith them and the jomig 
pi>tattoe«. You'll be delicLted to see Lim the mom in £ttri(JL-kiik 
— for I hae na kent him lookin' sae Strang and fresh for a dlzzen 
years— -oh ! there's naething for ane onv waj invalidish like the air 
o' ane*s native hills ! And then sic a season ! He's oot in the wee 
gig wi' Wallace, or the close carriage wi* Big Sam, every day ; *nd 
on Tuesday, when he nodded to me wi' a lauch out o' the window, 
it did my heart gude to see his face amaist as bricht as it was the 
day we three first brak bread thegitber in my lodgings, in the screw- 
staircase, as you used to ca't, aneath the North-brigg. Confonn' 
thae great big starin' New-Buildings— in spite o' our fireen John 
Anderson's shop-^or they hae soopit awa' Anne Street frae the 
face o' the earth. 

North. But not into oblivion. 

Shepherd, Na, na. Mony a spat exists in the memory — in the 
regions o' the heart — visible nae mair to man's unregardin' een; 
but hoo saft, hoo bricht, hoo lown they lie there, a' ready to rise up 
at the biddin' o' a thocht, and then to sink waveringly awa' back 
again intil their ain mysterious stillness, till frae our melancholy 
fancy they utterly melt into mist. 

Tickler, Come, Mr. Hogg; do tell us how you got the game. 

Shepherd, It was no my blame. Last Saturday, that's this-day- 
week, I gaed out to the fishin', and the dowgs gaed wi' me, for 
when they're left at hame they keep up accan a yowlin' that folk 
passin' by might think Altrive a kennel for the Duke's jowlers. I 
paid nae attention to them, but left them to amuse theirsells — Clav- 
erse and Giraffe, that's the twa grews — Fang the terrier — and Guile 
and Eover, collies — at least they ca' Rover a coUey, though he's 
gotten a cross o' some outlandish blood, and he belangs to the young 
gentlemen at Thirlstane, but he's a great frien' o' our Guile's, and 
aften pays him a visit. 

Tickler. I thought there had been no friendship among dogs. 

Shepherd. Then you thocht wrang — ^for they aften loe ane 
anither like brithers, especially when they're no like ane anither, 
being indeed in that respect just like us men ; for nae twa human 
beings are mair unlike ither, physically, morally, and intellectuallyi 
than you and me, Mr. Tickler, and yet dinna we loe ane anither like 
brithers ? 

Tickler, We do, we do, my dear Shepherd. Well ? 

Shepherd, The troots wudna tak ; whup the water as I wud, I 
cudna get a lowp. Flee, worm, mennow, a' useless — and the water, 
though laigli, wne no laigh ancuch for guddliu*. 
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TichUr. Guddnu? 

Shepherd, Nae mair o' your affeckit ignorance, Mr. Tickler. You 
think it fashionable to be ignorant o' every thing vulgar folk like 
me thinks worth knawin', but Mr. North's a genteeler man nor you 
ony day 6' the week, and he kens brawly what's guddHn' ; and 
what's mair, he was ance himsell the best guddler in the south o' 
Scotland, if you excepted Bandy Jock Gray o' Peebles. He cou'dna 
guddle wi' Bandy Jock ony mair than lowp wi' Watty o* the Pen, 
the Flyin' Tailor o' Ettrick. 

North {Juying dmcn his knife and fork), I'll leap him to-morrow 
for love. 

Shepherd, Wheesht — ^wheesht. The mom's the Sabbath. 

North, On Monday then — running hop step and leap, or a run- 
ning leap, on level ground — ^back or forward — with or without the 
crutch — let him use sticks if he will 

Shepherd, Wheesht. Watty's dead. 

North. Dead! 

Shepherd, And buried. I was at the funeral on Thursday. The 
folk are taukin' o' puttin' up a bit moniment to him — ^indeed hae 
asked me to indite an inscription. I said it should be as simple as 
possible — and merely record the chief act o' his life — " Hic jacet 
Walter Laidlaw of the Pen, the celebrated Flying Tailor 
OF Ettrick, who beat Christopher North at hop step anit 

JUMP." 

North [resuming his knife and fork). Well — ^fix your day, and 
though the Tweed should be in flood, I will guddle Bandy Jock. 

Shepherd, Bandy Jock'U guddle nae mair in this warld. He 

dee'd o' the rheumatiz on May-day — and the same inscription wi' 

4ittle variation — ^leavin' out "hop step and jump," and inserting 

" guddhn' "^ — will answer for him that will answer for Watty o' tlie 

Pen. 

Tickhr, 'Pon honor, my dear sir, I know not guddlin'. 

Shepherd, In the wast they ca't ginnlin*. 

Tickler. Whew ! I'll ginnle Kit for a pair of ponies. 

North {derisively). Ha, ha, ha ! 

Shepherd, I've seen Bandy Jock dook doon head and shouthers, 
gae that you saw but the dowp o' him facin' the sun, aneath a bank, 
and remain for the better part o' five minutes wi' his mouth and nos- 
trils in the water — ^hoo he contrived to breathe I ken not — ^when ho 
would diaw them out, wi' his lang carrotty hair a poorin', wi' troot 
a fit lang in ilka haun, and ane aiblins aughteen inches atween his 
teeth. 

Tickler, You belong, I believe, Mr. Hogg, to the Eoyal Company 
of Archers. 

Shepherd, What connection has that ? I do ; and I'll shoot yo^i 
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ony day. Cn plain Colley ance backed Bandy Jock again' a famous 
tamo otter o' Squire Lomax's . frae Lancashire — somewhere about 
Preston — ^that the Squire aye carried wi* him in the carriage — a 
pool bein' made for its accommodation — in the floor wi' air-holes— 
and Jock bale the otter by fifleen poun' — though the otter gruppit 
a sawmon. 

luckier. But, mine host, the game 1 

Shepherd. Do you nO like it ? Is't no gude ? It surely canna 
be stinkin* ? And yet this het weather's sair compleened o* by the 
cynick, and flees will get intil the safe. I gie you my word for% 
howsomever, that I saw her carefully wi' a knife scrapin' oot the 
mawks. 

Tickler, I see nothing in the shape of maggots in this one. 

Shepherd, Nor shall ye in this ane — (forking it)—ior I see that 
though I'm in my ain house, I maun take care o' mysell wi* you 
Embro* chaps, or I'll be famished. 

Tickler, But, mine host, the game ? 

Shepherd, That cretur Fang there— ^him wi' the slicht touch o' 
hydrophoby — 's the gleggest at a grupp o* ggemm sittin' in a* the 
Forest. As for Rover, he has the nose o' a Spanish pinter, and draws 
and backs as if he had been regularly brak in by a dowg-breakeB 
wi* a dog-whup on the muirs. On my way up the Yarrow — ^me wi' 
my fisliin' rod in my haun — ^no put up — and no unlike the Crutch — 
only without the Cross — Rover begins smokin' and twinin' himsell 
in a serpentine styles, that aye denotes a Strang scent — wi' his fan- 
like tail whaffin* — and Fang close at his heels — when Fang pounces 
on what I thocht micht pruve but a tuft o* heather, or perhaps a 
moudiewarp — but he kent better — ^for in trowth it was the Auld 
Cock — and then whurr — whurr — whurr — a covey o' what seemed 
no far short o* half a hunder — for they broon'd the lift ; and in the 
impetus o' the moment, wi' the sudden inspiration o* an improvee- 
sistreecky, I let fly the rod amang them as if it had been a rung. 
It AYOunded many, but knocked down but three — and that's them, 
or at least was them — ^for I noo see but ane— Tickler haen taken to 
his share tlie Auld Cock. 

North, And the ducklings ? 

Shepherd, Ca' them flappers. A maist ridiculous Ack o' Parlia- 
ment has ti-ied to mak them ggemm — though it's weel kent that tame 
Jyeucks and wild dyeucks are a* ae breed — but a thoosan' acks o' 
l^arliament *11 never gar me consider them ggemm, or treat them as 
ggemm, ony mair than if you were to turn out a score o' howtowd- 
uies on the heather, and ca' them ggemm. 

Tickler, Pheasants. 

Shepherd. I ken naethin* aboot feesants, accepp that the} *re no 
•Yorth eatin*. 
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North, You are wrong there, James. The Luke sends me annu- 
ally half-a-dozen, and they eat like Birds of Paradise. 

Shepherd. Even the hen*s no half sae gude*s a hen. But for the 
flappers. A* the five dowgs fan theirsclls a* at aince in amang a 
brood on a green level marshy spat, where escape was impossible 
for puir heasts that cudna yet flee — and therefore ai'e ca*d flappers. 
It wud hae heen vain for me to tiy to ca* the dowgs afi* — sae I cried 
them on — and you never saw sic murder. The auld drake ana 
dyeuck kept circling round — quack — quack — quacking out o' shot 
in the sky — and I pitied the puir pawrents lookin' doon on the death 
o* their promising progeny. By gude luck I had on the «awmon- 
creel — and lookin* round about — I crammed in a' the ten — doon wi* 
the lid-r-and awa' alang the holms o* Yarrow as if I was selecking 
a stream for beginnin* to tiy the fishin* — when, wha sud I meet but 
ane o' his Grace's keepers ! Afore I kent whare I was, he put his 
haun aneath the basket, and tried to gie't a hoise — but providen- 
tially he never keekit intil the hole — and tellin' him I had gran 
trootin* — but maun be aff — for that a lassie had been sent to tell me 
twa gentlemen frae Embro had come oot to Altrive — I wushed him 
glide day- — ^and tuke the fuird. But my heart was lowpin*, and I 
felt as if I was gaun to fent. A sook o' Glenlivet, however, set me 
a* richt — and we shall hae the lave to sooper. I howp poossey's 
tasty, sir? 

North, I have rarely ate a sweeter and richer leveret. 

Shepherd, 1*11 thank ye, to ca* the cretur by her richt name — the 
name she gaed by, to my knowledge, for mony years — a Hare. 
She hasna been a leveret sin* the Bang's visit to Scotland. I hope 
you dinna fin' her tyeuch ? 

North. Not yet. 

Shepherd, You maun lay your account wi* her legs bein' harder 
wark than her main body and wings. I'm glad to see Gin-zzy 
hasna spared the stuffin' — and you needna hain the jeel, for there's 
twa dozen pats o* new, red, black, and white, in that closet, wi' their 
mouths cozily covered wi' pages o' some aidd lowse nummers o 
Blackwood's Magazine — ^the feck o' them balangin' to twa articles, 
entitled ** Streams" and " Cottages." 

North {wincing). But to the story of the game. 

Shepherd, The witch was sittin' in her ain kale-yard — the pre- 
ccese house I dinna chuse to mention — when Giraffe, in lowping 
owre the dyke, lowped ower her, and she gied a sprang intil the 
road, tumin' roun' her fud within a yard o' Clavers — and then sic 
a brassle a* three thegether up the brae ! And then back again — 
in a hairy whirlwind — twa miles in less than a minute. She made 
for the mouth o' the siver, but Rover, wha had happened to be 
examining it, in his inquisitive way, and kent naething o* the coorset 
Vol. V.~19 
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was comin' out just as sbe was gaen in, an' atween the twa there 
ensued, unseen in the siver, a desperate battle. Weel dune witch 
— weel dune warlock — and at ae time I feared frae his yelpin' and 
yowlin' that Rover was gettin' the warst o't, and micht lose his life. 
Auld poosies cuff sair wi' their forepaws — and theirs is a wicked 
bite. But the outlandish wolfishness in Rover brak forth in extrem- 
ity, and he cam rushin' out o* the siver wi' her in his mouth, shakin' 
her savagely, as if she had been but a rattan, and I had to chock 
him aff. Forbye thrapplin* her, he had bit intil the jugular — and 
she lost sae meikle bluid, that you hae eaten her the noo roasted, 
instead o* her made intil soop. She would hae been the tennerer o* 
anither fortnicht o* this bet wether — wi' the glass at 92 in the shade 
o' the Safe in the larder-— yet you seem to be gettin* on — 

North. Pretty well — ^were it not that a sinew — like a length of 
catgut — from the old dame's left hip, has got so entangled among 
my tusks that — 

Shepherd, You are speakin' sae through your teeth as no to be 
veiTa untelligible. Let me cut the sinny wi* my knife. 

( The Shepherd operates toith much surgical dexterity^ 

North, Thank you, James. I shall eat no more of the leveret 
now — ^but take it minced at supper. 

Shepherd, Minshed ! ma faith, youVe minshed it wi' a vengeance. 
She's a skeleton noo, and nae mair — and let's send her in as a cu- 
riosity in a glass-case to James Wilson* — to meet him on his return 
frae the grand scientific expedition o' thae fearless philosophers into 
the remotest regions o' Sutherland, to ascertain whether par be par, 
or o' the seed o' sawmon. We'll swear that we fand it— embedded 
in a solid rock, and it'll pass for the young o' some specie o' antedi- 
luvian yelephant. 

Tickler, Clap the skin upon it — and tell James that we all three 
saw it jump out of the heart of the trap. 

Shepherd, A queer idea. Ambrose, bid Girrzzy ^e the hareskin 
of that auld hare that's noo eaten intil a skeleton by Mr. North. 
{Exit Ambrose, arid enters toith a hare-skin) 

North, Allow me to put it on. (North seems much at a loss,) 

Shepherd, Hoot ! man. The skin's inside oot ! There — ^the lugs 
fit nicely — ( The Shepherd adroitly refurs Ptiss) — and the head^- 
but there's a sair fa'in aff everywhere else — and noo that it's on — 
this unreal mockery is mair shocking than the skeleton. Tak it 
awa — tak it awa, Mr, Awmrose — I canna thole to look at it. 

N<yrth, Stop, Ambrose. Give it me a moment. 

(North lends it a legerdemain touch after the style of the late 
celebrated Othello Devaynes of Liverpool, and the mfcht in 

* Brother to Professor Wilson, aud a great oaturaltetr^M. 
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2)oint of activity, apparentl.y not one whit the worse of living 
. heen eaten^ jumps out of the window,) 
Omnes, Halloo ! halloo ! halloo ! 

{Clavers, Crirqffe, Rover, Guiles and Fang, spring from their 

seats, and evanish — Fang clearing the sill a^ clean as a 

frog) 

Tickler, Now, Ambrose, down with the window — ^for, though my 

nose is none of the most fastidious, we have really had in every way 

quite enough of dogs. 

SCENE II. — The ArlAmr in the Garden— M^Vi. Ambrose, assist4d 
by GiRRZZV, arranging the Table and Seaf^, 

Enter Mr. Hogg, Mr. North, and Mr. Tickler. 

North, I have read, my dear Shepherd, of the melancholy life 
you have long led at Altrive, in a cold, damp, comfortless, empty 
house, hidden by gloomy hills from the sun, and with hardly enough 
of heaven's light to warm the lichens on the weather-stained walls. 

Shepherd, Some that said sae meant well, as you ken, sir, but 
were sair mistaken — withers meant ill, and merely lee'd ; but what- 
ever I may owe to my fellow-creturs — and amang them, man* espe- 
cially to my kintramen — wicked should I be were I no humbly 
gratefii' to heaven for a' its mercies. O* this wald*s gear I hae but 
little — ^but I hae a mine o' contentment within my ain breast, that's 
mair productive than a* tlie mines o' Potosi and Peru. There hae 
been times when I had to draw deep on the materials there, but I 
rejoiced to find that they were inexhaustible — 

North, " transcending in their worth 

The gems of India, nature's rarest birth." ' 

Shepherd. True that I'm getting rather auld * — but I'm no fricht- 
ened at that thocht— only sometimes pensy aboot them that I shall 
ae day hae to leave behind me in a warla where my voice will be 
mute. But what's singular to my case in that ? You needna look 
at me, my dear sir, wi* a wat ee — for mine ain are dry — and for ae 
tear I shed on wee Jamie's head I shower down ten thousan* smiles. 
The holiest affections o' natur' sir, as weel baith you and Mr. 
Tickler kens, may grow into habits. Noo it's no a maitter o' 
prudence wi' me, — ^nor yet o' feelosophy — ^for I hae little o* either— 
but it's a duty o' religion wi' me, sirs, to encourage a cheerfu' dispo- 
sition throughout a* ordinar hours, and in a' the mair serious and 
solemn, which, though like angel- visits, are neither short nor far 
atween, hope, faith, and resignation — ^knowing that in His hands are 
the issues of life and death. 

* This waB in 1834. Hogg di^ in November, 1835, aged sixfytbrt^e. With bin death clo«td 
liie Noctca.— M. 
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N(yrih {chcerfvUy). The wife and weans. 

Tickler (wifh a glomvg countenance). God bless tliem all. , 

Shepherd [lavgJting faintly). They'll be tauld o* this toa8t. 
TIiey*re a* happy the noo in Embro — ^perhaps takin* a walk on the 
Calton Hill — ^na, they'll be drinkhi* tea wi' that excellent man, Dr. 
Crichton, in Stockbrigg. You ken him, sir 1 

North, I do, my dear James, and he is an excellent man — and 
knows well his profession. Perhaps we had better be diinking tea 
too. 

Shepherd, Sae I think we had. I see Mr. Awmrose, walkin* 
amang the flowers, and pu'in* a posy. I '11 cry till him, Mr. Awm- 
rose, tak' awa' a' thir things, and bring the tea-tray. 

North. Stop— don't disturb Love among the roses. 

Tickler, Nor yet has Molly put the kettle on. 

Shepherd, Weel — weel — we can wait for an hour or twa — but 
I see Mysie milkin' the kye — wull ye ha'e a drink o* milk frae 
the pail ? 

Tickler, New milk sits ill on old porter. 

North, I shall take a bowl before going to bed. 

Shepherd, No you. Gin it were placed on a chair at the bedside 
you micht skim aff some o* the ream — but nane o' the milk wou'd 
wat your whuskers (safe uS, whatna baird !) and there would be a 
midnicht feast for the rattans. ^ 

Tickler, What ! are you infested with rats ? 

Shepheid, Sair. We ha'e the common house-rat — and the water 
rat — and the last o' the Norways. Except theirsells, therq's nae 
Norways in the Forest — perhaps in all Scotland. 

Tickler, I request to have Fang for my bed-fellow. 

Shepherd, What ? and him wi' a touch o' the phoby ? 

Tickler, Well, then, — Clavers or Giraffe. 

Shepherd. The grews? You're welcome to them baitb — but, 
mind you, dinna meddle wi' them when they loup on the tester — for 
grews that are growin' gray about the muzzle are gay surly — I 
micht say savage — in their slumbers — and I ken this, that gin yon 
offer to' shove Clavers aff you, he'll no content himsell wi' a growl — 
sae tak' tent, afore you try to gather up your feet, to row yoursell 
weel up in the claes — for he can bite through three ply o* blankets. 

Tickler, I shall get the sofa brought down here, and sleep in the 
arbour. ' 

Shepherd, The arbour s a circle o' five feet hi diameter — and you 
sax feet fiWQ inches lang even yet — I remember you nearer seven — 
and you shou'd hae considered, afore speaking o' the sofa, that your 
head is noo just touchin' the wicker-wark o' the croon o' the bower, 
and your feet on the gravel-walk in front o' the door. The sofa 
itsell's no abuve five feet and a half, and. the best bed's no lang 
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aneuch — br.t Gin-zzy hud the sense to tak' out the fit-brodd — only 
mind no to ding doon the wa' by streekin' yoursell ont in a dream 
at the dead o' nycht. 

North. "The dowie holms o' YaiTOw!" 

Shepherd, In theirsells they're no dowie — hnt as cheerfn' as 6ny 
ever sang ower by the laverock — and many a linty is heard liltin'^ 
merrily in the broom. But Poetry and Passion changed their char- 
acter at their ain wild wull — tauld tlie silver Yarrow to rin red wi* 
lovers' bluid — and ilky swellin' tnrf, fit for the Fairios' play, to look 
like a grave where a human flower was buried ! Sic power has 
genie transfigurin' a' nature in its grief! 

North. Write you no songs now, James ? 

Shepherd. Nane ! Isna five hunder or mair sangs anew ? I 
shanna say ony o' mine's are as gude as some sax or aught o' 
Bums's — for about that nummer o' Robbie's arc o' inimitable perfec- 
tion. It was Heaven's wull that in them he shou'd transcend a' the 
mennisingers o' this warld. But they're too perfeckly beautifu' to 
be envied by mortal man — therefore let his memory in them be 
hallowed for evermair. 

North. A noble sentiment. 

Shepherd. At least a natural ane, and flowin' frae a heart elevated 
at ance and purified by the sangs 6* ane, let us tmst, noo a seraph. 

North. Peace to the soul of the Poet. 

Shepherd. Peace and glory that fadeth not away ! Ills sins were 
a' born o' his body — that is dust — and if tlu^y tainted his immortal 
soul — and oh! wae's me! mournfully and mysteriously I fear that 
sair did they sae — what's the momin'-dew or the well on the moun- 
tain to what has washed out a' thae stains — and made it purer noo 
than even the innocent daisy that on this earth — ay, even when 
toilin' at his wark at ance like a slave and a king — his kindled heart 
changed into a flower o' heaven ! 

North. I wish Allan Cunningham were with us. 

Shepherd. And sae maist fervently do I. 

Tickler. And I. 

North. Some of Allan's songs, too, James, will not die. 

Shepherd. Mony a bonnie thing dees — some o' them, as it would 
seem, o' theirsells, without ony thing hurtin' them, and as if even 
gracious natur', though loath, consented to allow them to fade awa' 
into forgetfulness ; and that will happen, I fear, to no a few o' baith 
his breathings and mine — but that ithers will survecve, even though 
Time shou'd tryi;o ding them doon wi' his heel into the yird. as 
sure am I as that the nicht-sky shall never lose a single star till the 
momin' o' the Day o' Doom. 

North.. Ramsay, Fergusson, Bruce, Bums, Hogg, Cunningham* — 

* Of the poots here named, all but two have been previously noticed. Robert Fcrg;u8SQik 
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Shepherd, Pollok * 

North. Aye, Pollok, a gifted spirit. All bom " in huts where 
poor men lie." Lift up, O Scotland ! all thy hills to heaven ! Let 
1 )Ose thy cataracts from all thy cliffs ! Let dash all thy sea-lochs 
flowing and ebbing from thy heart — and in encircling thnnder let 
the multitude of thy isles rejoice ! 

Shepherd, At this hour, sae sweet and solemn, my filial love prays 
for the eternity o' a' images o' peace. Pure he the sunshine as the 
snaw on the bonny breist o' Scotland, and may the ages, as they 
roll alang, multiply the number o* her honored graves ! Still may 
8he be the land o' freedom, and genius, and virtue, and religion I 
And see, sir, hoo the evenin' sun is bathin' a' the serene circle o* 
thae hills in a mair verdant licht — for there's a communion between 
the heart o* Nature and the hearts o' her worshippers, and if you 
want her face to look beautifu*, you have but to let rise within yon 
a gentle feeling or a noble thocht. 

Tickler. I hear you, my dear Shepherd, even with my deaf ear — 
just as I hear music with it still — though along the streets mail- 
coaches, which I suppose are rattling, seem going at the rate of 
twelve miles an hour, even over the unmacadamized causeway, as 
noiselessly as if they were hearses moving slowly upon snow. 

Shepherd. Nae man need be ashamed o* sic a compliment as 
that — and oh ! sir, but I*m happy to hae you at least sittin' aside 
me in the arbour. 

North. I think, my dear sir, you used the term minnesinger. Are 
you a German as well as a Greek scholar ? 

Shepherd. Much about it. I hae glanced owre Goth in the origi- 
nal — I mean his Fast — and read a' the English and what not trans- 
lations o* him, baith in verse and prose — and o* the hale tot, I like 
far best Mr. Hay ward's prose version. Ton's a poem ! 

North. I am no great German scholar myself, James — but the 
language is gradually lightening up before my eyes 

Shepjierd. Like the Mare Ignotum before the een o' a navigator 
in a ship sailin' intil the dawn. 

No7'th. Good again. I would give the world my idea of Faust, 
were it not that about Goethe the world is mad. 

Shepherd. The mair reason to set her richt — to bring her back to 
her senses. She's no in a state o' idiocy? That's hopeless. 

North. Goethe's idolaters — ^mind ye, I exclude Thomas Carlyle 
and Hayward, and all minds of that order and stamp— -ai*e of course 

who died in n Innnfic asylum in 1774, wrote several poems ; tho'^e in the Scotfsh diulrct p 8iw» s 
cdiisiderHble merit— those in the Enfflii^h an* often below m^-dio -rity. — Mi«hji. 1 Brn--. whose 
purentA w.-re of the poorest claw, died in 1767, aged twejity one. Uis'pix.iud i.re few in nuiub'^r, 
but singularly plaintive and elegant. — M. 

* Ri>T)eit I'oliok, who died in 1827, aged twenty-' isht wa»» a 9«otti>h rlrri'j mHn. H:« piijici. 
|)h1 work is •' The Course of lime," in ten books, which has obtained mor popularity in tlib 
I nited States than iu ScuUand.— M. f i i 
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not Christians, and use a lieatlienisli lingo worse than the unknown 
tongue. 

i^hepherd. There's nae harm in ony unknown tongue — sic as Tam 
Stoddart's — hut nae punishment's owre sevci-e for them that swear 
they're respeckin' their mither's, a' the while they're murderin't — 
and flout in your een a wab o' words, like gaudy patchwork shue'd 
for the bottom o' an easy arm-chair by an auld wife. 

North, It is declared by all great and trae German scholars, that 
the poem of Faust in execution is as perfect as in conception mag- 
nificent, and that Goethe has brought to bear on that wondertul 
work not only all the creative energy of a rare genius, and all the 
soul-searching wisdom of a high philosophy, but likewise all the 
skill oi^a consummate artist, and all possible knowledge and power 
over his native speech. His was the unconfined inspiration from 
above, that involuntarily moves harmonious numbers ; and his the 
regulated enthusiasm from below, that enables the poet to interfuse 
with the forms of earth, the fire of heaven. 

Shepherd, A noble panegyric. 

North. Not pronounced by me, but by the voice of Europe. 

Shepherd, But ye hae na borrowed the words 1 

North, Not that 1 know of — and they are too feeble for Faust. 
To show such a work an English Poem would require — whom? 
Not twenty boys — however clever, or better than clever — but one 
man of mature mind, and that mind of the higliest order — a mind 
that " with sweepy sway" could travel through the shadowy into 
the illimitable — and distinguish and command the phantoms of 
beauty and of grandeur rising up from the " unapparent deep." 

Shepherd. Micht Byron ? 

North. No. 

Shepherd. Shelley? 

North. No — ^imperfectly, and but in part. 

Shepherd, Wordsworth ? 

North, No — ^no — ^no. Wordsworth's world is not Goethe's world 
— ^the Wordsworthian star, like that of Jove itself, " so beautiful and 
large," is not like the star of Goethe. Both are the bnghtest of 
the bright ; but the breath of peace envelopes the one, with " an 
ampler ether, a diviner air" — at its height, the other often looks 
troubled, and seems to reel in his sphere, with a lurid but still celes- 
tial light. 

Shepherd, Puir, puir lassie ! 

North. Ay, Jamei^, had Ophelia been in her place, she would 
have been Margaret. 

Shepherd, And Hamlet Fowst ? 

North. Nay ; in comparison with that Prince of i\\Q Melancho- 
tioas, Faust is little better than a fantastic quack dor cor. 
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Shepherd. Are ye no unsaying a' you've said — for is na he 6et« 

ty's bero ? 

North. I said ''in comparison." That comparisons are often 
odious, I know — but then only when made in a^spirit of detraction 
from what shining by itself is glorious ; the idolaters of Goethe set 
him above Shakspere— not by declaration of faith — ^for they durst 
not — ^but virtually and insidiously — for they either name not the 
Swan of Avon, or let him sail away down the river of life, with 
some impatient flourish about the beauty of his plumage, and then 
falling on their foolish faces before Faust, break out into worship in 
the gabble of the unknown tongue. Shakspere ! 

• ** Creation's heir! the world is thine." 

Shepherd. There's a tawk in Mr. Hayward*s notes o* the hidden 
meanin' o* muckle or the maist o' Fowst ; but for my ain pairt I 
hae nae misgivin' about either the general scop and tendency o' the 
wark, or the signification o* ony o* its details. It's a* as dear's 
mud. 

North. Mr. Hayward is too rational a man — ^I use the epithet in 
its best sense — to believe that a great poet would purposely wrap 
up profound meanings in mysterious allusions to be guessed at in 
vain by the present purblind race, but to be deciphered and solved 
by a wiser generation not yet in embryo in the womb of time. 
What Goethe in his old age may have said or done, all who ad- 
mired the great Poet in his perfect prime should forgive or forget ; 
and vast though be the Edifice, the architect planned not " windows 
that exclude the light, and passages that lead to nothing." Deep 
the Gothic niches, and gloomy the long-withdrawing galleries, and 
dismally on their hinges grate some of the doors, and difficult may 
they be to open ; — but self-fed lamps of " naphtha and asphatic 
yielding light" are pendent from roofs " by their own weight im- 
movable and steadfast," and though he who wanders there will 
meet with ghosts, and witches, and misbegotten hell-cats, and imps, 
and fiends, and the devil himself, yet, without muttering Ave Maria 
or Paternoster t let him not fear but that, with no other guide or 
guardian but his own conscience, he will be able to find his way out 
into the open light of day, and more blessedly btautiful because of 
all those glimmering and shapeless terrors mingled with radiant 
tenderness ruefully wading through a perplexing mist of tears, he 
will again behold high over head the most unapproachable peace of 
heaven, which seems then descending half way to meet the holy 
seeking to soar homewards on a spirit's wings. 

Shepherd. Are you hearkenin' till the sage, Mr. Tickler ? 

Tickler. 1 hear a murmur as of a hive of bees. 

Shepherd. Soun* without sense — ^but pleasant withal, for sake o* 
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the indefinite and vague hum o' happiness o' that countless nation 
a' conVenin' and careerin' roun* their queen. 

North, Articles have been sent to me on Goethe, chiefly on tlie 
Faust — some not without talent — but all, except one, leaving: on my 
mind the unpleasant impression of their having been written by 
prigs. 

Shepherd. What's a png. 

North, You might as well ask what's a sumph. There are nui- 
sances in this sublunary world, almost as undefinablo as unendura- 
ble, and to no class of them ought the eye of the literary poHce to 
be more rigorously directed than to that of prigs. They greatly 
infest our periodical literature, and are getting bolder and bolder 
every day. For their sakes should be revived tlic picturesque ex- 
posure of the pillory, and the grotesque imprisonment of the stocks* 

Shepherd. Try the pump. 

NortJi. 'Twould be a pity, after Pindar's panegyric, so to use the 
element of water — ^nor could I find it in my heart, James, looking at 
his head and handle, so to humiliate the pump. 

Shepherd. Oh, sir, but I would like fine to see a fule tan*ed and 
feathered — ^for though my imagination's no that unveevid, and can 
shape to itsell maist absurd and amusin' sichts, it has never been 
able to satisfy my mind wi' an adequate representation o' the first 
start frae the barrel o' an enormous human blockhead, changed intil 
a bird — ^nae wings, nae tail, neither a cock nor a gnse, but an unde- 
scribable leevin' and lowpin' lump o' feathers frae Freczlan*, in fear, 
pain, and shamefacedness, uttering strange screechs and scranghs, 
as down alang lang lanes o' hootin' spectators, the demented phe- 
nomenon, aye keepin' to the gutter, and after rinnin' foul o' tho 
lamp-posts, faster far than a cur wi' a kettle till his tail scours 
squares and streets o' cities, and then terrifyin' the natives o' the 
kintra, bent on suicide, as if he were a drove o' swine possessed o' a 
legion o' deevils, rushes intil the sea. 

Tickler. The Atlantic Ocean. I admire the Americans for the 
ingenious and humane invention. 

Sheplierd. Yet they're no sae original in their poetry as micht 
hae been expected, and predicted, frae their adoption o' sic a pun- 
ishment. 

North. Prigs are of opinion that the present age has not eyes to 
see into the heart of Goethe's poetry, which will lie hidden in its 
mysteries for a thousand years. Nay, 'tis pitiable to hear such ciint 
even from critics of considerable and not undeserved reputation, 
who, at the same, time, would pucker up tho lines at the comer of 
their mouths and eyes 

Shepherd. Crawfeet. 

North. were you to question their clear and full comprehcn 
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^fm ©f Ae thxnrtifT wml ro»«^rt>:« of M acl>et]i, Otbello, Hamlet, 
rr^ Ijf-^r. T%^ w -rrf ^. w#^k, well ip»"«niRjr, common -place, not 
tiI-ff»L acri dc<*iir!T-. iTV ^?i?*?*i Il«ir-p»*aB s.rhi American publics and 
nff^t r«r* Bcst wak r>c a §tw otcusariii^ Wf«»rc ibev can hope to gam 
ac^bt of Bii^fe tkaa ^r^okc ^^BBniiK^ «c«f tbe ^lorj endmoed in the 
pmiat of m ccrcam G^rmaa dkariaian, known bj the name, of 
Goethe, who nsed to stiwt alN>«t m his praie and in his decay all 
hednened wkh gand j ppw^wi^ prm hni hj the prince of a petty 
prinopafity. to mark h^ :kii:iiiai>>B of the manager of m proTincial 
theatre, whom the IX^ <^ M«?«taT«is drore firom lus box hito private 
life — thoQ^ a real hxm^ de:^h-and4•lood df^ — a Newfoundlander 
or Si. Benazdine« as humane as sat^cions— while the jealons and 
jewelled haid*s own canine fancy was in compariscHi a cross-bred 
cnr and a nanry monrn^L wIkiqi Charley Westropp of the West- 
minster pit wonid hare despesed. and his famoos ^lly the rat-killer 
worried till he coold n»t hare been brooght in time to the scratch* 
nathless he were the d.>^ of hell ! 

Tirllfr, Coort and theatre of Weimar. 

Sirpirrd. Ma heed's a* m contfiisioa — and what is jonr real 
judgment o' 6«tty, as yon ca* him, is athegither ayont ma compre- 
h«ision. 

NartJk. Of aD sdKv^ls of poetry and criticism, James, the most 
contemptible is the Oracnlar. 

SJkrpirrd. That's jnst what I was gann to say. Kaebody can wi' 
trath say thai I hae a bad temper, though it's sometimes rnther het 
and short 

THrilfr, Like gingerbread not yet cool from the oren. 

SkepAntL -bm the instant I discover that the owthor o* ony 

poem thai I may happen to be tryin' to perose, b either takin' pains 
to conceal his meanin' or his want o' meanin* — and the first is the 
warst, for weakness is naething to wickedness — than I fin' ma £ice 
growin' red, and a chokin' in ma thrott, as if I were threatened wi' 
a stroke o' the apoplex, and, risin' in a passion, I dash the half- 
witted or deceptions cretnr's abortive concern wi' sc a dand on the 
floor, thai I've kent it stot np again on till the table, and npset the 

'Hclder. Hoo ! hoo ! boo ! My dear James, you're first-rate this 
erening. 

Shepherd, If I werena, I wnd hae a qneer look in sic company 
—for a' Lonnon cou'dna produce three sic first-rate faDows as noo, 
nnknawn to the hale warld, are sittin' in the Shepherd's Bower in 
the heart o' the Forest ! AVhat's that stirrin' ! Gumey ahint the 
honeysuckles ! I wush he was deed. But he's no ane o' your folk 
that dee. Hell see us a' oot, sirs, and then he'll publish the owto- 
hio^pby of a' Us Thr^, first piecemeal in Maga, and then ilka 
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ane by itsell, in three rols. crown octavo, gettin* a ransom for the 
copy-rich ts. 

North. The greatest sinner of the oracular school was Shello^r — 
because the only time poet. Ti*ue poets admire his genius, but in 
spite of love and pity for the dead, they disdain the voluntary dark- 
ness in which he pei*versely dallied with things of liglit that should 
never have been so enshrouded, and according to the command and 
law of nature should have been wooed, won, wedded, and enjoyed 
in the face of heaven. 

Shepherd. I consider mysell a man o* mair than ordinar genie, 
and of about an average understaunin', and haen paid sic attention 
to the principles o*'poetry laid in the natur o' things, as ane canna 
weel avoid doin' wha engages with hfe-warm and life-deep and 
life-lang luve in the practice o* the maist heavenly delichtfu* o* a' 
the divine arts, I canna bring mysell to accuse mysell o* ony thing 
rash nor unreasonable-like in declarin' that to be doonright drivel- 
lin' nonsense, which, though expressed in words, and pnnted in 
gude teep, and oh gude paper, in a byeuck, either bound or in 
buirds, by day or by nicht, by coal, cannle, lamp, or sunlight, con- 
tinues to lie afore ma een in shoals o^ unintelligible syllables o' 
which a' vou can safely assert is, that they seem as if they 
belanged, however remotely, in some way or ither, to the English 
tongue. 

North. Poor Shelley would turn on his face in his coffin 

Shepherd. Oh ! remember — ^remember, sir, that his drowned body 
was burnt on the Sea-shore ! 

North. I had forgot it. 

'' Custom lies upon us with a weiglit 
Heavy as frast, and deep almost as death/' 

Buried in the grave ! In the Christian world so disposed is the dust 
of the disembodied spirit, and I dreamed not of the dismal smoke 
of Shelley's funeral pyre. 

Shepherd. But what was you gaun to say ? 

North. That the worst dishonor done to his memoiy is the admira- 
tion in which his genius is held by feebles, and fribbles, and cox- 
combs, and cockneys. 

Tickler. And prigs. 

Shepherd. And sumphs. 

North. Their imitations of their oracle— who did indeed often 
utter glorious responses from a cloudy shrine, all at once, and not 
transiently, illuminated from within by in*epressible native light — 
are better nonsense- verses than I ever knew written by men of wit 
for a wager. For unconscious folly in its own peculiar walk can 
far surpass the wildest extravagance of wit — perfect no-meaning 
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can be perpetrated only by a natural namskall, and is beyond tbo 
reach of art. 

Sheplierd. Leigh Hunt tmly loved Shelley. 

North. And Shelley truly loved Leigh Hunt. Their friendship 
was honorable to both, for it wjis as disinterested as sincere ;* and 
I hope Gumey will let a certain person in the city understand that 
I treat his offer of a reviewal of Mr. Hunt*s London Journal with 
disdain. If he has any thing to say against us or against that gen- 
tleman, either conjunctly or severally, let him out with it in some 
other channel, and I promise him a touch and a taste, of the Crotch. 
He talks to me of Maga's desertion of the principle : but if he 
were a Christian — nay, a man — his heart and head too would tell 
him that the Animosities are mortal, but the Humanities live for 
ever — and that Leigh Hunt has more talent in his little finger than 
the puling prig, who has taken upon himself to lecture Christopher 
North in a scrawl crawling with forgotten fsdsehoods. Mr. Hunt's 
London Journal, my dear James, is not only beyond all comparison, 
but out of all sight, the most entertaining and instructive of all the 
cheap periodicals, (the nature of its plan and execution prevents it 
from all rivalry with the Penny Magazine edited by my amiable, 
ingenious, and honorable friend, Charles Knight ;) and when laid, 
as it duly is once-a-week, on my breakfast table, it lies there — ^but 
is not permitted to lie long — ^like a spot of sunshine dazzling the 
snow. 

Shepherd. I gied vent to what shall ever seem to me to be a 
truly Christian sentiment, at the last Noctes. It was something to 
this effect— that, for my pairt, I desire naething sae earnestly as to 
' see the hale warld shaking hanns. — Hollo ! hollo I hollo ! Rover ! 
Kover ! Rover ! Fang ! Fang ! Fang ! Lend me the crutch, sir 
— lend me the cnitch ! For if there be na the twa stnks brocken 
hitil the garden, and scamperin* through the second crap o' green 
peas ! ! the marrowfats ! — the man-owfats aie a* mined — 

Tickler. " Like ocean-weeds heap*d on the 6ui-f-beat( n shore." 
(The Shepherd, amied with North^s crutch. Tickler with his 
gold-headed cane, and Mysie with a rung, attack the stirks, 
and drive them out of the garden of Altrive,) 

Shepherd. Camstrairy deevils ! 

North. I could have thought them red deer. 

Shepherd. And sae they are. I gied three pun' the pieces for 
them at St. Boswells, and they've done mair mischief in a fortnicht 
about the place, than thrice that soom wou'd repair. Ane o' them, 

* Sincere on Sh«?ney*8 part, no doubt. But, considering how Leigh Hunt, more buo^ spang»>d 
upon him — ncknowlcdging, in his Autobiography, to have accepted £1400 from him. at one haul, 
bt-sides Inrtre amounts at other tiroe8~K)ne is forced, on reflection, to dqubt wliether hta 
(rii^ndtihip for £^hill«y whs quite "disinterested." The questioa might bo referred to Harold 
ttkimpole, Esq., of Bleak Houses.— M. 
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only yesterday, ate twa pair o' wursted stockins aff the hedge ; and 
I shou'd na hae cared so muckle about that, had na the ither, at the 
same time, devoor'd a pair o* breeks. 

North. Such accidents will happen in the best-regulated families 
But we must not allow this sally of the stirks to put an end to our 
literary conversation. 

Shepherd {rubbing his face with his small red pocJcet-handk^chief,) 
Hech ! I'm sweatin*. 

TicJcler, Goethe ! Faust ! Give me Pope and any one of his 
epistles. 

" Searcli then the ruling passion ; there alone 
The wild are constant, and. the cunning known j 
The fuol consistent, and the false sincere, 
Pnests, princes, women, all consistent here ! 
This clew once found, unravels all the rest, 
The prospect clears, and phantom stands confesU 

* And you, great Cobham ! to the latest breath 
Shall feel your ruling passion strong in death. 
Such in those moments as in all the past — 
* Oh ! save my country, heaven V shall be your last.*' 

What truth, force, conciseness, correctness, grace, elegance and 
harmony ! But Pope was no poet. 

North, The passage is worthy of admiration, and is a fair speci- 
men of the best style of the Nightingale of Twickenham. I sus- 
pect, Mr. Tickler, you have misquoted him — ^if not, " consistent" 
should not have been repeated. Pray, is it quite correct to say 
that "a clew unravels?" If it be — ^yet "the prospect clears" 
seems to me an image that has no connection with a labyrinth and < 
a clew. I shall not quarrel with Wharton — but he is somewhat 
abruptly introduced — and since "ho stands confessed," will you 
have the goodness — from Pope — to tell us what really was his cha- 
racter ! 

Tickler, Poo ! verbal hypercriticism is my contempt, sir. 

North, Well, then, let us dissect the doctrine. The idea here 
intended to be inculcated is, that the only way of understanding 
the character of any man is to discover his Ruling Passion, and that 
this will then serve as a key to explain all the peculiarities which 
have arisen under its influence. 

Tickler. Just so. 

Shej)herd. Preceesely. 

North, Now, Mr. Hogg, that the strong influence of any strong 
piinciple will extend itself through the mind, and discover itself 
in many unexpected results, is undoubted, and it is one important 
fact which has to be borne in mind, in the philosophy of human 
nature. 
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Shepherd. That's grand soundin' language, the feelosophy o' 
human nature. 

North, But it is a very small part of that philosophy, James ; and 
when it is represented to us that the consideration of such a passion 
is to enable us to understand human character 

Sliepherd, And a* its outs and ins 

North. a false and inadequate representation of the truth is 

made. Such a passion is not the essence of the character. It is a 
single part of it, that has grown to unnatural strength ; and it would 
be much more true to say that by such a passion the character is 
disguised, than elucidated. 

Shepherd. That's capital. Mr. Tickler, he can tawk you blin'. 

North. In such cases, Mr. Hogg, it usually happens that the pas- 
sion which is thus strong and overruling, exhibits only a temporary 
state, or disorder, if it may be so called, of the mind. It shows not 
its permanent character, but one which has been induced by casual 
circumstances fostenng certain feelings to excess, and* which altered 
circumstances might perhaps repress, reducing the whole mind to its 
natural and proper equipoise.* 

Shepherd. Mr. Tickler, do you hear that ? That's a poser. 

North. The tnio nature of men is to be understood by penetiat. 
mg through their passions which appear, while we witness their 
operation, to absorb all other faculties, and by discovering what the 
powers are which lie concealed under them, and which, even though 
they should appear for a time to be dormant, are yet alive and ready 
to be awakened by a touch, and to leap forth. 

Shepherd, Profoonder than Pope. 

Norths What can less resemble our actual experience of the 
world than this description of human character by single despotic 
passions ? 

Shepherd. Like sae mony rams at the head o' sae mony flocks o' 
sheep. 

North. Why, there are great numbers o' mankind, in whom it 
would be absolutely impossible to point out any such g6veming and 
overpowering principle of action. 

Shepherd. And deevilish clever chiels and gude Christians, too. 

North. Men in whom the elements of nature are more balanced, 
and in whom natural feelings appear to arise to the occasion that 
requires them — but nothing is seen of one superior desire absorbing 
all other affections and interests. 

Shepherd, The maist feck o' mankind — 

North. A great part of men adopt for the time the passion of 
their profession. 

Shepherd. And thus we a* smell o' the shop. 

North. Now, Tickler, while to many men no ruling passion can 
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be assigned, and many appear to be, for a time merely, strongly 
actuated by tbat with which their situation furnishes them, observe 
with respect to those in whom strong' passion does arise from their 
own mind, and for a time does possess and rule over them, how 
even then different passions will hold alternate ascendency. As 
one in whom the passion of renown has great force, and has seemed 
alone to have the government of his life, may suddenly become ab- 
sorbed in the passion of love, and forget entirely those purposes for 
which alone he seemed to live ; showing in the most marked man- 
ner how little this notion *of a permanent ruling passion is founded 
in nature. Joanna Baillie has exemplified this in Count Basil. 

Shepherd, I never read no plays but Shakspere's — and them no 
aften— for there's no a copy o' him in the house. 

North. Besides, where such a passion actually exists, and takes 
this constant lead of the mind through life, it is to be ascribed not 
to the mind alone, but to the situation concuriing with the passion, 
and raising it to a degree of strength beyond nature. Passion it- 
self would not be permanent. 

Shepherd, I howp no. 

North, But the situation to which a man is engaged may be so ; 
and in that — believe me — is found the seeming permanence of tho 
passion. 

Shepherd, I'll believe ony thing. {Yaicnivg.) 

North, For it calls forth the same, day by day, nourishing it, and 
fixing it as habitual in the mind. Yet even in such cases it will 
appear at last, when some change of circumstances breaks up the 
bondage in which the mind has been held, that this permanent nabit 
is broken up with it, and other strong natural principles reassume 
their native strength. 

Shepherd. As it is richt they should do. 

North, But there are arguments of a still more important kind 
Mr. Hogg, connected with the refutation of this theory. 

Shepherd. Theory ! It's nae theoiy— it's but a bit of sophistical 
apothegm. 

North. For the fact is, that such a ruling passion is incompatible 
with that state of mind which ought to bo desired, with its sound 
and healthy condition. The vigor of the mind is supported and 
nourished by the alternation of its passions. When exhausted with 
one, it recovers its force and alacrity by giving itself up to the in- 
liuence of another. Its thoughts, its understanding, its whole moral 
nature, are filled and replenished by the variety of aflfections with 
which it is thus made acquainted. But a^single passion taking pos« 
session of it, binds it down, narrows it, confines it in ignorance, de- 
stroys its moral power, by substituting one usijrping affection for 
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that whole variety of feelings wliicli are proper to tlie human soul, 
which are its excellence and its happiness. 

Shepherd, Puir Pop ! Puir bit Poppy ! Why, sir, sic a ruling 
passion's a doonright disease. 

North, Its effect npon the mind, if it is peraianent, withont ve- 
hemence, is to confine it within narrower and nan-ower limits, to 
withdraw it from the natural freedom and enlargement of its being, 
to make it partial, servile, destitute of knowledge of itself or others. 
If it is permanent, and at the same time vehement, it overpowci-s 
and deranges the other faculties, and in 4ts ultimate excess, reaches 
that state of entire and utter derangement, which includes even 
physical disorder of the structiu-e of the human being, and becomes 
either imbecility or madness. 

Shepherd. I could select a dizzen cases in pint. 

North {with much animation). Is it not evident, then, Mr. Tickler, 
that there cannot be a greater absurdity, in endeavoring to establish 
philosophical canons fit for the judgment of human character, than 
to propose as one of the fixed conditions and appearances of the 
mind, a state which, in all its degrees, is adverse to the proper ex- 
cellence and strength of that mind, and in its utmost degree is its 
highest disorder, and finally its destruction ? 

Shepherd (shaking TiCKLER in vain). This is real sleep — there's 
nae pretendin* here, sk — ^your eloquence overpoored him, and he 
has ta'en refuge frae discomfiture in the land o* nodi.-^{Aside.) Faith 
I*m getting rather droosy mysell. 

North {with increasing animation). There have at times been men 
of great character who have devoted themselves wholly to some 
great object which has occupied their thoughts and purpose for their 
whole life ; and in some sort this might be said to be a ruling pas- 
sion, since their lot was so cast that that one great desire became 
justly the preponderant determination of their will while they lived 
^such as Glarkson and Howard.* 

Shepherd. Wha? 

North. But how unlike is this to the description of human nature 
by ruling passions! Even in these great men, high as their pur- 
pose was, it must be supposed that their full moral nature was in a 
certain degree warped by the exclusive desire with which they 
pursued these objects. These objects were in tmth so great, that 
for them it was worth while to sustain, to a certain degree, such an 
injunr of their moral nature. And it must be added, that if theur 
minds were in some degree warped, they were in a much greater 
degree exalted by the dignity of their purpose. 

♦ John Howard, the pbilanthropiBt, to whom is due thnt reform in Piison Discipline, which 
makes the condemned Ciiminal better fed and cTery way more comfortable than toe poor and 
honest laborer. — ^TbomaB' Clarkson, whose life was devoted to one purpode— the Extinction of 
the Slave trade.— M. 
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Shepherd, Wlia were they ? T wnsli you would tell me wha they 
were. An anecdote or twa wad relieve the pressure on the brain 
o* your fine feelosophy, apd lichen the lids o* ma een. 

North [ivith enthusiasiii). But before we compare with these any 
of the ordinary pursuits and situations of men, let it be recollected 
how peculiar these situations were : that these men were contending 
singly against the abuses and crimes of a nation, or of the world. 
Ijess than the entire life and powers of an individual human being 
would have been unequal to such a contest. And other instances 
there are no doubt more obscure, though not less virtuous, in which 
single men have striven, and do yet strive, against the vice and cor- 
ruption of a whole generation. In all such cases, this paramount 
object demands, and must have, all the powers of the mind. But 
only in such instances which are necessarily rare, can the mind 
justly be given up to a single purpose. It is evident that extraor- 
dinary strength of character, and intensity of desire, and faculties 
of gi-eat vigor, are necessary to the adoption of purposes of this de- 
scription. How rare such a union. . • 

Shepherd, Go on, sir. — {Aside^ dear me! but I wush he was dune! 

North: The nding passion, then, my dear James, you see, so far 
from giving any insight into its deeper composition, does, in fact, 
express what lies at the mere surface of character. • 

Shepherd, That's just what I was sayin'. 

North {with an air of trium'ph). What, I would ask, is the knowl- 
edge imparted of the real character of a man in public station, and 
of high rank in his country, such as Lord Cobham was, by telling 
ns that he was a strenuous patriot ? The place in which he stood, 
and not the urgency of his own peculiar feelings, required of him 
to take his part in the public affairs of his country. And who will 
pretend to say, that in knowing the simple fact that Lord Cobham 
was one of the distinguished patriots of his day, he can tell, whether 
that patriotism arose from that ardent zeal for the welfare of human 
beings, which is one principle of our nature — or from a proud im- 
aginative attachment to the majestic land of which he was the son, 
which is another— or from the stem independence and inflexible in- 
tegrity of an upright and honorable mind placed by circumstances 
in the midst of public life, and thus, in unavoidable opposition to 
what there might be of corruption and selfishness at that time in the 
administration of the affairs of his country ? 

Shepherd, Hear! hear! hear! 

North {rising and resting on the crutch). These and other original 
grounds in the mind itself, may all, with equal probability, be sup- 
posed* as the cause of the patriotism of such a man ; as long as his 
patriotism is the only known fact of his character In this instance, 
then, it is evident, that the objection I advanced is true, namely^ 
Vol. v.— 20 
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that wbat is called a raling passion, often sliows merely an effect 
produced by the emergency of the situation in which a man is 
placed, rather than any thing of the origipal and characteristic con- 
stitution of his mind. The utmost we can be said to know in sncb 
a case is the spirit of his conduct, but nothing of that which, in 
speaking of character, it is our object to understand, namely, the 
peculiar form under which human nature was exhibited in that indi 
vidual human being, or the source from which his conduct sprung. 

Shepherd {resigning himself without Jitrther trouble to sleep), OH! 

North {with great self-complacency). Upon this view of the sub- 
ject I am induced to say, in conclusion, Mr. Hogg, that it appears 
to me that the theory or doctiine, by whatever name we may call 
it, which holds up the ruling 'passion^ as that which explains and ex 
hibits in its strongest light the individual character, does, while it 
undertakes to set before our observation what is deepest in the com- 
position of the mind, in fact mark out only what is most superficial. 
It shows us not in what manner the mind is framed, it shows us not 
the great elements of power which are joined together in its compo- 
sition, neither the peculiar character nor the principles of its strength ; 
but it directs our attention exclusively, and as if the whole of char- 
acter were comprised in this, to some seeming outward form and 
aspect, which, under the pressure of circumstances, external and 
accidental, the mind has been constrained to assume. 

Tickler {asleep opposite the Shepherd). OH! 

No9'ih {erultingly on talcing his seat). So Httle of real truth and ^ 
instruction may there sometimes be, gentlemen, in an opinion, which, 
under the name of philosophy, gains atteqfion by the grace with 
which it is recommended to notice, and obtains something of sanc- 
tion and currency, by that which is its essential falsehood, namely . 
the substitution it makes of what is obvious to sight for that which 
lies most hidden from observation, and the flattering facility which 
it therefore seems to afifbrd to the commonest observers and slightest 
reasoners, for understanding those subjects which are more than suf- 
ficient for the efforts of the most searching sagacity and the pro- 
foundest thought. 

Shepherd {in his i/reams), Soho ! Soho ! Soho ! I see her eec 
aneath the brent broo o' the knowe. 

North {in mixed anger and amaz€?nent), Hogg ! 

Shepherd {starting up). Halloo ! halloo ! halloo ! Weel dune 
Clavers! That's it. Giraffe! A wrench — a turn — he's moothin' 
her — he's gruppit her — but Clavers wunna carry — fetch her here, 
Giraffe— and I'll wear her fiid in ma hat. But I'm sair blawn. 

Tickler {in his dreams), Bazor-strop not worth a*curse — ^razor like 
a saw — ^water lukewarm — soap sandy from scrubbing the stair- 
blast the brush I 
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North. A madman on my riglit hand, and an idiot on my left ! 

Shepherd {recovering his senses, and rubbing his eyes). Sac, by 
your ain accoont, sir, you're something atween the twa. Our freen 
Dr. Macnish has speculated wi' great ingenuity on the cause o' 
dreams in his Philosophy o' Sleep. WuU he tell me what for I was 
haunted by that hare, and no Mr. Tickler, wha devoured her stoop 
and roop ? Hae dreams, then, nae connection wi' the stammack ? 

North [drawing himself up jfroudJy), Really I did not know, gen- 
tlemen that my conversation had been so soporific. 

Shepherd. Conversation ! Ca* ye*t conversation to deliver a trea 
tise on the fawse theory o' the ruling passion, a' divided intil sepa- 
rate heeds, and argufied back and forrit again' twa peacefu' folk 
like me and Mr. Tickler, wha never open'd our mouths till we fell 
asleep 1 In place o' bein' angry, you shou'd gie us baith the maist 
unqualified praise. As for my sell, I stood it out langer nor ony 
ither man in the Forest. If you had but seen the faces I made tc 
keep mysell wauken, you wou'd hae thocht me a demoniac. I 
keepit twitchin' my upper lip, nose, and cheeks, like the Lord 
Chancellor 

North. What shall the world say, my dear Shepherd, is his ruling 
passion ? 

Tickler {hroad awake). 

" That clew once found unravels all the rest, 
The prospect clears, and Wharton stands confest ''' 

North. A Reform Ministry ! The Lord High Chancellor of Eng 
land giving himself the lie night after night on the woolsack — 

Tickler. In presence of the Peers, whom he loads with insult— 

Shepherd. And in hearing o' the whale kintra, who wonder that 
there is nae wisdom even in his wig. 

North. I have always admired the man ; and the world, I verily 
believe, will pardon in him almost any aberration-r-but that from the 
straight line of honor and truth. The name of Henry Brougham 
will be eminent in the history of England ; and the great cham- 
pion of the Education of the People is worthy to hear that name 
given by the gratitude <tf his compatriots to the first new-discovered 
star. 

Shepherd. That's glorious. 

North, Much — ^much— -much — I repeat it— will be for^ven to one 
who 80 nobly aspired — and in sincerity — ^by the power of intellect 
to become a moral benefactor of the race. 

Sheph€7'd. But slichted he na religion ! 

North, No, James — ^no man with such a mind— in many of its 
qualities so grand — did ever yet slight religion. Into Natural The- 
ology his various science must have shown him in strong streanmi^ 
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lights* — and let no one dare to say that, with a heart so accessible, 
he is not a Christian. I desire that he may live long — and that the 
nation may mourn in grateful sori'ow over his grave. Almost all 
our great have been good men ; and such epithets may — I devoutly 
hope"^ — ^be duly in«?cribed m his monumental epitaph. 

Tickler, Amen. 

Shepherd. Amon. 

. North. But never — never may that be — ^if he pause not in his 
wild career — and recede not from the present paths of his reckless 
— si I all I say, his unprincipled ambition. 

Shepherd. I*m a simple shepherd, sir, and therefore shall be mute. 
If I hae said ony thing unbecoming, I'm sorry for't ; but what mait- 
ters a few silly words frae a lowly son o' the forest ? 

North. A thousand times more matter the thoughts and feelings 
of lowly sons of the Forest, than all the flatteries that have been 
wafted to his footstool from the dark dwellers in city-lanes, on the 
breath of disease and corruption. 

Tickler. Popularis aurce ! how fetid the pestilential smell ! 

North. How unlike his beai-ing to that of the Red-Cross Knight ! 
He would have died to save his silver shield from slightest stain — 
and if self-inflicted, how bitterly had it been rued ! His lips he 
would have wished to wither in death ere touched by falsehood's 
mildew, breathed on them from his own wavering heart — he would 
have held his words holy as his thoughts — for what are words but 
thoughts embodied in air — and yet imperishable — for once uttered 
and heard, they are your only immortals — deny them, and they 
come flying against you on all the winds — «rc« irrepoevira — that will 
tear your liver like vultures — or, if you will it so, flying to and fro 
in the sunshine, will gather round your head when living, and when 
you are dead round your tomb, like doves, messengers of peace, and 
love, and glory, whose bright plumes time shall never touch with 
decay, nor all the storms of this world ruffle or bedim. 

Shepherd. That's beautifu' — ^but methinks you're speakin', in sic 
eemagery, no o' politicians, but o' poets. 

North. Of statesmen. Their instruments may be mean — but their 
ends how mighty ! In legislating for England now, they legislate 
tor the whole world hereafter — and shall the Spirit of the Age suf- 
fer in her service, from the lips of her most eloquent minister, at 
once reckless, and systematic, and flagrant, in the face of day, a 
violation of truth ? 

Tickler. " Rest — rest, perturbed spirit !" 

Shepherd: But he canna rest ! Oh, that he would but tak Mr. 
North's advice ! — for like a' the rest o' the warld, great and sma', 

♦ Lord Bronghnm edit»>d, and in some respects expanded (by ilJuetrations) PMl'ys*"r at work. 
on Natural Tiieulogy.— Ai 
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nae dout Lord Chancellor Brougham reads the Noctes. Had we 
him sittin* here, for ae hour, we'd convert him — divert him — ^fi-ae 
the path in til whilk he has by some evil demon been deflected frae 
the right line o* his natural career — and giein' him a shove, send 
him spinnin' awa* on his ain axis like a planet through the sky. 
But haw ! haw ! haw ! haw ! haw 1 haw ! 

Tickler. What the deuce now? 

Shepherd. Lord Althropp— Lord Althropp— Lord Althropp ! My 
Bides are sair. 

North. Laughable indeed, James. 

Shepherd. Then dinna grin sae gruesomely — but join me in a 
guffaw. 

Omnes. Ha ! ha ! haw ! ha ! ha ! haw ! 

Shepherd. It's an hysterical creesis in a nation's calamity, when 
the King, and the Commons, and the People (but no the Peers), 
wou'd have a' resigned their situations — the King his throne, the 
Commons their seats, and the People their kintra, unless Lord Al- 
thropp had been persuawded to condescend to continue to remain 
'Chancellor o* the Exchequer,* and yet him for a' that universally 
allowed to be an Oxe ! 

Tickler. There has been no .such political appointment since 
Caligula made his horse consul. 

SJiepherd. I'm nae great Roman, historian — ^but I dinna see't 
mentioned in thae learned articles, " The Caesars," that the consul 
either imposed or defended a tax on mawte. In ae thing, I hae nae 
doubt, he ackit like Lord Althropp. 

Tickler. Eh] 

Shepherd. He left open the Com Question. 

Tickler. The consulship was a sinecure. 

Shepherd. And the Nag himsell on the Ceevil List. 

Tickler. For past services. 

Shepherd. 0' various kinds to the State. 

Tickler. As how ? 

Shepherd. Mair especially for workin' a great improvement on 
the Imperial Cavalry. 

Tickler. His Lordship, more indirectly, has equally improved the 
breed of cattle — of long horns. 

Shepherd. I think I see him — the Consul — stannin' in his stall, 
high-fed at rack and manger, and on mashes, forbye, wl* his mane 

* Lord Althoi-p (nftnrwards Eprl Spencer) was Chancellor of the Exchequer in the Grey 
Adminietration, in 1830-4. As no one Bu(]i;;et which he brought forward ever whs adopted by 
Parliament, without such organic changes, as wholly altered its character and purpos*', it may 
safely be eaid that his Lordship was one of the veiy worst Finance Ministers who ever threw 
" confusion worso confounded" intx) the British Treasury. He was misplaced in life. Nature 
meant him to be a grazier, bringing up his fatted cattle to Sraithficld market, dining at the 
Pig and Whistle, and tiding home in the cool of the evening, with a light heart and full 
pnrfte. Instead of that, he was a woalthy Peer, attempting to be a Politician, brcalting his shins 
against National Finance, and making uU uuditars emilc at his miserable attemyta «X v>\%ii»r) .— Mk« 
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nicely platted, and ribands on his tail. But in a' his consular pomp, 
he's no sic a wonderfu' animal to the imagination as Lord Althropp. 

THckler. His Lordship is not without a certain share of small 
abilities. 

Shfpherd, 8ae the newspapers say — ^but under a Lilliputian 
bushel he cou'd easily hide his licht. 

Tickler. His IiOrdship owes a debt of endless gratitude to the 
press. Not that the gentlemen of the press flatter him on the score 
of talents — ^for with one voice they unanimously and harmoniously 
proclaim him the weakest Chancellor that ever got his head into 
(Exchequer. 

North. Yet in the Owl they see a Phoenix. 

Tickler. And as if they were all knaves themselves, lift up their 
hands in admiration at the sight of an honest man. 

North. Your severity, Tickler, is unjust ; yet the editors, who 
have joined in that senseless cry, have indeed fairly subjected them- 
selves to such imputation. There is not a more contemptible term 
in the language, in its vulgar colloquial misuse, than the term — 
lionest; for it denotes a stupid man with a fat face — ^low brow — 
heavy eyes — ^lips that seem rather to have been afterwards sewed 
on to the mouth than an original^ feature — chubby cheeks— double 
chin — ^large ears — and voice 

Shepherd. " Timmer-tuned— tempered by the beetle." But ye 
dinna mean to say that's a pictur o' Lord Althropp 1 

North. No — I do not. I know better what is due to a nobleman 
and a gentleman. But I do mean to say that some such sort of 
apphcation as the term " honest" has been unconsciously made in 
the case of his Lordship-^to his political character-— by many of his 
admirers. They extol his good*nature. 

Shepherd. In the Forest a gude-natured man means a quate, use- 
less boddy, henpeck'd at hame, and cheated abroad, and for wl^om 
every excuse is made when he's seen no verra weel cled at kirk or 
market, on the gran* o* his wife's no bein' contented wi' wearin' the 
breeks, unless she gets hand o' the best pair, in which she sits in 
velvet. That's a gude-natured man in the Forest, but he may be 
a different character in the House o' Commons, mair especially when 
the leader there, wi' a seat o' coorse in the Cabinet, and, to croon a'. 
Chancellor o' the Exchequer ! 

North. In Smithfield his Lordship's character is without a stain. 
But, to speak plainly, as a minister of the Crown, he is the most dis- 
honest that ever received, returned, reaccepted, and retained the 
seals of office. 

Shepherd. The maist dishonest ! 

North, Yes ! Steeped to the eyes in dishonor — ^yet all the while 
Buperstitiously believing himself " the noblest work of God." 
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Shepherd, Tak* time to cool, sir. Though I canna say your facAj 
IS ony way distorted — which it aye is when you're in a passion — 
nor that your voice trummles — which it aye does when about to be 
left to yoursell — ^j^et your words are viciously cuttin* — and the 
sharper the edge because a' the while you're sheerin' him doon, 
you're as cool, calm, and coUecked in your manner as a cucumber. 

Noi'th. The Chancellor of the Exchequer is often called candid, 
for stammering out the most bhmdering admissions to crafty querists, 
cunningly ensnaring him to commit himself on the most important 
points, which he, good easy man, has not the sense to think points 
of any importance at all— mumbling " Yes," when, in common pru- 
dence, to say nothing of pride, it should have been " No." 

Shepherd, And " No" when it should hae been " Yes." Eh ] 

North, He afterwards sees his errors, that is, when he is insult- 
ingly told of them, and then he again falls back on his character for 
candor, and frankly, that is foolishly, confesses that he has said 
more than he meant, or the reverse of what he meant — and the. 
crafty, having so far obtained their object as to make him ridiculous, 
and consequently powerless, cry hear ! hear ! hear ! and the morning 
papers are next day filled with honest eulogiums on honest Lord 
Althorp, who looks next evening in his place as well pleased as a 
fozey turnip after a shower. 

Shepherd, You'll please me, sir, by mentionin' shortly a few 
dizzeu instances o' Ids dishonesty. 

NortJi, I could mention ^yq Imndred — but 

'* Lo ! in the lake soft burns the star of eve, 
And the iiighl-hHwk hath wnrnM your guests to leave 
Ere chilling shudes descent! our leafy tent." 

Shepherd, Ae dizzen. 

North, What has the entire system of Whig Government been 
from first to last, but a complicate and ravelled web of falsehood ? 
Almost every clause in the Reform Bill, as it now stands, enacted a 
measure, which every man in power (Lord Grey excepted, and Lord 
DurhaiO) when Mr. Lambton), who could wag a tongue or hold a 
pen, however impoteutly, had all thieir political lives resisted and 
scorned. The Reform we have now got they had continued for 
many years to denounce as revolution, in speeches, pamphlets, books, 
without beginning, middle, or end; and the Bill they at first pro- 
posed to bring in was founded on piinciples of conservatism, which 
almost all moderate men might have in much approved. Welling- 
ton and Peel themselves would not have objected to them, thougli 
they had too m\ich sense to introduce, as Ministers, at such a crisis, 
any Reform at all. Whether they were wrong or right is not the 
question — ^the question is, were the Whigs honest men— and the 
answer has l>een given by the voice of the country, R8.dv:A]l& 'asv.^Jv 
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all, thai tliey were, politically speaking, knaves— and conspicuous 
among them, with his enthusiasm for the tricolor, was my Lord 
Althorp. 

Shepherd, But will ye no alloo a man to eat in a few o' his words, 
sir? 

North. No ; a veir few indeed, eat in, are sufficient to choke an 
honest man. But tne Whigs re-ate all they had ever spewed on 
Refoi-m — ^nor seemed, James, to scunner at the half-digested gobhets. 

Shepherd. Ooorse. 

North, Does the Shepherd believe that Lord Althorp in his heart 
loved and admired — as he said he did — ^the Political IJnions — com- 
posed, according to Lord Brougham, of the philosophical classes of 
Brummagem, and bright with the scientific splendor that holds all the 
great manufacturing towns of England in perpetual illumination ] 

Shepherd, Na. 

North, He is not so simple. 

Shepherd, And yet, to my cost, I*m simple eneuch. 

North, Once seated in places of power, the Whigs were not slow 
to denounce Political Unions — which were good, they said — and 
constitutional for purposes of national agitation to carry the great 
measure, but bad and unconstitutional, they had the audacious 
ingratitude to declare, after Reform had established a liberal Grov- 
emment, for then it was time for the Philosophical and Political 
Unionists to resume their aprons — and that the smith must thence- 
forth be contented to " stand at his anvil — thus, with open mouth, 
swallowing a tailor's news." 

Shepherd, I canna be angry for lauchin*. 

North. Place himself was degraded into a newsmonger — the very 
tailor who had invited himself, at the head of a kindred deputation, 
to a conference with the Premier, to show him how he should cut 
his cloth — with what suit he should lead — what measures adopt for 
the use and ornament of the body poHtic — while a number of Jews 
remained at the bottom of the stair, with bags in which to carry off 
the State's old clothes. 

Shepherd, You're real wutty, sir, the nicht. 

North. But did my Lord Althorp, or any other of the time-serv- 
ing, place-seeking Whigs, ever explain to the Political Unions on 
what principle they were either encouraged or denounced ? The 
kind of crisis at which they were a blessing — and the kind of crisis 
at which they became a curse ? To have done that even slovenly 
would have required an abler and an honester man. But his ability 
and his honesty were on a par, and far below par — and now stand 
at zero. 

Shepherd. I never saw Mr. Tickler listenin' sae attentively be 
fore — and yet he's no asleep. 
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North. That no connection could be imagined to subsist between 
Political Unions and Trades' Unions, is even yet, James, the Whig 
cry. They have fed-, do feed, and will feed one another; and 
thousands, and tens of thousands, and hundreds of thousands of 
poor men have rued, do rue, and will rue, the base arts of their 
betrayers, the Whigs, who, in the lust of power and place, seduced 
them to uplift the banners of sedition, misnamed of patriotism by 
tyrants who changed freemen into slaves, by first pretending to 
knock off from their limbs fetters that were never forged, and then 
grinding their very faces in the dust, and shipping some of the mis- 
guided Wretches, now not only useless but dangerous, to expatria- 
tion and death. 

Shepherd. A Psalm-singing Methody or twa wha had taken and 
administered unlawfii' oaths, and some half-dizzen ne'er-do-weels, 
wha might hae been stappin' doon aboot this time frae the tredd- 
mill. 

North. All the reasonings of the Liberals against Combination 
Laws were false, foolish, and futile, as I proved a few months ago, 
in a paper which the impartial press declared conclusive and unan- 
swerable ; and the severities which the Government inflicted, legal 
as they were, were shocking to the sense of justice, seeing that they 
came from the hands of men who had selfishly laboured to spread 
wide the delusion under which those poor ignorant creatures sinned 
and suffered. 

Shepherd. Wasna Lord Melbourne then Home-Minister ? 

North. He was, and the more shame to him ; but my honest Lord 
Althorp had been a far more flaming reformer than he, and should 
have shown some bowels of compassion to the poor, who, I fear, are 
now the greatest part of the people. Such cruelties — tender mer- 
cies according to the Whig creed — soon cease to be remembered by 
the rich and noble— for though the revengeful Whigs have long 
memories for the slightest injuries done to themselves, the best 
among them have memories even shorter than their wits for the 
sufferings of others, and, with all their cant slang about secondary 
punishments, prefer them to the capital, because, barbarous as they 
often are, the nation does not shudder at their infliction — " out of 
sight out of mind," — and hard-hearted philanthropists can thus trans- 
port for life as many wretches as they choose ; nor have they left 
to themselves even the privileges of remission, so that hundreds are 
now annually separated for ever from all they hold dear, for crimes 
which used justly and humanely to he punished and expiated, and 
perhaps repented, by a year's imprisonment. 

Shepherd. You're expawtiatin' ower a wide field. I wuss yon 
wou'd be mair personal on Lord Althropp. 

North. I am never personal I have said enou^li Iq ^v« ^wi^. 
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my dear James, that that Statesman cannot ho honest, who leads 
the House of Commons as a Member of the Cabinet of such a 
Government. 

Shepherd. Then they're a' dishonest thegethor, and why single 
out his Lordship ? 

North. I never singled him out. I see him singled out to my 
hand as the only man among them who deserves the epithet, honest ; 
and am, therefore, to presume that there is something peculiar iD 
his character and conduct, distinguishing him from all the Ministers 
with whom he acts in concert — and pray, will you, who have a fer- 
tile fancy, favor me, who am a matter-of-fact man, with a c6njecture 
what that peculiarity may be, made plausible by " a round unvar 
nished tale" of one honest deed he has performed, or one honest 
word he has uttered, since he began to draw his salary ? 

Shepherd. That's no fair — for he may hae dune and said a thou 
san', though I never happen'd to hear o* ane. 

North. In not one instance, regarding taxation, has he acted a 
plain, open, straightforwm'd, bold, and intelligent part. Either he 
has never once happened to know what he intended to do, or never 
once chosen unequivocally to declare it. Irresolution is bad enough, 
— but equivocation is insufTerable ; and our Chancellor of the Ex- 
chequer is the Equivocator of the Age. There are the Taxes on 
Knowledge, as they are called — viddicet, newspaper stamps. Did 
he not promise to modify, or reduce, or take them off entirely, or 
did he not 1 That the Equivocator hummed and hawed, and was 
unintelligible, I grant ; but, as usual, he said enough to commit him- 
self with the venders of that most useful of all commodities, know- 
ledge; and it was mortifying, humiliating to them to find that they 
had been cajoled and deceived by Honesty personified. But that 
was a trifle — for no honest man could belong to the present Ministry 
after the prosecution of the True Sun, and pride himself at the same 
time on being not only a friend, but a champion of the press. 
** Might not a Government be justified in prosecuting for sedition the 
editor of a newspaper whose offence was the same that had been 
committed by a Peer and a Commoner in their places in Parlia- 
ment ]'* Some such question Was put lately to the Lord Chancellor 
by the Attorney-General, itnd the answer was " No !*' The wily 
Attorney was outwitted by the bold Chancellor. In the well-known 
circumstances of the case he thought he had his Lordship on the 
hip; but the stalwart man of the people (alas! alas!) flung the 
rejected of Dudley, and the accepted of Edinburgh (we are a proud 
people, the Scotch) across his knee, and the head of " plain John 
Campbell" rebounded a yard from the sod.* 

* William Broughnm, the Lord Chancpllor'a brother, represented the borough of douthwaark 
ii> J*M Jiainent^ aud declurcd, in the Uuuse of Cumuiune, thut, until the Rciorm Bill was pa;.»ud 
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Shej)?ierd. I'm amazed, and yet I liae nae idea — ^no the least in 
the warld — o' what you're speaking aboot. Gang on. 

• North. Baron Smith is one of the best beloved men in all Ireland. 
The Protestants adore him 

Shepherd, That's wrang. They should leave that to the 
Catholics. 

North, All the virtuous Catholics regard him as their friend- - 
but O'Oonnell hates and fears him, and sought to sacrifice the char- 
acter of the stainless sage on the altar of his unfeeling ambition. 

Shepherd. Ambition's no the word. 

North, It is not. Honest Lord Althorp good-tiaturedly joined 
the conspiracy against the venerable patriarch, and candidly in- 
stigated a reformed House of Commons to drive him with disgi*ace 
from the bench. Mainly by his influence — ^for he is all in all in 
that highminded assembly — a vote was passed for that useful, 
honorable, and upi-ight purpose; and candid, conciHating, consci- 
entious, highminded, and warm-hearted, true English nobleman, 
Lord Althorp, looked at the House with a blandness of physiognomy 
which must have been either more or less than human to resist, 
and received from her in return* one of her most subduing and sub- 
servient smiles. But in this instance, his lordship had prevailed 
over the virtue of the House at what is called a weak moment — 
for, a few nights after, she rejected his addresses, and left him in 
the lurch, for one who was not troubling his head about hen— 
the self-same aged gentleman whom she had meditated to unwig 
— ^verging on threescore and ten— even Baron Smith* — ^but though 
he treated her courteously, he declined having any thing to do with 
her — so she again returned to the embraces of the grazier. 

Shepherd, That was far waur than his equivocation about stamps. 
The ifiier was a trifle. 

North. His behaviour, and that of all his colleagues, to Mr. Sheil 
—a man of genius and virtue — ail the world knows, was such as 

ho would not pay Government taxes. Lord K\ng made the snnie declanition, in the Upper 
House. The True Sun newspaper, after R'-form was carried, hiiii down, as n principle, that 
while the People were not oone ju.«tice to, they were ju6tifi>«! in relUHinqr to piiy tax«»8, and 
quoted Lord Kin^ and William Bronghnm, as authorities. The (ioTernmeiit pro8«fCuted the 
True Sun, for sedition, and were defPHted. The Aitomcy (Jeneral who prosecuted, was Sir 
John Cnmpbell, who, at the Edinburgh Election, In 1632, uttered a strong dintiibe against hered- 
itary rank, boasting that he whs "plain John Campbell." Soon alter he accepted a peerage for 
his wife, who was created Baroness Stratheden, and, ^ome years later ii pecnipe for himself, when 
ha assisted in the scandalous Jofr which turned Plunket out of the Iri.-h ChNrice]lor:!>iiip, to gire it to 
•* plain John Campbell" for a few weeks*— an hours occupnnry of that t.ffice carrying with it, as 
It did to Campbell, a life-grant of £4000 ft year, as a retidng peii>i«)ii.— M. 

* Sir ViTilliam Smith, one of the fiarons of the Exchequer in Ireland, wf\8 accused, by Dfiniol 
O'Connell, in February, 1834, of introducing political subject-* into his i-linrges to grand-juries at 
the Assizes, of not coming into Court, to try prisoners, until ihe altei-noon, and of having tried 
fourteen prisoners, at Armagh, between six o'clock in the evenina and six in the morning. 
O'Conneirs motion for inquiry into B^iron Smith's conduct was rariied by a majority of 167 to 
74— the Whig Ministry supporting it. A week after. Peel to«»k up the caf**;, def«?nded Smith, ac- 
euaed O'Connell of pers inal ana vindictive motives, proposi^d ihui the vole for inquiry be re^ 
•ctaided, and succeeoed, by a majority of 165 to 159.— M. v 
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in private life would Lave shut against tliem the doors of all gen- 
tlemen *8 houses, even in Coventry. Still honest Lord Althorp not 
only held up his head and showed his face, but became, on tliat 
pitiable exposm-e, more candid than ever, and while he apologized, 
gloried in his gossip.* He was in reality, though not aware of it, 
about as dignified a personage and in as dignified a predicament, as 
a dowager in a small tea'drinking town, convicted, on her own 
reluctant confession, of having circulated a fama clamosa against 
a virgin spinstress, of being nearly nine months gone with child. 

Shepherd, What'n a simile ! It was rash in the dowager to say 
nine months, far had she said sax, the calumniated lassie would hae 
had to wait three afore she cn*d in ony way get a safe delivery — 
either o* the charge or the child. Wha was she 1 and what ca* they 
the sma' tea-drinking toun ? 

North, You know, Mr. Hogg, that the sin charged against Mr. 
Shell was that of having thought one way and spoken another, on 
a question deeply affecting Ireland — ^the Coercion Bill. In ParHa- 
ment he had been, as was to be expected, one of the most eloquent 
and indignant denouncers of the tyrannical, and unconstitutional, 
and insulting, and injurious, and unnecessary injustice of that 
measure. 

Shepherd, Injurious injustice ! Is that correct ] 

North, Quite correct in grammar. Out of the House he was 
accused of having declared it to be all right, and that the state of 
Ireland demanded it. So shocked and horrified was the moral 
sense of honest Lord Althorp by the idea of such ultra-Irish viola- 
tion of all honor and all truth, that he lost his head,, and avowed 
his inability to conceive a punishment adequate to such an unheard- 
of crime. In the event of the conviction of the accused, he hinted, 
that if the House was not found too hot for him, he would probably 
be found too hot for the House. Mr. Sheil seemed standing on the 
brink of expulsion — and it was supposed that he meditated going 
out with his evil conscience as an unsettled settler to Van Diemen's 
Land. 

Shepherd, Was Mr. Sheil married ] 

North, Yes — ^not long before, to a very beautiful and accomplished 
woman, and that aggravated the hardship of his case — for to a 
bachelor a trip even to Botany Bay is a mere amusement. 

Shepherd, I forget the result o' the inquiry — for I never recoUeck 
ony thing noo I read o', unless it has had the gude luck to happen 
centuries ago. 

* It was Lord Althorp who, in 1834, charged Sheil with having pecr.Mly and trpacherously 
urged the Whig Ministi-y to carry nn Irish Coercion Bill, which \\u) Irish liberal members wero 
publicly opposing. The uivostigHtioa which took place, on Sheil'si owr requisition, established 
the falsehood of the accu4iatiou, and Lord Althorp had to wltlidmw i luid maku uu humblo 
apology.— M. 
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North. Lord Althoi-p prayed Mr. Slieil might Lave a safe deliver- 
ance — 

Shepherd. the hypocrite ! . Pretendin' that he didna credit a 
calumny o* his creatin', and invokin' heaven to show that he was a 
leear, in an eye-upturning prayer! 

North. You misunderstand me — ^lie did not create the calumny, 
my dear James. 

Shepherd, Then wha did ] 

No7'th. Nobody cares. The candid Chancellor of the Exchequer 
persisted in believing it to the last— clung to it after it stank like 
a dug-up cat — sulkily retracted his belief — said something for which 
Mr. Sheil would have shot him but for the ^Sergeant-at-Arms— 
looked big and small — ^buUied^-explained again — apologized — 
begged pardon — and expressed what a relief it was to 4iim to see 
Mr. Sheil honorably exculpated and acquitted of a charge, of which, 
had he been guilty, his lordship, laying his hand on his heart, and 
looking as impressively as nature would allow, was free to confess 
that he must have been lost for ever to that society — ^to that country 
of which he was now one of the brightest oninnients — ^brighter than 
ever, because of the passing away of the black cloud that had 
threatened to obscure or strangle its lustre. 

Shepherd. I'll be hanged if Lord Althropp ever said ony sic 
word. 

North. James? 

Shepherd. Sic words never flowed frae a mouth like yon. But 
you've, nae doot, gien the sense, and made him speak as if he was 
wordy — which he never will be— o* sittin', and noo and then ven- 
turin' on a bit easy remark, at the Noctes. 

North. Now, my dear James, mark — for I know you are no quid 
nunc — and read little sibout what is passing in London— else had I 
not spoken a single syllable of politics in the still air of this beau- 
tiful arbour. Honest Lord Althorp has been convicted — ^and has 
confessed it— of the same crime charged against Mr. Sheil — ^with 
circumstances of aggravation, that, were 1 to tell you of them, 
woiUd, to your simple mind, be incredible. 

Shepherd. My mind, sir, 's at ance simple and credulous — I can 
believe ony thing — a' the gude that tongue o' man cou'd tell o* a 
Tory, and a' the ill that the tongue o* deevil cou'd tell o' Whig — 
sae there's nae occasion to dwell on the incredible circumstances o' 
aggravation — they are a' tnie as gospel. 

North. Mr. Sheil, I said, James, is a man of genius — a fine-eyed, 
fine-souled son of Erin. Had he been a hypocrite — a traitor — I 
would have bitterly lamented it, and blushed for the foi-m I wore. 

Shepherd. You would hae had nae need to do that, even though 
Mr. Sheil had been a black ehcep. Oonsiderin' your time o' life, 
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flie fonn ye wear's verra imposin' ; as for yonr countenance it is 
comely — and I'm no surprised Mrs. Gentle considers you a capti- 
vatin' cretur. 

North, We must not too coldly scan even the principles of patri- 
otism. They may be such, carried to excess, or flying off oblique, 
as we cannot approve, even though we can apprehend them within 
our sympathies ; but to fall auay from them in faintness of heaii is 
pitiable — ^to desert them is shameful — ^to fight openly against them 
execrable — but insidiously to betray them 

Shepherd, Is damnable— o' that honest Lord Althropp thoncht 
guilty Mr. Sheil — but you dinna say that he himsell has committed 
that very sin ? 

North, He could not commit that very sin — ^for he is not Mr. 
Sheil. But he committed it as far as nature would suffer Lord 
Althorp. That Coercion-Bill, which he thought ouglU not to be 
passed, he consented to make pass through Parliament ! 

Shepherd, That seems the converse o* the charge against Mr. 
Sheil — and if I ken the meanin* o' the word conscience, confoun' 
me gin* it's no a thoosan' times waur. 

North, A million times worse. 

Shepherd, I'm sorry for him — in what far-away hole, puir fallow, 
can he be noo hidin' his head ? I howp in baith senses that he's 
resigned. 

North, He has ousted Earl Grey — 

Shepherd, What? 

North, And honest Lord Althorp is the most popular man in 
England. 

Shepherd, Then England may sink intil the bottom o* the Red 
Sea. Na — she maunna do that, for she wud drag Scotland alang 
with her — and then fareweel to the Forest ? • 

Norths You can have no notion, James, of the despicable intrigue 
by which honest Lord Althorp ousted the Premier. 

Shepherd, He maun be desperate angry. 

North, He does not appear so, but his son and son-in-law have 
resigned.* 

Shepherd, Which was right, for even a Whig, setting selfish con- 
siderations aside, doesna like to hae advantage ta'en o' his ain father, 
Hoo O'Oonnell, frae what ye hae hinted, maun be era win' ! 

North, Lord Althorp secretly commissioned Mr. Secretary Lit- 
tleton to sound, consult, conciliate, and truckle to the Agitator. 
O'Oonnell and Littleton had a blow-up, and abused each other like 
pickpockets.t The cat was let out of the bag, and began not only 

* Lord Howick (the present Earl (Jrey) and the late Earl of Durhafii.— M. 

f Mr. Edward J«ihn T-iitlefon (now Lord Hnthorto i) had Ikvh Chii-fS.cretary for In^lnnd, and 
hud arranged with Mr. O'Connell — with Lord Althorp's concaneuot^ but wbo'W without fb« 
knowledge of Lord Grey, head of the Govenuneutr— that certain uioaeuiis sl.oald Le ptu<t>eil, ta 
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to mew, but to liiss aiul pufF and prepare lier paws for serious 
Bcratchinj^ — there was a rejj^iilar row in the Lower House, and a 
very irregular one in the Upper. Earl Grey declared his entire 
ignorance of the shameful and slavish submission of honest Lord 
Althorp to the Big Beggai-man — and, would you believe it, James, 
a question has arisen, and has been debated with much acrimony, 
whether or not, by such proceedings, the Premier was betrayed 1 

Shepherd. He shou'd just hae gaen to his Majesty, and said, 
" Sire ! Lord Althropp is a fule, or warse, and has been playing 
jookery-paukery wi' that ehiel O'Oonnell, through ane o' your 
Majesty's understrappers, and the twa thegitlier hae brocht the 
Ministiy intil a mess. I maist respectfully ask your Majesty what 
your Majesty wou'd wush me to do 1 Here are the Seals." His 
Majesty wou'd immediately hae said, " Yearl ! kick Lord Althropp 
to the back-o*-beyond — carry ye on the Coercion-Bill — for it's 
necessary to the pacification o' Ireland — put the Seals in your 
pocket, alloo me to ring the bell for your cotch — and write me 
in the mornin* hoo things are lookin' in the Upper House." I 
ken that's what I wad hae dune mysell had I been King — and frae 
a* I hae heard o* his Majesty sin' he sat on the throne, and when 
he walked the quarter-deck, I'm as fairly convinced that he would 
hae supported Yearl Grey, as that, supposing me a proprietor o' 
laun', I wad hae discharged on the spat ony servant o' mine, 
whether lad or lass, that had been detected plottin' again' my head 
greave, which would, in fack, hae been plottin' again' his master, 
and therefore deserved to be punished by dismissal — whether wi' 
wages and board-wages up the term or no, wad hae been a question 
to be reserved for future consideration — but assuredly, without a 
character. {Starting up) Mercy on us, whare's Tickler] 

North. Who ? 

Shepherd. Didna Mr. Tickler come oot wi' ye frae Embro ] 

North, Mr. Tickler! I have not seen him for some months. 
Tbere is a coolness between us, but it will wear off — and — 

Shepherd. Only look at him, sir, only look at him — ^yonner he's 
helpin' Mysie to let out the kye ! That's a bat, 

North. The gloaming — what a beautiful word — gives a magical 
character to the stillness of the Forest — and the few trees seem as 
if they were standing there in enchantment — human beings recon- 
ciled to the thrall of vegetable life — and breathing the dewy air 
through leaves, whose delicate fibres thrill to the core of their quiet 
hearts. One star ! I ought to know where to find the Orescent. 

cany out *• an instalment" of that '*ju8ticn for Ireland," which O-Conn 11 whs contendlnsr fort- 
it was part ot'tht> compact, also, that the Irish C(M>rcioii Kill sli ui<l l>.t diO|iporI or modified. As 
related by North, a difft*rencR arose between O'Connell nn 1 Litr]«!ion, Lord Gn^y indignantly 
repudiated the idea ofany bargain with O'Coimell, and quitted ollico. By all luie uf right, LurU 
Althurp should have gone out, nud not Lord Grey— M. 
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Not so bad a practical astronomer — for there is tLe Hontress of tLe 
silver bow, just where I expected her — and in all that region of 
heaven there is not a clond. 

Sliepherd, JjeVs in to sooper. This is Saturday night — and you*ll 
read the family a chapter. Lean on ma arm, or rather let me lean 
on yours, for you're the younger man o* the twa — ^no in years — but 
in constitution— «nd youll be famous in history as the modem Mc- 
ihusalom. {TTiey enter the house.) 



No. LX VIII.— NOVEMBER, 1831 

SCENE 1.— Green in front of Tibbie' s-^Head of St, Mary's Loch 
— Time, Four afternoon — Shepherd standing alone, in a full suit 
of the Sitsalpine Tartan — Arrive North and Tickler on thdr 
Norwegians, 

Shepherd, True to time as the cuckoo and the swallow. Hail, 
Christopher ! Hail, Timothy ! Lords o' the iscendant, I bid ye 
hail ! 

Tickler, Hoo's a' wi' ye, Jeems ? 

Shepherd. Brawlies — brawlies, sir; but tak ma adv^ice, Mr. Tick- 
ler, and never attempt what ma excellent freen, Downie o* Appin, 
ca's the Doric, you doug, for sic anither pronoun tiation was never 
heard on this side o' the north pole. 

North, My beloved Broonie ! lend a helping hand to your old ac- 
complice while he endeavors to dismount. 

Shepherd, My heart botches, like a bird's nest wi' young ancs, at 
the sound o' your vice. Ay — ay — 1*11 affectionately lend a helpin' 
haun to my auld accomplice while he endeavors to dismunt — ^my 
auld accomplice in a' kinds o* innicent wicketness — and Clootie 
«hinna tak the ane o' us without the ither — I'm determined on that 
— ^yet Clootie's a great coward, and wuU never hae courage to face 
the Crutch! 

Tickler, And how am I to get oflf ! 

Shepherd. Your feet's within twa three inches o' the gi-un already 
— straught your knees — plant your soles on the sward — ^let gae the 
grupp, and the beast *11 walk out frae aneath you, as if he was pass- 
ing through a triumphal airch. Cream-colored pownies ! Are they 
a present frae the Royal Stud ] 

North, They are Norwegians, James, not Hanoverians. Lineally 
descended from the only brace of cavaby King Haco had on board 
at the battle of Largs. 

Shepherd, His ain body-guard o' horse marines. Does he bite ? 

North. Sometimes. But please to observe that he is muzzled. 

Shepherd. I thocht 'twas but a nettin* over his nose. Does ho 
kick] 

North. I have known him kick. 
Vol. v.— 22 
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SJiepkerd. I canna say I like that layiu' back o' his lugs — nor 
yet that twust o* his tail — and mercy on us, but he*s gotten the 
eevil ee ! 

Tickler. Tibbie ! a stool. 

(Tibbie places a cutty-stool below Tickler's leji foot — and de- 
scribing half a circle loith his right, Timothy treads the sod — 
then farcing about, leans with his right elbow on Harold's shauU 
der — while his left forms ' the apex of an isttscelcs triangle, as 
hand on hip he stands, like Hippolitus or Meleager, 

Shepherd {admiring Tickler). There's an equestrian statue worth 
a thoosan' o' that o* Lord Hopetoun and his horse in front o' the 
Royal Bank — though judges tell me that Cammel-the sculptor's a 
modem Midas. Hoo granly the figures combine wi' the back^ifrun'! 
See hoo that rock relieves Tickler's head — and hoo that tree canies 
aflF Haco's tail ! The director-general was wrang in swearin' that 
sculptur' needs nae scenery to set it aff — for will ony body tell me 
that that groopp would be as magnificent within the four bare wa's 
0* an exhibition room, as where it noo stauns, in the heart o' licht 
encircled by hills, and overhung by heaven? Gin a magician cou'd 
by a touch o' his wand, convert it intil marble, it would be -worth 
a ransom. But, alas ! 'tis but transitory flesh and bluid ! 

Tickler. Why don't you speak, James ? 

Shepherd. Admiration has held me mute. I beseech ye, sir, 
dinna stir — for sic anither attitude ibr elegance, grace, and majesty's 
no within the possible combinations o' the particles o' maitter. Tib- 
bie ! tak aflF your een — ^it's no safe for a widow woman to glower 
lang on sic a spectacle ! Then the garb ! what an advantage it has 
owi*e Lord Hopetoun's ! His lordship looks as if he had lowped oot 
o' his bed on sae sudden an alaim, that he had time but to fling the 
blankets owre his shout hers, and the groom nae time to saddle the 
horse, which his master had to ride a' nicht bare back'd — altogether 
beneath the dignity o' a British general. But there the costume is 
a' in perfeck keepin' — purple plush jacket wi' great big white horn 
buttons' — single breasted — cape ban gin' easily owre the back o' the 
neck — ^hauncuflB fliped to gie the wrists room to play — and the flaps 
b' the mony-pouch'd reachin' amaist doon to the knee, frae which 
again the ee travels alang the tartan trews till it feenally rests on a 
braw brass buckl^ — or is it gowd 1 — bright on his instep as a caim- 
gorum. But up wi' a swurl again flees imagination, and settles 
Jtmong the lights and shadows o' the picturesque sceneiy o' that 
mony-shaped straw hat — the rim o' its circumference a Sabbath- 
dav's journey round — umbrageous umbrella, aneath which he stauns 
sate frae sun and rain — and might entertain a select pairty in the 
cool o' the air ! which he cou'd keep in circulation by a shake o' 
lijs head I 
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Tickler, Now that I have stood for my statue, James, pray give 
us a pen and ink sketch of Chiistopher. 

ShepJierd, There he sits, turned half roon' on the saddle, wi' ae 
haun restin* on the mane, and the ither haudin* by the crupper— no 
that he's feared to fa* aff — for I've seldom seen him tummle at a 
staun-still — but that I may hae a front, a bnck, and a side view o' 
liim a' at ance — for his finest pint is what 1 wouM venture, wi' a 
happy audacity, to ca' the circular contour o' his full face and figure 
in profile — sae that the spectawtor has a comprehensiN e visey o* a* 
the characteristic attributes o' his outward man. 

North. The circular contour of my full face and figure in profile I 
I should like to see it. 

Shepherd. I fear I sha'na be able to feenish the figure at ae sit- 
tin', for it's no easy to get rid o' that face. 

North. I am trying to look as mild as cheese. 

Shepherd. Dinua fasten your twa gray, green een on mine like a 
wuU-cat. 

North. Verily, they are more like a sucking dove's. 

Shepherd. Surely there's nae need to look sae cruel about the 
doon-drawn conaers o' your mouth — for that neb's aneuch o' itsel'— 
every year liker and liker a ggemni-hawk's. 

Noi'th. I am a soft-billed bird. 

Shepherd. A multitude o' lang, braid, white, sharp teeth's fear- 
some in the mouth o' an auld man, and makes ane suspeck dealins 
wi' the enemy, and an unhallowed lease o' a lang life. 

North. Would that I had not forgotten to bargain for exemption 
from the toothache ! 

Shepherd. I wuss there may na be mair meant than meets the 
ee in thae marks on the forehead. They tell na o' the touch o' time, 
but o' the Tempter. 

Noi'th. I rub them off — so — and lo— the brow of a boy ! 

Shepherd, Answer me ae question — I adjure you — hae ye sel't 
your sowle to Satan ? 

Nmth (smiling). James ! 

Shepherd. Heaven bless you, sir, for that smile — for it has scat- 
tered the dismal darkness o' doubt in which ye were beginning to 
wax intil a demon, and I behold Christopher North in his ain native 
light — a man — a gentleman — and a Christian. But whare's the 
crutch ? 

North, Crutch ! The useless old sinecurist has been lying in 
velvet all autumn — henceforth I believe I shall dispense with his 
sei-vices —for the air of the Forest has proved fatal to gout, rheuma- 
tism, and lumbago— of which tnith behold the pleasant proof — 
James — here goes ! 

(North springs up to his feet on the crupper ^ throws a somerset 



814 VOCnS AMBBOSIAKiB. 

oter Haco^i rump, and houmds from the greensward as Jram a 

spring-f/oard.) 
Tickhr. Not amiss. Let's nntackle our cattle— and make our 
toilet. 

(NOK FH ar.d TlCKLRR strip their steeds, and turn them loose into 

the fueadow, green, as emerald irith a Jlush of afler-grass, in 

ichivh they sink to the fetlocks^ a^ at full gallop they describe 

fairy-rings tcithin fairy-rings, till in the centre of the field ihcy 

subside into a trot, and after diversely careering a while icitk 

fioicing mane and tail, and neighings that thrill the JiUh, settle 

to serious editing, and look as if they had been ^ietly pasturing 

there since mom.) 

North. That's right, my good Tibbie. Put my pail of water and 

my portmanteau into the arlK)nr. 

Tickler. That's right, my pretty Dolly, put my pail of water and 
my portmanteau into the shed. 

(North retires into the arbour to make his toilet, and Tickler into 
the opposite shed. Shepherd remains midway between — held 
tJiere by the counteraction of two equal powers of animal mag- 
netism.) 
Shepherd. Are ye gaun in to the dookin' in thae twa pails ] 
North. No— as rural lass adjusts her silken snood by reflection ic 
such pellucid mirror — so am I about to shave. 

Shepherd, Remember the fable o' the goat and the well. 
North [within the arbour). How beautiful the fading year ! A 
month ago, this arbour was all one dusky green — ^now it glows — ^it 
bums with gold, and orange, and purple, and crimson ! How har- 
monious the many-colored glory ! How delightfully are all the 
hues in tune ! 

Shepherd. Are na ye cauld staunin' there in your linen ? For I 
see you through the thin umbrage, like a ghost in a dirty shirt. 

North. Sweet are autumn's rastliiig bowers, but sweeter far her 
still — when dying leaf after dying leaf drops unreluctautly from the 
spray — ^all noiseless as snow-flakes — and like them ere long to melt 
away into the bosom of mother earth. It seems but yesterday when 
they were buds ! 

Shepheid. Tak tent ye dinna cut yoursel' — ^it's no safe to moral- 
eeze when ane's shaviu'. Are ye speakin' to me, or was that meant 
for a soliloquy ? 

North. In holt or shaw, in wood or grove, on bush or hedgerow, 
nmong broom or bracken, the meny minstrelsy is heard no more! 
Soon as they cease to sing, they seem to disappear ; the mute mavis 
retires with her speckled throat and breast so beautiful into the for- 
est gloom ; the bold blackbird hides himself for a season, till the 
berries redden the holly-trees ; and where have all the linties gone \ 



\ 
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Are they too Lome clianging birds of passage ? and have they flown 
ungratefully away with the swallows, to sunny southern isles ? 

Shepherd. He*s mair poetical nor correck hi his oniithology ; yet 
it's better to fa* into siclike harmless errors in the study o' leevin' 
birds — errors o' a lovin' heart, and a moumfu' imagination — than to 
keep scientifically richt amang stuffed specimens sittin' for ever in 
ae attitude wi' bead een in a glass-case. 

North, Blessings on thy mby breast, sweet Robin, for thine own 
and those poor children's sake ! A sohtary guest of summer gloom ; 
but at the first frost o' autumn, thou seek'st again the dwellings of 
men — " a household bird" all winter long — till soon-come spring in- 
vites thee to build another nuptial nest among the mossy roots of 
some old forest-tree ! I see thee sitting there on the top-stone of 
the gable, as if the domicile were thine own ; and thine own it is— 
for thou boldest it by the tenure of that cheerful song. " No better 
a musician than a wren!" So said sweet Willie — flattering the 
nightingale. But the wren now answering the robin — almost echo- 
like — ^from the bourtree bush in the garden — with his still small 
voice, touches the heart that knoweth how to hsten — more tenderly, 
more profoundly, than Philomela's most richly-warbled song ! 

Tickler (within the shed). What have you been about with your- 
self, all day, my dear James ? 

Shepherd. No muckle. I left Altrive after breakfast — about nine 
— ^and the Douglass Bum lookin' gae temptin', I tried it with the 
black gnat, and sune creel'd some foure or five dizzen — the maist o' 
them sma' — few exceedin* a pund. 

Tickler. Hem. 

Shepherd. I fear, sir, you've gotten a sair thrott. Ane sune tires 
o' trooting at ma time o' life, sae I then put on a sawmon flee, and 
without any howp daunered doon to a favorite cast on the Yarrow. 
Sometimes a body may keep threshin' the water for a week without 
seein a snout — and sometimes a body hyeucks a fish at the very 
first thraw, and sae it happened wi* me — though I can gie mysel* 
nae credit for skill — for I was just watten my flee near the edge, 
when a new-run fish, strong as a white horse, rushed at it, and then 
cot o* the water wi' a spang higher than my head, 

" My heart to my mooth gied a sten'," 

and he had amaist rugged the rod oot my nieve ; but I sune recov- 
ered my presence o' mind, and after indulgin' his royal highness in 
a few plunges, I gied him the butt, and for a quarter o' an hour 
keep't his nose to the grunstane. It's a sair pity to see a sawmon 
sulky, and I thocht — and nae doubt sae did he — that he had taen 
up his lodgings at the bottom o' a pool for the nicht — though the 
sun had just reached his meridian. The plump o' a stane half a 
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hunder-weclit made liim shift bis quarters — and a sadden tbocht 
6tiiick him that he would make the best o* liis way to the Tweed, 
and then doon to the sea at Berwick. But I bore sae hard on him 
wi' an aughteen feet rod, that by the time he had swam twa milefl 
—and a' that time, though I aften saw his shadow, I seldom saw 
himsell — he was sae sair blawn that he cam to the surface o' bis 
ain accord, as if to tak breath — and after that I had it a' mj ain 
way — for he was powerless as a sheaf o* com carried doon in a spate 
—and I launded him at the fuird, within a few bunder yards o' Al- 
trive. Curious eneuch, wee Jamie was sittin* by bimseP an the 
bank, switiierin' about wadin' across, and you may imagine the dear 
cretur's joy on seeing a twenty-pund fish — the heaviest ever killed 
wi* the rod in Yarrow — Iloatin* in amang bis feet. 

Tickhr. You left him at home ? 

ShepJierd. Where else soud I hae left him ? 

Tickler, Hem. 

Shepherd, You really maun pit some flannen roun* that thrott— 
for at this time o' the year, when baith man and horse is saft, in- 
flammation rapidly arrives at its height — ^mortification without loss 
of time ensues — and within the four-and-twenty hours I*ve kent a 
younger chiel than you, sir, streekit oot 

Tickler, What? 

Shepherd, A corp. 

Tickler, Any more sport ? 

Shepherd, Returnin* to the Loch, I thocht I wnd try the otter. 
Sae I launched him on his steady leaden keel — twa yards lang — 
breadth o* beam three mches — and mountin' a bunder and &ly 
byeucks — ;— 

Tickler, A first-rate man-of-war. 

Shepherd, iVe seen me hi the season atween spring and summer 
secure ten dizzen wi' the otter at a single launch. But in October 
twa dizzen 's no to be despised — the half o* them bein* about the size 
0* herrings, and the half o' the size o* haddocks — and ane — but he's 
a gray trout 

Tickler, Salmo Ferox ? 

Shepherd, As bigg's a cod. 

Tickler, Well, James ? 

Shepherd T then thocht I would take a look o* some night lines 
I had set twa three days syne, and began puin' awa* at the langest 
— wi' some five score o' byeucks, baited for pike and eel, wi* troot 
and par-tail, frogs, chicken-heads, hen-guts, some mice, some moles, 
and some water-rats — for there's nae settin' bouns to the voracity 
o' thae sharks and serpents — and it was like drawin* a net. At - 
length pike and eel began makin' their appearance — ^first a pike- 
then an eel — wi' the maist unerrin* regularity o* succession — just as 
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if you had been puttin' tliem on sae for a ploy ! " Is there never 
to be an end o* this ?" I cried to mysell ; and- by tlie time that, 
walkin* backwards, I had reached the road, tliat gangs roun* the bay 
wi- a bend — enclosin' atween it and the water edge a bit bonny 
grass meadow and twa three trees — the same that your accomplished 
freen*, George Moir, made sae tasteful a sketch o' — there, wull yo 
believe me — were lying five-and-twunty eels and fi ve-and-twunty 
pikes — ^in all saxty — till I cou'd hae dream*t tliat the meadow had 
been pairt o' tlie bay that moment drained by some sort o' subter- 
raneous suction — and that a' the fishy life the water had contained 
was noo wallopin* and wrigglin' in the sudden sunshine o* imeix- 
pected day. I brak a branch aff an ash, and ran in amang thenv 
wi' my rung, lounderin' awa richt and left, and loupin* oot o' the 
way o' the pikes, some of which showed fecht, and offered to attack 
me on my ain element, and I was obliged to wrestle wi* an eel that 
speePd up me till his faulds were wounded round my legs, theeghs, 
and body, in ever sae mony plies, and his snake head — och ! tlie 
ugly auld serpent — thnist outowr my shouther — -and hissin' in my 
face — till I flang him a fair backfa' and then mggin* him frae me — 
fauld by fauld — strechteued him oot a' his length — and treddin' on 
his tail, sent his wicket speerit to soom about in the fiery lake wi' 
his father, the gi-eat dragon. 

North {in the arhour). Ha ! ha ! ha ! our inimitable pastor has 
reached his grand climacteric ! 

Tickler {in the shed). And where, my dear James, are they all ? 
Did you bring them along witli you ? 

Shepherd. I left the pikes to be fetched forrit by the Moffat 
carrier. 

Tickler, And the eels ? 

Shepherd. The serpent I overthrew had swallowed up all the rest. 

Tickler. We must send a cart for him— dead stomachs do not 
digest ; and by making a slit in liis belly we shall recover the rest 
little the worse for wear — and letting them loose in the long grass, 
have an eel-hunt. 

North {in the arhour). Who can give me a bit of sticking-plaster? 
.Shepherd. I propliesied you wouVl cut yourseP. There's nae 
stickin' plaister aboot the toun ; but here's an auld bauchle, and if 
onybody will lend me a knife, I'se cut aff a bit o' the sole, and 
when weel soaked wi' bluid, it'll stick like a sooker — or I can cut 
aff a bit waddin' frae this auld hat — some tramper's left ahint her 
baith hat and bauchle — and it may happen to stainch the bludin' — 
or best of a', let me rug aff a bit o' this remnant o' an auld sheep*s- 
Bkin that maun hae belanged to the foot board o' some gig — and 
wi' the woo neist your skin, your chin will be comfortable a' tho 
nicht — ^though it shou'd set in a hard frost. 
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(Shepherd advances to the arhomr — hut after a single glance 
into the int^riorf comes flying hacli. to his stance on the tcingt 
of fear,) 
North [in tlie arbour). James ! James ! James ! 
SJiepJierd. A warlock ! A warlock ! A warlock ! The king o' 
the warlocks ! The king o' the warlocks ! The king o' the wa^ 
locks ! 

(From tlie arbour issues Christopher in the character ©/"Lord 

. North — in a ritih court-dress — bag and wig — cliapeavrhras — 

and stcord,) 

North {kneeling on one knee). Have I the honor to be in presence 

of Prince Charles Edward Stuart Hogg ? My sovereign liege and 

no Pretejider — accept the homage of your hamble servant — too 

proud of his noble king to be a slave. 

SJiepherd (graciously giving his hand to kiss). Rise ! 

{From the shed issues Timothy in the regimentals of the Old 
Edinburgh Volunteers.) 
Tickler (kneeling on one knee). Hml ! King of the Forest ! 
Shepherd (graciously giving his hand to kiss). Rise ! — Let us— 
supported on the arms of our two most illustrious subjects^-enter 
our palace. 

(Enter ike Forest King and the two Lords in waiting irUo 
Tibbie's.) 

SCENE II. — Interior of Tibbie's — Grand Hall or Kitchen Far- 
lor — ^North, Tickler, and Shepherd. 

Shepherd, A cozey bield, sks, this o' Tibbie's — just like a bit 
wren's nest. 

North, Methinks 'tis liker an ant-hill. 

Tickler, Bee-hive. 

Shepherd. A wren's nest's roun', and theeckit wi' moss — sae is 
Tibbie's ; a wren's nest has a wee bit canny hole in the side o't for 
the birdies to hap in and out o', aiblins wi' a hangin' leaf to hide 
and fend by way o' door, and sae has Tibbie's ; a wren's nest's aye 
dry on the inside, though drappin' on the oot wi' dew or rain, and 
sae is Tibbie's ; a wren's nest's for ordinar' bigget in a retired spat 
yet within hearin' o' the hum o' men, as weel's o' water, be it linn 
or lake, and sae is Tibbie's ; a wren's nest's no easy foon', yet wlieu 
you happen to keek on't, you wunner hoo ye never saw the happy 
nousie afore, and sae is't wi' Tibbie's ; therefore, sirs, for sic reasons, 
and a thousan' mair, I observed " a cozey bield this o' Tibbie's, just 
like a wren's nest." Sir ] 

North. An ant-hill's like some small natural eminence growing 
out of the green ground, and sae is Tibbie's ; an ant-hill is prettily 
thatched with tiny straw and grass-blades, and leaves and Hcheus; 
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and BO is Tibbie's ; an ant-liill, in worst weather, is impervioas to 
the elements, trembles hot in its calm interior, nor — ^howl till ye 
split, ye tempests — at any blast doth Tibbie's ; an ant-hill, sponta- 
neous birth of the soil though it seems to be, hath its own order of 
architecture, and was elaborated by its own dwellers — and how 
wonderfully full of accommodation, when all the ro^ms at night 
become the rooms of sleep — just like Tibbie's ; an ant-hill, though 
apparently far from market, never runs out of provisions — nor, when 
" winter lingering chills the lap of May," ever once doth Tibbie's ; 
Solomon, speaking of an ant-hill, said. Look at the ant, thou slug- 
gard—consider her ways and be wise, — and so now saith North, sit- 
ting in Tibbie's ; so for these and a thousand other reasons, of which 
I mention but one — namely, that here too, as there, is felt the balmy 
influence of the mountain-dew — I said, " methinks 'tis like an ant- 
bill." Sir? ^ ^ 

Tickler, A bee-hive is like a straw-built shed, loving the lown- 
ness, without fearing the wind, and standing in a sheltered place, 
where yet the breezes have leave to come and go at will, wafting 
away the creatures with whom work all day long is cheerful ay. 
play, outward or homeward bound, to or fro among the heathery 
hills where the wild honey grows— and these are pretty points of 
resemblance to Tibbie's; a bee-hive is never mute — for all that 
restless noise of industry sinks away with the setting sun into a 
steady murmur, fit music for the moonlight — and so is it, when all 
the hotrsehold are at rest, in Tibbie's ; a bee-hive wakens at peep 
of day — its inmates losing not a glint of tlie morning, early as 
the laverocks waukening by the daisy's side — and so, well knows 
Aurora, does Tibbie's; a bee-hive is the perfection of busy order, 
where, without knowing it, every worker by instinct obeys the 
Queen, and even so seemeth it to be in Tibbie's ; so for these, and 
a thousand other reasons, of which I mention but two, that it stand- 
eth in a land overflowing with milk and honey, and wanteth but an 
eke, I said — Bee-hive. Sir ? 

Shepherd, A wren's nest grows cauld in ae single season, and 
then's seen stickin' cauld and disconsolate in amang the thorns o' 
the leafless hedge, or to the side o' the mooth o' some solitary cave 
or cell amang the dreepin' rocks ; and where the twa pawrent birds 
and the well-feathered family — ^perhaps half a score or a dizzen— 
hae flown till, wha kens? No me, lookin' about and seein' nae 
wing, listenin' and hearin' nae note in the wilderness — a' mute and 
motionless in frost and sua' — as if a' singers and chirpers were 
dead ! But, thank God ! it's nae sae in Tibbie's ; for in the deed o' 
winter, I've seen't lookin' mair gladsomer, if possible, than in the 
life o* spring ; and though ane o' the auld birds be nae mair — yet 
that happened lang syne — ^here are the maist feck o' the young anea 
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• 
— (the itliers liae yemigrated to Anierica)— cantier and canticr ilka 
year. Wliisht — lias na the cretnr a linty-like vice — that's Dolly- 
as she's fleanin' the dishes — no forgettin' that she's within ma* 
hearin' — singin' ane^' the anld Shepherd's sangs! Sir? 

North, A drove of cattle tread the myriad-lifed ant-hill — ^the fairy 
palace with all its silent people— into the hoof-printed mire of death 
•—hut min is not like the hlind hestial — James — and will spare Tib- 
bie's — James — ^till with its contemporary trees — ^now a yonthfiil 
brotherhood — many human ages hence it fades away with gradual, 
unperceived, and. unpainful decay, while the wayfaring stranger 
pausing to eye the scene so still and solitary, shall know, not that he 
is looking on ruins, but suppose them to be but simple scatterings of 
rocks ! Sir ? 

Tickler. Full to overflowing of honey and happiness, a hideous 
hound, without the fear of Huber before his eyes, hangs the hive 
over a pit of sulphur, and twenty thousand faithful subjects perish 
with their Queen ! But no unhaJlowed hand — James — shall touch 
the rig^ng of Tibbie's roof — ^no stifling vapor shall ever fill these 
cells — and when he who shall be nameless — the Unavoidable — who 
never names his day — comes hither on his own visit — ^his first and 
his last — may he be taken by Tibbie for his brother sleep ! 

Shepherd, Noo — that's what I ca' poetical eemagerie applied to 
real life. 

North, -There cannot be a doubt that we three are three men of 
genius. 

Shepherd. Equal to ony ither sax. 

Tickler, Hem ! How rarely is that endowment united with tal- 
ent like ours ! 

North, Stuff. A set of nameless ninnies, at every stumbling step 
they take, painftdly feeling their intellectual impotence, modestly 
abjure all claim to talent, of which no line is visible on their mild 
unmeaning mugs, and are satisfied in their humility that nature to 
them, her favored blockheads-^her own danng dunces — and more 
especial sumphs — ^in compensation gave the gifl of genius — ^the fire 
which of old Prometheus had to steal from heaven. 

Shepherd. Bits o' Cockney creturs wi' mealy mooths, lookin* unco 
weak and wo-begone, on their recovery frae a painful confinement 
consequent on the birth o' a pair o' twuns o' rickety sonnets. 

Tickler. A pair of twins. Four ? 

Shepherd. Na — twa sonnets that'll never in this warld be able to 
gang their lanes, but hae to be held up by leading strings o' red 
riband round their waists, or otherwise hae to be contented to creep 
or crawl like clocks. 

North. Yoi bring an ordinary blockhead to the test — talent he 
has none — sentence is recorded — and thenceforth he never passes 
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the window of a wig-maker withont a sympathetic sigh ; Imt a 
genius looks at you with meek defiance in his lack-lustre eyes — 
nay, with compassion for the mean estate of a mere man of talent, • 
who at the best can never hope to rise higher than the Woolsack— 
and like an immortal mingling with mortals, he steps into an omni- 
bus, nor steps out till off the stones, on his journey towards the 
poetic visions swarming among the daisies and dandelions of Hamp- 
stead Hill. 

Shepherd, My wai-st enemy canua accuse me o* bein* a metty- 
physician ; yet I agree wi' Mr. Tickler, that a man may hae great 
talents, and nae genie — ^talents baith for the uptak and the lay in' 
doon-=-and sae far frae despising sic men, I regard them wi' gi*ati- 
tude, for without them this warld cou'd na wag, and wou'd sune 
come to a staun still. Mental perception, clear, quick, and acute as 
ane's verra ee — conception prompt, vivid, and complete, as if the 
past and the present were a* ane, and the shadow o* reality as 
gude's the substance — memory like a great muTor o' plate-glass 
never bedimmed either by damp or frost, sae that a single keek 
shows you whatever you want to see owre again, and aiblins maks 
you ken't better than ever noo that it's but a vision — judgment, dis- 
criminating by lines o' licht a* the relations o* things and thochts 
by which they are at ance a' connecket, and a' separated in a way 
maist wondrous and beautifu* to behauld — treason sometimes anivin' 
at conclusions by lang round-a-bout roads windin' up alang the 
sides o* michty mountains atween it and truth — which, like an engi- 
neer, it turns when unable to surmunt — and sometimes dartin* on 
them — strecht as a sunbeam or an eagle's swoop — and that's intui- 
tion — ^the mind sae endowed, I say, sirs, I contemplate, when at 
wark, wi' admiration and gratitude, because it is at ance great and 
good, glorious and useful, and if to a' that you add conscience, the 
flluminator, what is wantin' to the speentual eemage o' a perfect 
man ? What ia WantinS I ask you again, sirs, but — ca' it by what 
name you wuU — ^imagination — invention — genius — the power that 
keeps perpetually evolvin' thie new frae the auld — sae that this life, 
and this warld, and these skies, are something different the day 
frae what they were yesterday — and will be something different the 
mom frae what they were the day — and sae on for ever and ever 
ad infineetum, while we are cooped up in clay — till the walls o* our 
prison-house shall be crumbled by a touch o' the same Almichty 
Hand that by a touch gave being and adherence to the dust 1 

Tickler, You astonish me, James. 

Shepherd, I sometimes astonish myseP wi* the thochts that come 
upon me at a Noctes. They dinna seem to arise witliin my mind, 
like fish lowpin out o* the water frae aneath stanes, and roots, and 
banks whare they had their biilliplace amang the gravel, at the 
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cluds o' insects blawn by the breezes in showers o' ephemeral 
beauty frae the simmer woods, but rather come wavenii' on firae 
some far-aff region o' visionaiy isles and cloudy heedlauns, like a 
lang- winged visitation o* bonny snaw- white sea-birds dippin' doon 
in the green sunshine, and then first ane and then anither awa' — 
awa' — awa* — as if some speerit were ca*in* them back again to their 
ain nests — and tlie latest loiterer unwilling to forsake its pastime, 
but afraid to disobey that ca* — wheelin* for a wee while round and 
round about the same circle o' whitening billows, and then lettin' 
drap farewell in a saft touch frae the tip o* its pinions, disappearin' 
like the rest, and leavin' ahint it nane o' the beauty o' life on tho 
laiiesome sea. 

Tickler. You astonish me, James. 

Shepherd, And mair nor you wud be astonished, gin Gumey hadna 
been laid up wi' swalled face 

Voice from tJie Spence. Dr. Wilkie of Innerliethen yesterday 
pulled the tooth, and all's well. 

Shepherd. That cretur*s vice gars me a' grue. Is*t true that he's 
a natural sin o' the Inveesible Girl ? 

North. Hush, Shepherd. 

Tickler. The heir apparent of Echo. 

Shepherd. A curious air-apparent — at times owdible — and it's 
faersome to think on Short-haun* out o* sicht extennin' his notts ! 

'Enter Bjlly and Palmer with their game-hags^ which they empty 
on their division of the floor. 

North. Not a bad day's sport, James ? 

Shepherd. Ye dinna mean to tell me that you and Soothside, this 
blessed day, slew a' that ggemm ? 

North. We did — and more. 
Enter Campbell and Fitz-Tibbib toith their game-hags, which tJuni 
empty on their division of the floor. 

Shepherd. You dinna mean to tell me that you and Soothside, 
this blessed day, slew a' that ggemm 1 

North. We did — and more. 
Enter MoN. Cadet and King Pepin toith their game-hags, whcl 
they empty on their division of the floor. 

Shepherd. You dinna mean to tell me that you and Soothside. 
this blessed day, slew a' that ggemm % 

North. We did — and more. 

Enter Sir David Gam and Tappitourie with their game-hags^ 
which they empty on their division of the floor. 
Shepherd. You dinna mean to tell me that you and Soothside, 
this blessed day, slew a' that ggemm ? 
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North. We do-^and more. 

Eniei' Ambrose and Peter with their game-hags, which they empty 
on their division of the fioor. 

Shepherd, You dinna mean to tell me that you and Soothside, 
tliis blessed day, slew a* that ggemm ? ! ! Soothsidel 

Tickler, I do — and more. 

Shepherd, Then are ye twa o' the greatest leears that ever let 
aff a gun. 

North, Or drew a long bow. How many brace 1 

Billy, A dizen, measter. 

North, How many brace? 

Gamphell. Half-a-score, sir. 

North. How many brace ? 

Mon, Cadet, Seven, and a snipe. 

North, How many brace ? 

Sir David Gam, Eight and an owl. 

North, How many brace ? 

Ambrose, Nine neat, my lord. 

Nwth, Tottle of the whole] 

Voice from the Spence. Forty-six-brace — an owl and a snipe. 

Shepherd, That cretur's vice gars me a' gnie. Gold and silver's 
deadlier than lead. You've been bribin' Dalgliesh. Mair poachers 
nor ane has been at the fiUin' o' thae pauclies — ^but ma certes, here's 
a vast o' ggemm ! Let's sort them. That's richt, lads — fling a' 
the black-cocks in til the east comer, a' the gray-hens in til the wast 
— a' the red groose intil the north comer, and a' the paitricks intil 
the south — gie Gumey the snipe for his share, and Awmrose the 
owl to stuff for the brace-piece o' his bed-chawmer. 

North, TVhere the deuce are the hares 1 

Tickler, Where the devil are the rabbits 1 

Enter Rough Robin and Sleek Sam iDith their game-hags, which 
they empty on their division of the fioor — that is on the tahle. 

Shepherd, Fourteen fnds ! Aught mawkbis, and sax borough- 
mongers, as I houp to be saved ! 

North, I read, with indignation and disgust, of the slaughter by 
one gun of five score brace of birds between eight o'clock and two. 

Shepherd, A cliiel might as weel pride himsel' on baggin' in a 

Eootiy-yaird as mony chickens, wi' here and there an auld clockin' 
eu and an occasional howtowdie — and to crown a', the bubbly- 
jock liimsell, pretendin* to pass him aff for a capercailzie. But I 
ca' this sport. 

North. Which comer, James, do you most admire t 

Shepherd, Let's no be rash. That nyeuck o* paitricks kytlv^A 



824 NOCTES AMBBOSIAN^. 

unco bonnie, wi' its mfld mottled licht — ^tLe burnished broon IIa^ 
moniously mixin* wi' the siller gray in a style o* colorin' under- 
stood but by that sweet penter o* still life, Xatnr* ; and a body canna 
weel look, without a sort o* sadness, on the closed een o' the pnir 
silly creturs, as their heads— crimsoned some o' tliem wi' their ain 
bluid, and ithers wi' feathers, bricht in the pride o' sex, auld cocks 
and young cocks — lie twusted and wrenched by the disorderin' haun . 
o' death— ootoure their wings that shall whirr nae mair — rich in I 
their radiance as flowers lyin' broken by the wund on a bed o' ^ 
moss ! 

Tickler, James, you please me much. 

Shepherd, That glow of groose is mair gorgeous, yet bonnier it 
may na be — though heaped up higher again the wa* — and gloomin' 
as weel as gleamin' wi' a shadowier depth, and a prouder pomp o* 
color lavished on the dead. There's something heathery in the 
hues there that breathes o' the wilderness — and ane canna look on 
their legs — mony o' them lyin' broken — sae thick deed wi' close, 
white, saft feathers — ^without thinkin' o* the wunter-snaw! The 
Gor-Cock ! His name bespeaks his nature— and o' a' the wild birds 
o' Scotland, nane mair impressive is to my imagination and my 
heart. Oh ! how mony thoosan' dawns have evanished into the 
forgotten warld o' dreams, at which I hae heard him crawin' in the 
silence o' natur, as I lay in my plaid by mysel' on the hillside, and 
kent by that bold ti*umpeting that morning was at hand, without ' 
needin' to notice the sweet token o' her approach in the clearer 
licht o* the wee spring-well in thft greensward at my feet ! 

North, James, you please me much. 

Shepherd, Yet that angle o' black-cocks has its charms, too, to 
ma een, for though there's less variety in the colorin', and a fas- 
tidious critic might ca* the spotty beep monotonous, yet sullen as it 
seems, it glistens wi' a kind o' purple, sic as I hae seen on a 
lowerin' clud on a mirk day, when the sun was shinin' on the thun- 
der, or on the loch below, that lay, though it was meridian, in its 
ain nicht. 

Tkkler, James, you please me much. 

Shepherd, ! thae saft, silken, but sair ruffled backs and breista 
o' that cruelly kilPd crood o' bonny gray-hens and pullets — cut aff 
in their sober matronship and gleesome maidenhood — whilk the 
mair beautiful, 'twould tak a mair skeely sportsman than the Shep- 
herd to decide — I could kneel doon on the floor and kiss ye, and 
gather ye up in my airms, and press you to my heart, till the feel 
o' your feathers filled my veins wi' luve and pity, and I grat to 
think that never more would the hill-fairies welcome the gleam o' 
your plumage risin' up in the mornin' licht araang the green plats 
m the sloping sward that, dipping down into the valley, retains here 
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aiid there amang tlie decayed birk-wood, bm loth to lose them, a few 
small stray sprinklings of the heather-bells. 

2%c1cUr. .Tames, you please me much. 

North, I killed two-thirds of them with Old Trusty — slap— bang 
right and left, without missing a shot 

T^kler, Singing out, ** that's my bird," on a dozen occasions when 
it dmpped at least a hundred and ^ftj yards — aright in an opposite 
di'H^.tion — from the old sinner's nose. 

Shepherd, What was the greatest nummer ye brocht doon at a 
»ngle discharge? 

North, One. 

Shcphtrd, That's contemptible. Ye o' the auld Lake-school are 
never cx)ntented accepp ye kiver your bird, sae that if ye dinna tak 
them at the crossin', ye shoot a hail day without killin' a brace at a 
blow ; but in shootin' I belang to the new Mountam-school, and fire 
wi' a general aim intil the heart o' the kivey, trusting to luck to 
gar three or four play thud ; and its no an uncommon case to pick 
up half-a-dizzen, after the first flaught o' fire and feathers has 
ceased to dazzle ma een, and I hae had time to rin in amang the 
dowgs, and pu' the ggemm out o* the mooths o' the rabiators. It 
was nae farder back nor the day afore yesterday, that I killed and 
wounded nine — ^but to be sure that was wi' baith barrels — ^though 
I thocht at the time — for my een was shut — that I had only let aff 
ane-^and wondered that the left had been sae bluidy — but baith are 
gran' scatterers, and disperse the hail like chaff frae the fanners on 
a wundy day. Even them on the edge o' the ootside are no safe 
when I fire |ntil the middle, and I've knawn me knock heels ower 
head mair nor ane belotigin' to anither set, that had taken wings as 
I was ettlin' at their neighbors. 

Tickler, I killed two-thirds of them, James. 

Shepherd, That's faur-thirds atween you twa — and at whose door 
maun be laid the death o* the other half ? 

North, Kit with Crambo killed a few partridges in a turnip field, 
where they lay like stones — an old black-cock that had been severe- 
ly, if not dangerously wounded by a weazel, and fell out of botmds, 
I suspect frcm weakness — ^an ancient gray-hen that flew at the rate 
of some ^YQ miles an hour — a hare sitting, which he had previously 
missed — and neither flying, nor sitting, but on the hover, that owl. 
How the snipe came into his possession I have not learned, but I 
have reason to believe that he found it in a state of stupor, and I 
should not be surprised, were you, James, to blow into his bill, to 
see Jack resuscitated 

Shepherd^ (putting the snipers hill into his mouth, and puffing int^ 
him ih^ breath of life.) Is his een beginnin' till open ? 

North, Twinkling like a duck's in thunder. 
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87icphcrd, He's dabbin'. 

North. Hold bim fast, James, or bell be off. 

ShepJierd. Let doon tbe wundow, Tickler, let doon the wnndow, 
Oh! ye clumsy coof! there be has straggled bimsel' out o' mj 
liaans, and's an to the mairsh to leeve on suction ! 

{Enter Tibbie and DoUy to lay the doth, ^.) 

Tickler. Symptoms. 

Shepherd. Wi' your leave, sirs, I'll gie Mr. Awmrose the bares 
to pit in til the gig. {Gives Mr, Ambrose the hares, who disappears 
fmir-in-hand.) 

North. Whose gig, James 1 

Shepherd. Mine. I'm expectin' company to be wi' me a' niest 
week — and a tureen o* hare soup*s no worth eatin wi' fewer than 
three hares in*t — sae sax hares will just mak twa tureens o' bare* 
soop, and no owre rich either — and the third and fourth days we 
can devour the ither twa rosted ; but for fear my visiters should get 
sta'd 0* bare, and auld Burton, in his Anatomy,* ca's hare a melan» 
cboly meat — and I should be averse to ony body committin' suicide 
in my house — Tappy, my man, let me see whether you or me can 
gather up on our aught fingers and twa thoombs, the mais multitude 
o' the legs o* black-cocks, gray-hens, red groose, and paitricks — and 
gin ye beat me, you shall get a bottle o' whisky, and gin I beat 
you, I shall not put you to the expense o' a gill. {Aside.) The 
Pech has twa cases o' dngcrs, wi- aim-sinnies, and I never kent the 
cretur's equal at a clutch. 

( The Shepherd and Tappitourie emidously clutch the game, and 
carry off" some twenty brace of sundries.) 

Tickler. James, you please me much. 

North. You astonish me, James. 

Shepherd. Some folk are easily pleased, and some as easily as- 
tonished — but what's keepin' the denner 1 

{Enter Tibbie, and Dolly, and Shusey, Ambrose, Mon Cadet Peter, 
Campbell, Billy, Palmer, Rough Robin, Sleek Sam, King Pe- 
pin, Sir David Gam, and Tappitouiie, with black grouse-soup, 
red grouse-soup, partridge-soup , hare-soup, rabbit-soup, potato* 
soup, pease-soup, brown-soup, white-soup, hotch-potch, cocky-leeky, 
sheep's-head-broth, kale, and rumble-te-thumps.) 

North. Ay — ay. 

Tickler. Haigh ! 

Shepherd. Hech ! — ^Noo, that we've a' three said grace, let's fa 

* "The Anatomy of Melancholy," by Robert Burton, an English clerffyman— a singular book 
fllled with curious facts, nut a lew paradoxe/*, and much learnin;;. Archbishop Herilng described 
It as " tbe pleapantrst, the most learned, and the most full of sterling sen-e," adding that the wits 
of the reigns of Anne and the first George were de» ply indobteil to Burton. In our time, it 
was in a manner almost unknown, until liynm quoted from and largely praised it, which led 
to its being reprinted, and it is, once more, a standard work.— M. 
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to — and to ensure fair play, let ilka ane fill his neighbor's plate, as 
in an ass-race ilka ane rides his neighbor's cuddy. 

Ticklet And let no man say a good thmg, except between 
courses. 

Shepherd Or a bad thing either. Agreed. Noo for a fair start 
— ^ance — twice — thrice— aff ! • 

North. Stop. 

Shepherd, Dowg on't — what noo 1 

North, Incessant refilling of plates is 

Shepherd. I confess fretsome. 

North. Therefore, James, that we may preserve our equanimity, 
let us shove aside our trenchers, shallow and profound, and take, 
each man, his tureen, and then, each man according to the courses, 
his dish ; and, without speculation on the doctrine of chances, let us 
draw cuts for choice. 

Tickler. Straws. 

{Billy presents in his paw straws of unequal lengths, and the Series 

. AmbrosiancB yield the following residts.) 

North. First by a finger. I take the red grouse tureen. 

Tickler. Second by a thumb. I, partridge ditto. 

Shepherd. Third by a nail. Essence o* gray-hens. 

North. We may now speak ad lihitum. 

Shepherd. Wi* this proviso, sirs, that nane o' us proceeds to a 
second tureen, till we a' again draw cuts. For Tickler's sic a rapid 
rabiator, that he'll be for fastenin' on his second tureen afore either 
Mr. North or me has cleared out our first, and though it's far frae 
impossible or improbable either that we twa micht overtak him in 
the lang rin, still accidents micht happen, and gin he was to get the 
start o' us, say by half a tureen, the odds wou'd rise on him again' 
the field, and, in spite o' the additional wecht he wou'd then be car- 
rying, and the known goodness o' his antagonist. Tickler, roarer as 
he is, wou'd be likely to wun the sweepstakes, beatin' North by a 
head and shouthers, and me by a head. 

Tickler. Agreed. 

North. Stop. 

Shepherd. For nae man leevin or dead. 

North. Gentle — men — ^we are— by — no means — the — gluttons— 
that — ^peo— -pie — ^regard — ing — this — Noc — tes — might— be — ^par— • 
don'd — ^for sup — sup — sup — ^posing — we were — 

Shepherd. Sup — sup — sup — sup— pose — pose — ^poseing — we are 
glutt — ^glut — ^t — ^t — t — ^tons — whattt — ^the — ^the— dee — deevil then I 
Gum — feum — Guraey — is gim — ^gim — girnin' — at us — 

Voice. I'm not giming, Mr. Hogg. 

North {laying dotcn his ladle.) 
Vol. v.— 21 
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"It 18 well to be off with the dW l«jve 
Before we are on with the new !" 

Nay, better to be true to our first— our sole tureen — ^than vainly 
seek to transfer our passions or our affections to a second, however 
attractive ; therefore let the worthies in waiting — ^male and female 
— waft away the rest into the spence, and there collaterally enjoy 
them — till I cough — with my well-known hem — ^for the second 
course. 

(The fourteen toorthies hi waiting carry of, each tcith his and 
her own peculiar smile — ten tureens—four but with spoons and 
plates,) 

Shepherd. Oh, sir ! but you've a profound knowledge o' human 
natur' ! Eatin' at ane's ease, ane's imagination can flee up into the 
empyrean — ^like an eagle soaring up the lift wi' a lamb in his talons, 
and then fauldin' up his wings, far abune shot o' the fowler, on the 
tapmost o* a range o' cliffs, leisurely devourin't, while ever and 
anon, atween the rugs, he glances his yellow black-circled een far 
and wide owre the mountainous region, and afore and after every 
moothful, whattin' his beak wi' his claws, yells to the echoes that 
afar aff return a faint but a fierce reply. 

Tickler. Does he spit out feathers and fur? 

Shepherd. He spits out naething— devourin* bird and beast stoup 
and roup, bones, entr^ls, and a', and leavin' after his repast but a 
wheen wee pickles o' bluidy down, soon dried by the sun, or washed 
away by the rain, the only evidence there had been a murder. 

North. The eagle is not a glutton. 

Shepherd. Wha said he was a glutton ? 

North. Living constantly in the open air — 

Shepherd. And in a high latitude. 

North. Yes, James— for hours, every day in his life, sailing in 
circles some thousand feet above the sea. 

Shephei'd. In circles, noo naiTOwin', and noo widenin' wi' sweepy 
waftage, that seems to carry its ain wund amang its wings — ^noo 
speerally wundin' up the air staircase that has nae need o* steps, till 
you could swear he was soarin* awa* to the sun — and noo divin' 
doon earthwards, as if the Sun had shot him, and he was to be 
dashed on the stanes in til a blash o' bluid ; but, in the pride o' his 
pastime, and the fierceness o' his glee, had been that self-willed 
neadbng descent frae the bosom o' the blue lift, to within fifty 
fathom o' the croon o* the greenwood— for suddenly slantin' awa* 
across the chasm through the mist o' the great cataract, he has 
already voyaged a league o' black heather, and, eein' another arc o' 
the meridian, taks majestic possession of a new domain in the sky. 

Tickler. No wonder he is sharp set. 

Shepherd. I was ance in an eagle's nest. 
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Tickler, When a child? 

Shepherd, A man — and no sae verra a young ane. I was let 
down the face o' the red rocks o' Loch Aven, that afiront Cairn- 
goram, about a quarter o' a mile perpendicular, by a hair rape, and 
after swin^' like a pendulum for some minutes back and forret 
afore the edge 6' the platform, I succeeded in establishin' mysell in 
the eyrie. 

Tickler, What a fright the poor eaglets must have got ! 

Shepherd, You ken naething about eaglets. Wi* mem fear and 
anger's a* ane — and the first thing they do, when taken by surprise 
amang their native sticks by man or beast, is to fa' back on their 
backs, and strike up wi* their talons, and glare wi* their een, and snap 
wi' their beaks, and yell like a couple o' hell-cats. Providentially 
their feathers werena £u' grown, or they wou'd has flown in my face 
and driven me ower the cli£ ^ 

Tickler, Were you not armed ? 

Shepherd, What a slaughter-house ! What a cemetery ! Hale 
hares, and halves o* hares, and lugs o' haves, and fuds o* hares, and 
tatters o' skins o' hares, a' confused wi' the flesh and feathers o' 
muirfool and wild dyeucks, and ither kinds o' ggemm, fresh and 
rotten, undevoor'd and digested animal maitter mixed in blue-mooldy 
or bloody red masses — emittin* a strange charnel-hoose, and ydt 
larder smell^— thickenin' the air o' the eyrie — ^for though a blast 
cam sughin' by at times, it never was able to carry awa' ony o' the 
stench, which I was obliged to breathe, till I grew sick, and feared 
was gaun to swarf, and fa' into the loch that I saw, but couldna 
bear, far doon below in anither warld. 

Tickler. No pocket-pistol 1 

Shepherd, The Glenlivet was ma salvation. I took a richt gude 
wullie waught* — the mistiness afore my een cleared awa' — the 
waterfa' in my lugs dried up — ^the soomin' in my head subsided — 
my stamach gied owre bockin' — and takin' my seat on a settee, I 
began to inspect the premises wi' mair preceesion, to mak' a verbal 
inventory o' the fumitur*, and to study the appearance or character 
o' the twa guests that still continued lyin' back on their backs, and 
regardin' me wi' a malignity that was fearsome, but noo baith mute 
as death. 

North. They had made up their minds to be murdered. 

Shepherd. I suspect it was the ither way. A' on a sudden doon 
comes a sugh fiae the sky — and as if borne each on a whnrlwund— 
the yell and the glare o' the twa auld birds ! A mortal mun daurin' 
to invade their nest ! And they dashed at me as if they wud hae 
dung me intil the rock — for my back was at the wa* — and I was 

* "And we'll tnk* n right good willie-w »uglit, 
For auld lang &yne,*'—NL 
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handm' on ^ i' my hanns — and aff wi' my feet frae the edge o' the 
ledge — and at every buffet, I, like an insect, clang closer to the 
cliff. Dazed wi' that incessant passing to and fro o* plames and 
pennons, and beaks, and talons, rushin* and rostlin' and yellin', I 
shut my een, and gied mysell up for lost ; when a' at ance a thocht 
struck me that I wou'd cowp the twa imps owre the brink, and that 
the parent birds wou'd dive doon after them to the bottom o' the 
abyss. 

Tickler. What presence of mind ! 

North. Genius! 

Shepherd. I flang mysell on them — and I hear them yet in the 
guUerals. They were eatin* iutil my inside ; and startin' up wi* a* 
their beaks and a* their tftlons inserted, I flang aff my coat and 
waistcoat, and them stickin' till't, owre the precipice ! 

Tickler. Whew! 

Shepherd. Ay — ^ye may weel cry whew ! Dreadfu* was the ycilin' 
for ae glaff and ae glint ; far doon it deaden'd ; and then I heard 
nocht. After a while I had courage to lay mysell doon on my 
belly, and look owre the brink — and I saw the twa auld eagles 
wlieelin' and skimmin', and dashin' amang the white breakers o* 
the black lock, madly seekin' to save the drownin* demons, but their 
talons were sae entangled in the tartan, that after floatin' awhile 
wi' flappin' wings in vahi, they gied owre strugglin', and the wreck 
drifted towards the shore wi' their dead bodies. 

Tickler, Pray, may I ask, my dear Shepherd, how you returned 
to the top ? 

Shepherd. There cam the rub, sirs. My freens abune, seeing 
my claes, wi' the eagles flaffing, awa doon the abyss, never doobted 
that I was in them — and they set up sic a shriek ! Awa roon they 
set to turn the right flank o' the precipice by the level o' the Aven 
that rins out sae yellow frae the dark-green loch, because o' the 
color o' the blue slates that lie shivered in heaps o' strata in that 
lovely solitude — ^hardly howpin' to be able to yield me ony assist- 
ance, in case they should observe me attemptin' to soom ashore — 
nor yet to recover the body gin I was droon'd. -Silly creturs ! there 
was I four hours on the platform, while they were waitin' for my 
corp to come ashore. At last, ashore cam what they supposed to be 
my corp, and stickin' till't the twa dead eaglets, and dashin' doon 
upon't, even when it had reached the shingle, the twa savage 
screamers wi' een o' lichtenin' ! 

Tickler. We can conjecture their disappointment, James, on findin' 
that there was no corpse. 

Shepherd. I shooted — ^but nature's self seemed deaf — I waveJ 
my bannat — ^but nature's self-seemed blin'. There stood tbe gieat 
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deaf, blin*, stoopid mountains^— and a' that I could Lear was ance a 
laigli echolike lauchter frae the au-n heart o* Cairngorum. 

Tickler, At last they recognised the Mountain Bard ? 

SJiepkerd. And awa' they set again to the tap to pu' me up ; but 
the fules in their fricht had let the rape drap, and never thocht o' 
lookin* for't when they were below. By this time it was wearin* 
late, and the huge shadows were stalkin in for the nicht. The twa 
auld eagles cam back, but sae changed, I could na lielp pity in' them, 
for they had seen in the feathers o' them they loo*d sae wecl wrap 
up, a* drookit wi* death, in men's plaids — and as they keep't sailin' 
slowly and disconsolately before the eyrie in which there was nae- 
body sittin' but me, they werena like the same birds ! 
♦ North, No bird has stronger feeling than the eagle. 

SJiepherd, That's a truth. They lay but twa eggs. 

North, You are wrong there, James. 

Shepherd, Twa young ones, then is the average, for gin they 
lay mair eggs, ane's aften rotten, and I'm mistaken if ae eagle's 
no nearer the usual nummer than fowre for an eyrey to send forth 
to the sky. Then they marry for life — and their annual families 
bein' sma', they concentrate on a single sinner or twa, or three at 
the maist, a' the passion o' their instinct, and savage though they 
be, they fauld their wide wings oure the down in their " procreant 
cradle" on the cliff, as tenderly as turtle-doves on theirs, within the 
shadow o' the tree. For beautiful is the gracious order o' natur, 
sirs, and we maunna think that the mystery o' life hasna its ain 
virtues in the den o' the wild beast and the nest o' the bu*d o' 
prey. 

Tickler, And did not remorse smite you, James, for the murder 
of those eaglets 1 

Shepherd. Aften and sair. What business had I to be let doou 
by a hair rape intil their birth-place ? And, alas ! how was I to 
be gotten up again — ^for nae hair rape cam' danglin' atween me and 
the darkenin' weather-gleam. I began to doot the efficacy of a 
death-bed repentance, as I tried to tak' account o' my sins a' risin' 
up in sair confusion— some that I had clean forgotten, they had 
been committed sae far back in youth, and never suspected at the 
time to be sins ava', but noo seemin' black, and no easy to be for- 
given — ^though boundless be the mercy that sits in the skies. But, 
thank Heaven, there was an end — for a while at least — o' remorse 
and repentance — and room in my heart only for gratitude — for, as 
if let doon by hands o* angels, there again dangled the hair-rape 
wi' a noose-seat at the end o't, safer than a wicker-chair. I stept 
in as fearless as Lunardi,* and wi' my hauns aboon my head glued 
to the tether — and my hurdies, and a' aneath my hurdles, inter- 

* A celebrated Aeron ut. — ^M. 
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laced wi' a net-wark o' loops and knots, I felt mysell ascendin* 
and ascendin' the wa's, till I heard the voices o' them hoistin' 
Lannded at the tap, you may be sure I fell doon on my knees— 
and while my heart was beginnin' to beat and loup again, quaked 
a prayer. 

Ntrrih, Thank ye, James ; I have heard you tell the tale better 
and not so well, but never before at a Noctes. Another tureen 1 

Shepherd. Na. Tibbie ? The fish. (Enfer Tibbie with a Jim) 
You see, sirs, I wasna leein' about the sawmon. It cam' up in the 
seat o' the gig. Tibbie was for cuttin't into twa cuts, but I like to 
see a sawmon served up in his integrity 

Tickler. And each slice should nm from gill to tail. 

Shepherd. Alang the shouthers and the back and the line, in thA 
latiiude, for the thick ; and alang the side and the belly and the 
line in that latitude, for the thin; biit nae short-curd till in the 
mouth ; and as for helpin yoursell wi' a fork and a bit breed — that's 
like some silly conceit o' a spiled wean — and I'm sure there's nae- 
body here sae baimly's to fear cuttin* their mooth wi' a knife. The 
kyeanne pepper — ^the mustard — the vinegar the cat shop— the Her- 
vey sass — ^the yest — and the chovios ! Thank ye, Dolly, ma deer. 
Mair butter, Tickler. North — put the mashed potawtoes on the 
pairt o' ma plate near the sawt— and the round anes a bit ayoni 
Tappy — ^the breed ; and meanwhile, afore yokin' to our sawmon 
what say ye, sirs, to a bottle o' porter 1 . 

( Three shots are heard — and three silver jugs, foam-cr&umed^ 
are duly administered and drained.) 

North. I forget, James, the weight of this fish ? 

Shepherd. Twunty pund. 

North. We shall scarcely get through it — I fear — at one sitting. 

Tickler. I begin to see the ribs and spine of the side to windwai*d 
•"-but remember our friends in waiting 

Shepherd. What, sir, cou'd induce ye to tak so mony gillies to 
the hill ? 

North. At this season you know, James, the birds are wild, and 
we should have had no sport without markers. We distributed our 
forces judiciously along the heights, and kept moving in a circle of 
scouts — ^that always commanded a wide prospect. The birds find- 
ing themselves outwitted on their widest flights, lost courage, and 
resoHed to closensitting — nor had we occasion half-a-dozen times the 
whole day to fly the lute. 

Shepherd. What's that 1 

North. Ambrose, I believe, who, you know» is a Yorkshiroman, 
was the first to introduce the kite into the Forest. He is con 
structed of paper, like the common kite, such as you see flying over 
cities ; but more bird-like, both in form and color, and Ambrose has 



GOOSEBERRY CHAMPAGNE. 338 

painted him so ctmningly, tliat bnt for liis lengtli of tail, which is 
necessary to keep liim steady, you would not scruple to take a shot 
at liiin for a glead. King Pepin and Sir David Gan\ work him to 
windward with much judgment by the invisible string ; and he 
looks so formidable on the hover, now tuniing and now stooping, as 
if instinct with spirit, that as long as he is aloft, not even the bold- 
est old blackcock of Thirlestane will dare to litl his head above the 
rushes or the heather. By a signal he is brought to anchor — Haco 
and Harold trot in — ^whfle all the dogs are baking "one another — 
whirr — ^whirr — slap— bang — and thud after thud — right and left — 
from four blazing barrels — ^tumble the three and four poundders, to 
the delight of Tappitourie, who fastens on them like a weasel. 

Shejiherd. I ca' that poachin*. It's waur nor the real leeving 
gemm-hawk — ^for the kivey hae to contend wi' poother and lead, 
for-bye that pen ted deevil in the air — and half-dead wi* fricht, hoo 
can it be expeckit that a single ane 41 be able to niak his escape ? 
We'll be hearin' o' you usin* the net neist, alang wi' the broon- 
paper pen ted Yorkshire kite o' Awmrose. Confoun* me, but the 
verra first time I catch him beatin' to windward, gin I dinna fire at 
him, and bring him waverin' down, broken-backed, wi* his lang tail 
amang the rashes. 

Tickler, What say you, Shepherd, to a glass of Champagne ? 

Shepherd, That the best o*t 's aboot equal to middlin' sma' yill 

Tickler. National prejudice. Tibbie 1 
(Tibbie ^Z^ each marCs Imtgshank with a shower of diamonds!) 

Shepherd, Na, but that is prime — ^na, but that is maist delishous 
—only it*s a shame to drink ootlandish liquors at half-a-giiinea a 
bottle, when you can get the best mawt whusky for less nor twa 
shillings. It*s the duty. 

North, You need not make yourself uneasy about the price, 
James, for I can afford it. 

Shepherd, It's weel for you, sir. 

North, Prime cost, James— corks included — is sixpence a bottle; 
and now, sir, you have tasted Tibbie's green orozet St. Mary, 
what are the vine-covered hills and gay regions of France to the 
small, yellow, hairy gooseberry-gardens of your own Forest ! 

Shepherd, I'll nae draw back frae what I said in commendation 
o't, but a' hame-made wines, and maist foreign anes, are apt to gie 
me a pain in the stammack, and therefore if you be wise, sirs, you'll 
join me in a caulker o' the cretur by way o* a setlative. I ken you 
deal wi' my freen Richardson o' -Selkirk, and there's no purer 
speerit than Richardson's best in a' the south^-for it's a composi- 
tion o* a' the prime whuskys he can collect, mixed up in due propor- 
tions, according to the relative qualities o' eacli, and maist savory 
and salutary is the ultimate result. 
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North, Tibbie, a bottle of RicLardson's Ultimate Result. 

( TJiey attend to the Result) 

Shepherd, Noo, I ca* tliis a meeting of the True Temperance So- 
-•ietj. We are three auldish men, and bae had a hard day's wark 
o' amusement — and it canna be denied that we bae earned baith 
onr meat and our drink. Fowl and fish we bae wan frae air and 
water by our ain skill, and naebody 41 be the puirer on account o* 
tins day's pastime, or this night's — no even gin we had ta'en each 
o' us anither tureen. It's heartsome to hear the gilhes launchin' at 
their vittals, in their ain dinin' room, and frae this day Mr. Awm- 
rose may date his lease o' a new life. That's right, Tibbie — tak' 
them ben the sawmon, and put you down the aipple-pie, the can o' 
cream and the cheese. (Tibbie take^ them hen the salmon^ and 
puts doum the apple-pie ^ the can of creamy and the cheese.) I'll defy 
a man to be a glutton as lang's he's obedient to the dictates o* a 
healthy natural appeteet, inspired by air and exercise in the Forest, 
and though I'm an enemy to the mixin' o' mony different dishes in 
the stammach at ae diet, yet sic soups, and sic saummon, and sic 
aipple-pie, and sic cheese, will a' lie amicably thegether, nor is there 
ony sense in sayin' that sic porter will jummle wi' sic cream. The 
champagne has been rectified, and a's safe. I ca't a plain, simple, 
manly, substantial, Forest dinner, in Tibbie's ain unpretendiu' style, 
and hadna we limited it to our ain killin', I ken we should bae had 
the bin' quarter o' a sheep that's been in pickle syne the last day o' 
hairst, and a breast o' veal frae Bourhope, as white's a hen. (Tibbib 
sets doicn, with a smiley her own two dishes of mutton and veal, y^ith 
a fresh peck of potatoes from the d/ripping-pan, and ditto of mashed 
turnips.) 

North. Excellent creature / 

Shepherd. She's a' that — sir. 

North. How vii-tuous is humble life ! Question, if any one but a 
Conservative can understand the domestic life of the poor. 

Shepherd. Nane else in our day has observed it in Scotland. 

North. It is sustained by contentment — a habit of the heart — and 
continuous custom seems essential to the formation of that happiest 
of all habits which grows out of the quiet experiences of days- 
weeks — months — years — all so like one another in their flow, that 
the whole of life is felt, with its occasional breaks and interruptions, 
to be one, and better for them that under Providence enjoy it, than 
any other lot which at times their hearts may long for, and theit 
imaginations picture 

Shepherd. The same stream flawin' alang channels and gieenet 
banks and braes. 

North. Changes for the better, let us believe, and I do believe it. 
arc almost invariably taking place in such conditions, as society at 
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large progi-esses in knowledge, and as there opens before all minds 
a wider and higher sphere of feeling and of thought accessible 
through instruction. 

Shejj7ierd. In many respects, sir, the instruction is better. 

North, Such behef is consolatory to all who love their kind, and 
lament to know that there is so much wretchedness in this weary 
world. 

Shepherd. Edication in the rural districts o' Scotland, I doubt not, 
is mair carefu' and comprehensive than it was forty years ago ; 
would that it were as sure, sir, that the hearts o* young and auld 
are as sensible to the habits and duties o* religion ! It may be sae 
— ^yet, methinks, there is no the same earnestness and solemnity in 
the furrowed faces o' the auld — the same modesty and meekness in 
the smooth faces of the young sitters in the kirk on Sabbath, which 
I remember regarding sae reverently and sae affectionately half a 
century ago ! 1 fear there are mair lukewarm and cauldrife Chris- 
tians in the Forest wha consider Gospel trutlis like ony ither truths, 
and the Bible like ony ither gude book — not the book in comparison 
wi* which a* ithers were worthless — ^fbr n^t effectual like it to shed 
licht on the darkness o' the grave ! Yet, I may be mistaken ; for a' 
sweet thochts are sweeter, and a* haly thochts are halier, that carry 
my heart back to the momin' o* life ! And as \\\(i dew-draps seem 
to my een to hae then been brichter and purer than they are noo— 
though that can scarcely be — and the lang simmer-days far langer^ 
as well as the gloamings langer too — whieli was no possible — sae 
human life itself may be as fu* o* a' that's gude noo as it was then 
— and the change — a sad and sair ane as 1 sometimes feel — in me» 
and no in them about me — and the same lament for the same reason 
continue to be made by all that are waxin' auld — to the end o* time. 

North. Ay, James, memory so beautifies and sanctifies all we 
loved in youth with her own mournful light, that it is not in our 
power — we have not the heart — to compare them with the kindred 
realities encircling our age ; but for their own dear, sweet, sad sakes 
alone— and for the sake of the grass on their graves — we hold them 
religiously aloof from the affections and the objects of our affections 
of a later day — ^in our intercommunion with them it is that we most 
devoutly believe in heaven. 

Shepherd. You're growin' oure grave, sir, and maunna gie way to 
the mood, lest it get the better o* you — though it's natural to you, 
and, 1 confess, sits weel on your frosty prow. The warld's better 
acquainted the noo wi' the character o' Christopher North than it 
was some score o' years syne — and the truth is, that, like a' then* 
that's been baith wutty and wise, he is constitutionally a melancholy 
man, and aften at the verra time that he seems to be writin' wi' ft 
sunbeam, " draps a sad, serious tear upon his playfu' pen!" 
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North. Tlie pliilosopliy of truth, James, is pensive ; it is natural 
religion, and, therefore, humane ; lience all that is harsh falls away 
from it, all that is hateful ; when purest and highest it becomes 
poetry — an d 

ShepJierd. Wheesht, you mystic — and eat awa' at your mutton. 

North. I am at a loss to know, James, what the friends of the 
people really think is the character of the people of England? 

Shepherd. Sae am I. 

North. They tell us — if I do not mistake them — ^that this is the 
most enlightened age that has ever shone on life. They seem to 
apply the praise in the first place to mind. It is an age of useful 
and entertaining knowledge. But mind enlightens heart — and the 
two together elevate soul — and the three, like an angelic band float- 
ing in air, connect earth with heaven by an intermediate spirit of 
beauty and of bliss. 

Shepherd. Is that what they say ? For if it be, they maun be 
fine fallows, and I put down my name as a member o' the union. 

North. They assert that knowledge is not only power, but virtue. 

Shepherd. It is neither- the ane nor the other necessarily ; audi 
could pruve that they dinna understaun* their ain doctrine. 

North. Not now, James. Let us admit their doctrine — and rejoice 
to know that we are the most enlightened people — ^physically, mor- 
ally, intellectually, spiritually — ^that ever flourished on the face and 
bosom of the. daedal earth. 

Shepherd. I fear you and me*s twa exceptions — at least I can 
answer for mysell — for aften when walkiu' in what seems to me 
essential licht, through the inner warld o' thocht, a' at ance it's 
pitch-dark ! Tm hke a man blindfaulded, and obliged to grope his 
way oot o' a wood by the trees, no able to tell, but by a rough guess 
at the rind, whether he*s handlin' an aik or an ash, or an elm, or a 
pine, or a beech, or a plane — arid whatever they may be, gi'en him 
sell mony a sair knock on the head, and losin' his hat amang the 
branches that make you desperate angry by floggin' you on the face, 
and ruggin' out your hair, as your legs get entangled amang the 
briers. The enhghtened age — the spirit o' the age — ^shouldna hol- 
low till it gets oot o' the wood, sir. 

North. Good, James. But what am I to think of the panegyrists 
of the spirit of the age, when I am told by the same oracles that 
there is not a virtuous woman among the lower orders in all England % 

Shepherd. You have only to think that they are a set o' incon- 
sistent and contradictory idiwits, and a base gang o' calumniators 
'and obscene leears. 

North. But I'm a moderate man, and wish to have the inconsist- 
■fency explained— or removed — the libel made less loathsome — and 
some apology offered to the sex. 
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Shephepd, Wha said it, and whare 1 

North. Parliament. 

Shepherd, The Reform Bill, then, it seems, is no a feenal meas- 
ure, sir? 

North. There is no mob now-a-days, James — ^no rabble — no 
swinish multitude 

Shepherd. I hate that epithet • 

North. So do I. No scum — but the wives, daughters, and sisters 
of all the working-men of England — are prostitutes. 

Shepherd. A dammM lee. 

North. An infernal falsehood. 

Shepherd. Yet the verra same brutes that hae said that o' a' the 
English lassies in laigh life, wuU break oot on me and you for 
swearin' at a Noctes ? 

North. We have heard the Lord Chancellor of England, and the 
Lord Bishop of London,t announce this article of the Christian 
creed — which unless we all hold, verily we cannot be saved — that 
the sin of incontinence is infinitely worse in a woman than in a 
man4 

Shepherd. I thocht we had gude authority for believing woman 
to be the weaker vessel. 

North. That authority is discarded ; for be it now known to all 
men that they — not the maidens by whom they have been woo*d — 
are the victims of seduction. 

Shepherd. That doctrin'll no gang doon ; tlie kintra's no ripe for*t 
yet ; the verra pride o' man 'ill no alloo him to bolt it ; the unre- 
generate sinner, wicked as he is, daurna, even in his seared con- 
science, sae offend again' the law o' nature written by the finger o' 
God ineffaceably on his heart. 

North. If the sin be so great in woman, why does man suffer her 
to commit it 1 

Shepherd. Ay, ye may ask that at the Chancellor and the Bishop, 
and pause till doomsday for a reply. She canna commit it by her- 
sell ; he is airt and pairt ; no merely an accessary afore and after 
the act; but 

North. Blind, brutal balderdash, bora of the brother. 

• First applied by Edmund Burke. — M. 

f Lord Brougham and Dr. Blomfield.— M. 

\ Thi« really was one of the piitwiiples of the Poor Law, an amnnded by the Whigs— viz. that 
\f a woman had illegitimate nffaprin^;. she had no claiin <>n the father, tow»ird its n)iiintenance, 
f« r that she ought nut have allow»'d herself to be seduced I Th«» pr vous cuetom ha«l b< en. whnn 
ti e parish offic^^rs saw that ' Coming events cast thi'ir shadows b«:fore,' to aummou the Indy bo- 
f( re a magistrate (as being in a condition, if unmarried, to become burtl)eiif ome on the poor- 
nttes) nnd compel her to state, upon oath, who was the author of the anticipnted little rosponui. 
bility. This was the cause of a great deal of perjury, no doubt, whRrt>l)y urtiliHtions were hiid at 
thn d«>ora of innocont men. On one occasion a f«m»il- whs brought btifoie the justice, and, in 
i^ply to the usual Question, stated she was married.—" Where is your husband f"— '• In India.'*— 
"How long has he been there — when did you last see hiui f" — '• Tyro years ag »," ftud the sobbing 
ft Ducr. " but /*«« had a many vert/ moving letters from kim /"— M. 
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ShepJtcrd, In a far waur place — ^situate in a darker re^on than 
the darkest lane in a' Lunnon. 

North. Thus fortified by Law and Religion, a Cbritlian legisla- 
ture sets itself solemnly to work, to guard and pave the victims of 
seduction from suffering any pecuniary loss from their misfortune, and 
enact that we poor, weak, deluded males shall not henceforth be 
burdened by the support of the illegitimate offspring we have been 
bedevilled to beget, but that where the cJiief crime lies, there shall 
be dree*d the sole punishment, and that the female fiends must either 
suckle their sin-conceived at their own dugs, dry-drawn by penury, 
or toss them into a workhouse ! _ 

SJiepherd, Strang — Strang — Strang. 

North, One Bishop there was, James — an illustrious man — who 
brought that doctrine to the test, and then held it up in his eloquent 
hand — like withered fruit of nightshade. " Show me a text — ^show 
me a text," was the cniel cry. No^I show all mankind the New 
Testament ; and opening the leaves according to the Sortes Vir- 
giliancB,* I read almost the first verse that meets mine eye, and may 
I never meet them I love in heaven, if the spiiit of that verse, and 
of every verse, one mercifiil context, does not declare it to be the 
will of our God and our Saviour, that sinful man — and we are all in 
such eyes sunk in sin — shall sustain in life his own offspring — if he 
will not seek for himself eternal condemnation by profaning with his 
lips those few words of our Divine Preceptor, " Give us this day our 
daily bread !" 

Shephei'd, Say nae mair, sir, say nae mair. You ken I dinna 
think sae very muckle o' your writings, either by way o* prose or 
verse ; but whether in preevat or in public, when you choose to let 
yoursell oot, 0, man ! but you are an orator — the orator o' tlie 
human race. 

North, They say I cannot reason. 

Shepherd, That's a lee. There lies your glory ; for you deal oot 
intuitive truths, ane after anither, till the tenor o* your speech is 
like a sti-ing o' diamonds. 

North, They say I have no logic. 

Shepherd, 1 ou dinna condescend to chop logic wi' the adversary 
— but if he be a man, ye gang up to him — face to face — and knock 
him doon wi' ae blow on the head, and anither on the heart — ^if he 
be a shape o' Satan, you launch at him a thunderbolt, and the sin- 
ner is reduced to ashes. 

North {Jjilushing like a pink). Then, James, the English arc 
all drunkards — and, day and night, worship Belial in the Tem- 

* The Sortea VirgUiana originally consisted in opening Virgil-, at hazard, the first sentence on 
which the eye rested, beinr taken as prophetic. Some curiuua instances of such productiooi 
and fuItUnticuta (there is soleam lilenoe on the unfulfilled ones) arc ou record.— M. 
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pie of Gin — and Beelzebub in the House of Heavy- Wet— ^and 
Lucifer in tlie Abode of Brandy; and wlio says so, my dear 
Shepherd 1 

Shepherd, But the children o' Mammon. 

North, Yes, James ; who from the sweat of slaves, worked to 
death in his sultry mines, extract the ether on which they sustain 
their celestial lives, and the gorgeous dies with which they engrain 
their gai-ments, as they sweep along the high places, and take their 
seats on thrones within palaces, and affront high heaven with blas- 
phemy, forgetful in their pride that they themselves are but worms. 

Shepherd, Strang — Strang — Strang. 
. North, Great Britain is constantly drunk — therefore, let there be 
no distillation from grain — ^let that spirit of the age be all bottled up 
in Apothecaries' shops, and labelled — poison, or medicine. 

Shepherd, Like arsenic for rats or men. 

North, If the English be, indeed, all irreclaimable drunkards, 
some such remedial and preventive law seems to be demanded — but 
by whom shall it be enacted 1 In the two sober Houses of Parlia- 
ment by general cock-crow 1 By steady representatives, returned 
by constituents not able to stand f 

SJvepherd, Ach ! the wine-bibbers ! 

North, If all the women in England who live by wages are pros- 
titutes — and all the men drunkards — I can imagine but one event 
desirable for her good — an earthquake that shall give her to be 
swallowed up by the sea. 

Shepherd, Or fire frae Heaven that destroyed Sodom and Gomorrah. 

North, But such, thank God, is not yet the condition — distressful 
though, alas, in much it be— of what was once merry England. 

Shepherd, And I'll swear in the parritch face o' Silk Bucking- 
ham,* and a* the lave o' the milk and water committee, that it's no 
the condition o* bonny Scotland. 

North, Nor ever will be while she has a Christian church. 

Shepherd. Hark boo the voice o* the Forest — at this hoor sae 
saft and sweet — breathes o' contentment frae the soun*, healthy, 
heart o* the happy hills ! The Flowei*s o' the Forest are no* a* wecie 
away — nor hae -they been changed into weeds ; and although I 
lament to alloo that in towns and cities, where countless croods o' 
Christian creturs are congregated thegither, and whare wark set 
them by wealth suffers them too short and seldom to pray, they 
owre aften seek renovation to their exhowsted bodies by means o' 
what's even mair hurtfu* to their wearied sowls, and thus fa' into 

♦ Janies Silk Buckingham was in Parli iment fr om 1832 (t!ie fipst General Election under the 
Reform Bill), until 1835, aiid vainly attempted to cmry a meaf^ur.' lor ihe bupprene on ot dninken- 
ncBB. He made out euch n strong casB of intempprance againnt Scotland (where thn cnnsump 
tion of ardent epirita waa fehowu to be double of that in Jrtktnd) that the Scutch were seriously 
Offended.— M. 
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the arms o' vice, tlie leper, wha banns them to death, the skeleton; 
yet seein* as clearly as that cluds are the canse o' rain, and clnda 
themsells vapors frae the undrained earth and the undrainable sea, 
that the great manufactunn' and commercial system o' the kintra 
is the cause o* a* their sins, sufferings, and sorrows, and that in 
spite o* the ruination, multitudes, oh ! might I say the majority, 
hold fast their integrity, and slaves as they are, show their tyrants 
and task-masters virtues which they hae nae the grace to compre- 
hend, far less to imitate ; I do not despair that a Law, far beyond 
the sphere o* sic legislators as we hae been speakin' o', a Law orig- 
inating in Heaven, and sanctioned in the heart, will yet rule wi* a 
saving sway ower sic doleful regions, for doleful they may weel be 
ca'd, since there famished folk forget their hunger in their thirst, 
and flee to cursed gin for relief rather than to blessed bread ; — the 
Law o' Love and Religion, that was frae the beginning o' the warld, 
and was given to us again aughteen hundred years ago, in brichter 
licht than to the first Adam, to us, the children o' Adam, and though 
obscured and troubled by man's passions, that mak a' men at times 
seem waur nor mad, shall yet shine through the huge city smoke 
that the material day-spring canna penetrate, and establish an illu- 
mination, not on the spires, and steeples, and towers alone o' 
churches and cathedrals, although ever may they be held sacred, 
but on the low-roof 'd houses o* the puirest o' the puir, wherever 
twa or three are gathered together to worship the Giver o* a* mer- 
cies, or to enjoy his mercies — say the frugal meal industry has 
earned and piety blessed, or the hard bed that seems saft to the 
sleep that nae evil conscience ever haunts ; — bed and sleep, em- 
blems indeed o* death and the grave, but only o' their rest, for a 
lamp bums beside them, let down frae the skies, which they hae 
but to feed wi* gude warks and trim wi' the finger o' faith, and when 
they will wauken at last in Heaven, they will know it was the lamp 
o' Eternal Life. 

North {looking up at the cuckoo). Eight o'clock ! It is Saturday 
night — and Tickler and I have good fourteen miles to drive to the 
Castle of Indolence. 

** O blest retirement! friend to Life's ilccline !** 

Our nags must be all bedded before twelve — for there must be no 
intrusion on the still hours of Sabbath. James, we must go. 

Shepherd, I declare I never observed Tibbie takin' awa the rosts ! 
Sae charmed, sir, hae I been wi* your conversation, that I canna 
tell whether this be my first, second, or third jng? 

North, Your second. 

Shepherd, Gude nicht. 

( They finish the second jug, hut seem vnicilling to rwe.) 



Tbr MAINE LKJTTOR LAW ! ^1 

North. God bless you, my dearest James ! 

Shepherd. You're a kind hearted cretur, sir. 

North. 1 cannot lend my sanction, James, to sumptuary laws. 

Shepherdr What kind o* laws may they be ? I never heard tell 
o' them afore — ^but if they be laws anent eatin* and drinkin' ony 
particular sort o' vivres, I gee ma vote for beginniu* wi* wine. 

North. On what principle, James ? 

Shepherd. On the principal o' principles — Justice. Our le^s- 
lators — that's the maist feck o' them — belang to the upper ranks — 
at least, members o' Parliament are seldom seen hedgin' and ditch- 
in', or knappin' stanes — accepp it may be for their ain amusement 
— ^in avenues and the like ; and still seldomer working at the haun- 
loom, or takin' tent o' the power-loom, or overlookin' ony great 
instrumental establishment o' spindles obedient to the command o' 
steam. 

North. Steam is a tyrant. 

Shepherd. He's a' that — and bis subjects are slaves. But what 
I was gaun to say was this — that our legislators maun be better 
acquainted wi' the good and evil o' their ain condition o* life than 
wi' them o' that aneath it, for personal experience is the surest 
teacher o' truth. Now, sir, hard-workin' folk dinna for ordinar' 
drink wine, and I dinna pity them, for to my taste, wine's wersh, 
and it aye sours on my stomach, and bein' made o' mere frute it can 
bae nae nourishment. Still the gentry like it, and get fou' on't — 
or if no fou', they drink daily sufficient to sap thoosans o' constitu- 
tions — ^forby injuring their fortunes by the annual expense o* impor- 
tation. Let a' foreign wines then be excluded by ack o' Parliament, 
makin' it felony, punishable by transportation for life, to hae abune 
)ialf-a-dizzen o' ony ae kind in a private cellar — wi' a provision le- 

faleezin' the sale thereof in Apothecaries' shops alang wi' ither 
roogs — to be selt in thummlefu's, per permit. After an experiment 
o' a few years* trial, the gentry will be able to judge, not only boo 
they like the law, but hoo its operations agrees wi* their health. 
They will then be able, wi' a g'ide grace, to ca' the attention o' the 
lower orders to the temperance o* the higher — and as the example 
o' our superiors is powerfu', sobi-iety will be seen descendin' by de- 
grees through all grawds till it reaches even the tinklers — and then 
the ack may bo extended to specrits frae sugar and grain, withoot 
ony national convalsion, but a slicht sneeze. 

North. I grieve to think that the lower orders should be so ad- 
dicted to this most pernicious vice. But like all other evil habits, 
it can be prevented or cured but by moral influences — and, in my 
opinion, to expect to see that done by Act of Parliament, betrays a 
lamentable ignorance of human nature. 

Shepherd. Waur than that — cruel injustice in them who seek to 
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hae recourse to sic measures. They will not suffer ony interference 
in their ain vices — or rather they ken that mony o* them in which 
they shamelessly indulge, are o' a kind that nae law can weel tak 
hand o' — and wliile they enjoy their ain luxuries without stint, their 
ain vices and their sins, they iroon on the far mair excusahle frail- 
ties o* the poor, exaggerate tbem oot o' a* measure, and to prevent 
excesses which all good men must deplore, would without compunc- 
tion, cut awa* comforts frae that condition, which, rather than cur- 
tail, a good man would put haith hauns into the fire. 

North, Luxury hardens the heart. 

Shepherd, Makes it fat or fosey — ^fu' o* creesh or wund, 

North, How did the Drunken Committee vote on the Malt Tax? 

Shepherd, I really canna say. But I fear thae beer-houses are 
bad places ; and I'm sure that folk are no like to mak themsells fou 
on hame-brewed yill — ^for the speerit of domestic comfort's a sober 
speerit, though a gladsome — ^and the master o' the mawte, at his ain 
fireside, has every reason to preserve moderation at the cheerful, 
hamely meal, enlivened by the liquor flowing frae the produce o' 
his ain farm. But the incidence o' taxation's a kittle problem— 
and, I confess, no for a shepherd to solve. Only this is sure, that 
taxation is a burden that a' ought to bear alike, accordin' to the 
strength o' their shouthers ; sae that your political economists maun 
begin wi' ascertaining the strength o' folk's shouthers, or they will 
alloo thousans and tens o' thousans to walk wi' their backs straught 
and no an ounce on the nape o* their necks, while they oppress as 
mony mair beneath a hunder wecht, that lang ere the close o' this 
life's darg bows their foreheads to the dust. 

North, James, a little while ago you delivered one of the longest 
sentences of peifect grammatical construction I remember since the 
days of Jeremy Taylor.* 

Shepherd, Was't grammatical? That's curious, for I never 
learned grammar. 

North, One seldom hears a speaker get out of a long sentence 
till after the most fearful floundering 

Shepherd, Perhaps 'cause he has learned what grammar is, with- 
out haein' acquired the power o* observin't ; whereas the like o' me 
wha kens naething about it, instinctively steers clear o' a' difficul- 
ties, and comes out at the end, bauldly shakin' his head, like a stag 
from a wood, hungry for the mountains. 

North, James, the days are fast shoi-tening — alas ! alas ! 

Shepherd, Let them shorten. The nights '11 be sae muckle the 
langer — and " mortal man, who liveth here by toil," hae mair time 
for wauken as well as for sleepin' rest. Wunter, wild as he some- 
times is, is a gracious Season — and in the Forest I hae kent him 

* ulnto-pages 339, 340.-M. 
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amaist as gentle as the Spring. Indeed, lie seems to be gcttin 
safter and safter in his temper ilka year. Frost is his favorite son 
— ^and I devoutly howp there'll never be ony serious quarrel atween 
them twa ; for Wunter never looks sae cherry as when you see hira 
gaun linkin' haun in haun wi' fine black Frost. Snaw is Frost's sis- 
ter, and she's a bonnie white-skinned lassie, wi* her character with- 
out speck or stain. She came to see us last Christmas, but stayed 
only about a week, and we thocht her lookin* rather thin ; but the 
mornin' afore she left us, I happened to see her on the hill at sun- 
rise — and oh ! what a briest ! 

North, Like that of the sea-mew or the. swan. 

Shepherd, Richt. For o' a' the birds that sail the air, thae twa 
are surely the maist purely beautifu'. Then they come and they 
gae just like the snaw. You see the mew fauldin' her wings on the 
meadow as if she was gaun to be for lang our island guest — ^you see 
the swan floatin* on the loch as if she had cast anchor for the wun- 
ter there — you see the snaw settled on the hill as if she never would 
forsake the sun who looks on her with saftened licht — ^but neist 
mornin* you daunner out to the brae — ^and mew, swan, and snaw, 
are a' gane — melted into air — or flown awa to the sea. 

North, These images touch my heart. Yet how happens it that 
my own imagination does not supply them, and that you, my dear 
Shepherd, have to bring them before the old man's eyes ? 

Shepherd, Because I hae genie. 

North, And I, alas ! have none. 

Shepherd, Dinna look sae like as if you was gaun to fa' a greet- 
in' — for I only answered simply a simple question — ane was far 
frae meanin' to deny that you had the gift. 

North. But I canna write a sang, Jamie — I canna write a sang ! 

Shepherd, Nor sing ane verra weel either, sir ; for, be the tune 
what it may, ye chant them a' to Stroudwater, and I never hear 
you without thinkin' that you wou'd hae made — a monotonous ane 
to be sure, but a pathetic precentor. but hoo touchingly wou'd 
ye hae gien out the line ! 

North, Allan Cunningham, and William Motherwell, and you, my 
dear James, have caught the true spirit of the old traditionary strain 
« — and, seek the wide world, where will there be found such a lyrical 
lark as he whom, not in vain, you three have aspired to emulate— 
sweet Robby Bums ? 

Shepherd. That's richt, sir. I was wrang in ever hintin' ae word 
in disparagement o' Bums' Cotter's Saturday Night. But the trath 
is, you see, that the soobject's sae heaped up wi' happiness, and sae 
charged wi' a sorts o' sanctity — sae national and sae Scattish — that 
beautifu' as the poem is — really, after c', naethhig can be mair 
beautifu' — there's nae satisfyin' either peasant or shepherd by ony 
Vol. v.— 23 
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delineation o't, the* drawn in lines o' licbt, and diinin* eqnaSj nf 
eennis and wi' pietj. That's it. Noo, this is Satnrdaj night at 
iTbbie's — and, tnoogh we're been sae fimnj, there has been na^ 
thing desecratin' in oar fan', and we'll be a' attendin' divine serrice 
the morn — me in Yarrow, and joa, Mr. North, and Mr. Tickler, and 
the lave o' joo, in Ettrick kirk. 

North. And, James, we can no where else hear Christianitj 
preached in a more ferrent and tmthfnl spirit. 

Shepherd. Naewhere. Do jon see, sir, that splen'iid and mag- 
nificent assemblage o' towers and temples far b«i in the heart o' 
that fire o' peat and wood t See ! see ! how thev ank and settle 
doon in the flames ! I prophesy the destruction o' baith Houses o' 
Parliaments.* O spare, thon deyonrin' element ! O, spare, I be- 
seech thee, that ancient Ha' ; spare, oh, spare, that ancient Abbey, 
where the banes o' the michty dead repose — nor lick np wi' ony ane 
o' thy thonsan forked tongues the holy dnst on their tombs ! 

North. Thon seer ! 

Shepherd. Noo, mind my words. I dinna say that they're 
bnmin' at this very minute — for that spectacle may either be sha- 
iowin' forth the past or the futbre— but I say that they are either 
burning, or hae been burned, or will be burned within a week's 
time, and 

** That the blackneM of ashes sball mark where tliey stood." 

The Lords* House and the Commons' House — but that the nre shall 
spare the auld Ha', and the auld Abbey — for look ! look ! how they 
stand unscathed, while all about them smoulders ! And see na yon, 
sir, that globe o' saft^r licbt hangin' owre them, as if it were the 
image o' the moon, happy to see them safe frae her watchtower in 
the sky ? 

North. Where? where? 

Shepherd. A's gane. Tickler has seen naething o' this prefigurin* 
revelation. That comes o' fa'n* asleep. 

North. I shall awake him — {vainly shaking Timothy), 

Shepherd. Whattt ? 

North. Let him sleep. 

Shepherd. Oh ! sir ! but yon was a delicbtfu' meeting at New- 
Inn, Tushielaw. His lordship '11 no be sorry to hear o't in Cheena 
— or as Bourhope weel ca'd it out o* the poet, " far Cathay ;" for 
the account, when it reaches him^ will sliaw that "though absent 
lang and distant far," he and his fair gude leddy, and their beautifu' 
family, are no forgotten in the Forest, but that a' hearts will keep 

* Nothing enn be more safe than to prophecy after the fact. ll«g^ did po, in Uiis instuncfl: 
Thii Burning of the Houses of Ptirliament, in Lomion. took plnce in October. IKM, The nxpeoMB 
of nibuildinff on a scale of unexampled beauty nnd magnificHnre will exc«HHl two milli' n puuuds 
stcrllpg. Tne Lords and the Communs now t>it in the ucw Chioubere. — M. 
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beatiu warmly towards tbem till their happy return .• Saw ye ever, 
sir, a mair enthusiastic pairty ? It was a tribut — and nae humble 
ane either — ^to vertue ; and the anniversary o* Lord Napier's birth- 
day will be commemorated in the Forest wi' unceasin' kindness, ilka 
year till some bonnie ship, sailin' through the sunshine, or flingin' 
aff the storms frae her sails, brings them a' back again to Ettrick, 
and in a few weeks we forget that they ever were awa'. Here's 
their health wi' a' the honors. 

North. The Master of Napier,t and his brother in Germany — 

Shepherd. A' — a'- — a' — God bless them ! — the pawrent birds — 
and the weel-feathered young ane»—o' baith sexes — ^wha hae flown 
in howp and beauty fme their sylvan hill*nest. 

{Shepherd* s toast is drunk with all the honors.) 

Tickler {starting up). Hun*a, hurra, hurra ! — ^hip, hip, hip — ^hurra, 
hurra, hurra, hurra ! hurra! hurra! 

Shepherd. Gie's your haun, sir, Mr. Tickler — sense and feelin' 
are wi' you in your verra sleep. 

Enter Campbell to tell the Grigs are at the door. 

North {sub dio). " How beautiftil is night !" 

Shepherd. That's Southey. In fowre words, the spirits o' the 
skies. 

North. Not one star. 

Shepherd. Put on your specs and you'll see bunders. But they 
are saft at him — ^though there is nae mist— only a kind o' holy 
haze — and their lustre is abated by the dews. I thocht it had 
been frost ; but there's nae frost — or they would be shinin' clearly 
in thousans 

North. Like angel eyes. 

Shepherd. A common comparison — ^yet no the waur for that — ^for 
a' humanity feels, that on a bricht starry nicht, heaven keep watch 
and ward over earth, and the blue lift is instinct wi' love. 

North. Where's the moon ? 

Shepherd. Lookin' at her a' the time wi' a gratefu' face, that 

* Lord Nnpier, n Scotti>-h peer, was an officer in the British Navy, who, in 1833, was appointed 
Buperintendeiit of the trade and interests of the British nation in China. He reached Macao in 
July, 1834, but the Guvfrnor of Canton appeared desirous of preventing him from going up ts 
Canton, until the Imperial pleasure on that head had been received from Pekin. Lord iNapier 
persevered, went to the British foctory at Canton, on July 24, 1834, and refused to comply with 
the Governor's edicts that he should return to Macao. On this, commercial relations between 
the British and Chinese merchants were prohibited by the Crovemor. Two British frigates, the 
Imogino and Andromache, which Nnpior sent up the Bo^ne river, were fired upon by the Chi- 
nese fortp. In return, the frigates battered down the forts, on September 7th. On that day 
week, Nupier became seriously indisposed— ordered the British shipsHif-war to '• move out of 
the river," returned to Macnn, and died thnre on the 11th of October, 1834. ITie events in which 
be thu8 took pait, were assigned as Justiticatiun of the war subs* quently waged by Great Britain 
upon Cliina— M. 

t In Scotland, where the eldest son of a peer hns not a distinctive title (and those of Viscounts 
and Barons have not\ he is tailed ' The Master. » Thus Lord Arbuthnot, Forbes, Napier, Sie^ 
would have llitir eldest sons nspectivtly called The Master of Arbuthnot, Forbes andNayiec— 1&« 
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smiles in her licbt ! as if joa were gaon to ang a sang in her praise, 
or to say a prayer. 

North. No balo. 

Shepherd. The white Lily o' the sky. 

North. No rain to-morrow. Shepherd. 

Shepherd. Not a drap. Twnll be a real Sabbath-day. Ye see 
the stamies noo--dinna ye, sir t Some seemin* no farrer awa nor 
the moon — and some far abint and ayont her, bat stfll in the same 
region wi' the planet — withers retiring and retired in infinitude — and 
sma' as tbey seem, a' sans ! Awfa' bat sweet to tbink on the great 
works o' God ! — Bat the horses '11 be catchin' caold — and a' that 
tbey ken is, that it's a clear nicht. Lads, tak care o' the dowgs, 
and tbey dinna break the conple, and worry sheep. Yon'll be at 
the Castle afore Mr. North — for it's no abune five mile by the cut 
across the bills — and no a forlon short o' fonrteen by the wheelrod. 
— ( They ascend their Gigs.) — ^For Heaven's sake, take tent o' the 
Norway s ! Haco's rearin', and Harold's fxinkin' — sic deevils ! 

Tickler. Whew ! Whew ! Whew ! I). I. O. North ! Do— Da 
— Do — T%hi Gratia*! Farewell — ^thou Bower of Peace ! 



No. LXIX.— DECEMBER, 1834. 

SCENE— 0/fZ Blue Parlor, Ambrose's, GahHeVs Road.—Preimt^ 
North, Tickler, Shepherd. 

Shepherd. What*n a nicht ! Only hear to that lumm — as if a 
park o* artillery were firin' a salute in the sky. But a salute or 
salvo seldom consists o' mair than a hunder guns, and there aerial 
engines hae been cannonadin' for hours on end, as if the north und 
the east wuld were fechtin' a pitched battle wi' the South and the 
West for the Empire o' Darkness. In such a hurricane, I could 
pity the Moon — ^but then to be sure she has her ain Cave o* Peace, 
starroof 'd, in a region sacred frae a' storms. 

North, Poetiy! • 

Shepherd, There goes an auld woman frae the chumley-tap, rat- 
tling down the sklates, to play crash among the cats in the area. 

Tickler, Painting ! 

Shepherd, Blash awa'. Sleet ! thou wishy-washy faced dochter o* 
Rain and Snaw ! Blatter awa'. Rain ! thou cloud-begotten son o' 
Uranus ! Drift awa', Snaw ! thou flaky family o' Dew and Frost, 
embracing on their air-bed in the lift wi' mirk curtains, and stock ice- 
congealed yet thaw-drippin — ^and aften sinkin' doon till it settle on 
some mountain-tap where the pine trees dauma grow ! 

North, Fancy ! Imagination ! 

Shephei'd, the power o' Glass ! Yet what is't to the power o* 
the human Ee ! Licht, I'm tauld, is driven frae the sun to the 
earth some hunder million o' miles or thereabouts in minutes fewer 
in nummer than my Angers — and yet hoo saftly it solicits the een o* 
mortal creturs, for whom it was there prepared ! And what pleas- 
ure it gies the pupil devoutly leamin' to read the sky ! 

Tickler, Philosophy! 

Shepherd. It's just the nicht, sirs, for het toddy and caller oysters 
{Enter Mr. Ambrose tcith the Natives,) 

North. Ambrose ! In the Blue Parlor met once more ! 

" Three blither hearts 
You may not find in Christian die." 

(Ambrose deposits the Barrel, and rushes out quite overpotcerei 
by his emotions.) 
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Shepherd, Pair fallow ! — he's the rem child o' Sense and SeDsi- 
bOitj ! — Whattf You're greetin' too! The tears rap, rap, rappin' 
doon your nose like hafl-stanes, and jnmpin' on the mg ! 

North (wiping hU eyes). Old times so hnrried upon my heart 

Shepherd, That joa could but gasp — and glower like a Goshawk 
or a Hoolet. 

North. Here was writ the Chaldee MSS. ! Here — in that closet 
sat Guraey — a novice from Norwich — taking down Noctbs Ambro- 
sia NiB, No. I. ! And now they have almost reached the natural 
term of man's life — ^Threescore and Ten ! 

Voice. ScTcnty but One. 

Shepherd. That cretur's voice aye gars me a' grue. Fule that 
I was to save him free droonin' in the Yarrow ! But a braw time's 
coming, and the auld saw will be confirmed. Short-haun' '11 be 
Lang-Neck afore he gies up the ghost 

Tickler. I never heard of the rescue. 

Shepherd. He enjoined silence — ^but you see, sirs, naething wud 
satisfy the cretur, when you were a' in the Forest, but that he too 
maun try the Fishin'. Sae takin' a baggy-mennon-net, he sallies oot 
ae momin' afore the smoke had left the lumm, and awa' doon to 
Yarrow-brigg for what he ca'd bait for the swivel. Our rivers, ye 
ken, are rather deceptive to strangers, and Girmy thocht yon si^ 
smooth flawin' o' liquid licht a foird ! He never considered that a 
brigg's never built owre afnird; sae in he gangs intil what seemed 
to his ee some sax inch deep o' water, just coverin' the green 
glimmerin' gravel — and at the second step— plump outowre head 
and ears, like a pearl-diver or water-hen. 

Tickler. Who saw him dive 1 

Shepherd. I saw him dive. I had happened to rise early, and was 
leanin' owre the ledge, spittin' wafers into the water. My first fear 
was that he was committin' suicide, and I stood switherin' for a 
while whether or no to prevent him effectin' his purpose, for he has 
lang been the plague o' my life, and his death wud be a great rid- 
dance. By and by, he makes his appearance on the surface, shootin' 
and gullerin' like a hoolet on a dyeuck's back, and then doon again, 
wi' his dowp in the {tir, and up again five or sax times, as if he had 
been gamesome, and was takin' a recreation to whet his appeteet 
for the barley scones, and fresh butter at breakfast. I couldna but 
wonder at his activity, for it seemed equal to that o' ony otter. 
This couldna hae lasted abune some ten minutes or less, when he 
began to wax weakish, and to stay rather langer at a time aneath 
than seemed consistent wi' pnidence ; sae I walked hooly doon to 
the bank, and cried on him to come oot, unless he was set on Jelo* 
dc'Se, I do not believe that he heard me, for he was now lyin' yel- 
low at the bottom, as still as a salmon. 
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North, YoH littered him ] 

Shepherd, I did. 

Tickler, And resuscitated him according to the rules prescribed 
by the Humane Society. 

Shepherd. I hate a* new-fangled schemes o* resuscitation, or ony 
thing else ; and acted as my forefathers o' the Forest hae done for a 
thousan' years. I just took him by the heels, and held him up wi* 
his head doonmost, to alloo the water an opportunity o' rinnin* oot 
his mouth — and I can assure you, sirs, that the opportunity was no 
neglected, for it gushed as if ftae the stane mouth o' the image o' a 
fountain, and ran back into the Yarrow like a wee waterfa'. You 
can imagine what a relief it was to the cretur's stammack, and he 
began to spur. But I knew better than to reverse his position, and 
held him perpendicular to the last drap. I then let him doon a' 
his length on his back ; and the sun coming out frae behind a cloud, 
rekindled the spark o* life, till it shone on his rather insignificant 
features, relaxing into a smile. He then began to bock dry — was 
convulsed— drew up his legs — streekit them oot again— flang about 
bis arms— clenched his hauns — whawmmled hissell owre on his 
groof — bat the gerss— opened his een — muttered — and lo ! there was 
my gentleman sittin* on his dowp, and starin' at me as if I had been 
the deil. We got him carried up into the Gordon Arms — ^pit*n into 
the blankets — wi' bottles o* het water at his soles — and rubbed him 
owre wi' sawte, till he was as red as a labster. What'n a breakfast 
did na he devoor ! 

Vake, A true bill. 

North, Ah ! Gumey ! those were happy days in the Forest. How 
diflPerent now our doom ! 

Shepherd, You're no like the same man, sir. Oh ! but you were 
a buirdly auld carle in yon Peebles plush sportin' jacket, Galashiels 
tartan troosei*s, MoflFat hairy waistcoat, Hawick rig-and-fiar stockins, 
and Thirlstane trampers a* studded wi' sparables, that carried de- 
struction amang the clocks. On the firm sward you carried alang 
wi* you an earthquake — and as ye strode alang the marshes, how 
the quagmires groaned ! 

North. I stilted the streams in spate, James, as the heron stilts 
the shallows in midsummer drought. 

Shepherd. And noo ye hirple alang the floor like the shadow o' 
a hare by moonlicht, and you sit on your chair like a ghaist leanin' 
on its crutch ! 0-hon-a-ree ! 

North. James! 

Shepherd, Forgie me sir, but tenderness will tell the truth. Em- 
^bro' does na agree wi' you, sir. Pitch your perennial tent, sir, in 
the Forest, and you will outlive the crow. 

North {showing a toe). Are these spindle shanks ? 
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Shepherd, Frae the bottom o' my sowle I wuss they were — but, 
alas ! they are but wnnnlestraes ! The speeder wou'd na trust him- 
eell to what's sao slender — the butterfly wou'd fear to sit doon on 
sic a fragile prap. You're a wee, wizened, wrinkled, crunkled, bil- 
ious bit body, that the wund could carry awa* wi* a wajff. And a' 
the wark o' ae single month ! Come and keep your Christmas at 
least wi' your freens in the Forest — 

Tickler, Curse the country in winter. 

Shepherd. Wheesht — ^wheesht — wheesht! That's a fearsome 
sentiment. Eat in your words, su^ — eat in your words ; for though 
I ken you're no serious, and only want to provoke the Shepherd, I 
canna thole the thocht o' impiety toward the hoary year. 

Tickler, I am an idiot. Your hand, my dear James. 

Shepherd, There's them baith. 

North, This was the Shortest Day — ^you remember this year's 
longest day, James ] 

Shepherd, And wull till I dee ! 

North, It resembles some one or other of those Longest Days 
that, half a century ago, used to e<(shroud us in the imagery of some 
more celestial sphere than our waning life now inhabits — when, be- 
tween sunrise and sunset, lingeringly floated by what was felt in its 
bliss and beauty to be a whole Golden Age ! 

Shepherd, I shouldna hae been sorry to hae said that mysell, sir, 
for it's rather — ^verra — beautifu'; and the expression, while it is 
rich, is simpler than your usual style, which, I canna help thinking 
has a tendency to the owre-omate. 

North. You think no such thing, James. But let the foolish 
world persist in the utterance of any bit of nonsense, and even men 
of genius, in spite of their hearts, will begin to repeat the cry. 

Shepherd, I daursay you're richt. Tak Time, and stretch it out 
till it becomes an invisible line, and then is felt to break, yet shall 
ye not be able to lengthen out a day now into the endurance o' an 
Hour, 

" III life's morning march, when the spirit was young.' 

North, I recoil from the very imagination of those interminable 
day dargs of delight, wh^n earth's realities were all splendid as 
dreams, and yet dreams there were that extinguished even those 
lustrous realities, in which we took our seats upon thrones among the 
Sons of the Morning, and felt privileged in our pride to walk through 
the Courts of Heaven. 

Shepherd, But our verra dreams, sir, are dulled noo— on their 
breakm', we do not feel noo as we used to do then, as if fallen to 
eerth frae sky ! The warld o' sleep is noo but difierent frac the 
"wauken warld in being somewhat sadder, and somewhat mair con- 
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fused ; and ane cares but little noo, sir, about either lying doon or 
rising up, for some great change has been wrocht within the myste- 
rious chambers o' the brain and cells o* the heart, and life's like a 
faded flower, scentless and shrivelled, yet are we loath to part with 
it, and even howp against a howp that baith color and brightness 
may revive. But inexorable is the law o' the Dust. 

NorlJt, Cheer up— cheer up, James ! 

Shepherd. But you'll no let me — for your face is a' wintry-like as 
if it had never known a simmer smile. Lauch, sir-^lauch — and I'll 
do my best to be happy. 

Noi'th {siniling). Time and place are as nothing to a wise man. 
My mind my kingdom is — and there I am monarch of all I survey. 

Shepherd, Weel quoted. But is nae the Forest exceedin* fair ] 
and may na the joy o' imagination, broodin* open'-eyed on its saft 
silent hills — ^ilka range in itsell like a readyrmade dream — blend 
even wi' that o' conscience — till the sense o' beauty is felt to be 
almost ane wi' the sense o' duty, sae peacefu' is all around in 
nature, and all within the Shepherd's heart ! I felt sae last Sab- 
bath as we were comin' frae the kirk — for though the second Sab- 
bath o' November — a season when I've kent the weather wild — sae 
still was the air, and in the mild sun sae warm, that but I missed the 
murmur o' the bee, I could hae thocht it simmer, or the glimpsing 
spring. 

North. I have heard it said, my dear James, that shepherds and 
herdsmen, and woodsmen, and peasants in general, have little or no 
feeling of the beauty of Nature. Is that true ? 

Shepherd. It caima weel be true, sir, seein' that it's a lee. They 
hae een and ears in their heads, and a' the rest o' the* seven senses 
— and is't denied that they hae hearts and sowles 1 Only grant 
that they're no a' bom blin* and deaf — and that there's a corres- 
pondency at ween the outward and the inward warlds — and then be- 
lieve if you can that the sang o' a bird, and the scent o' a flower, 
or the smell o't, if it ha' nae scent, is no felt to be delightfti' by the 
simplest, ay, rudest heart, especially after a shower, and at the com- 
ing out o' the rainbow. 

North. Help yourself, my dear James. 

Shepherd. They dinna flee into raptures at rocks, like town folks, 
for that's a' folly or affectation ; nor weary ye wi' nonsense about 
sunrise and sunset, and clouds and thunder, and mist stealin' up the 
hills, and sic like clishmaclavers — ^but they notice a' the changes on 
nature's face, and are spiritually touched — believe me, sir — by the 
sweeter and the mair solemn — the milder or the mair magnificent — 
for they never forget that nature is the wark o' an Almighty hand 
—and there is nae poetry like that o' religion. 

North. Go on, James. 
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Shepherd. Is there nae description o' tlie beauty o' nature in tlie 
Bible ? All the Christian worla mair dearly loves the lily o* the 
field, for sake o* a few divine words. None but poor men now read 
the New Testament. By none — I mean too few — they who do 
chiefly live in niral places — and how can they be insensible to the 
spirit breathing around them from the bosom of the happy earth ? 

North, Go on, my dear James. 

Shepherd. Wha wrott a* our auld sangs ? Wha wi-ott a' the best 
o* our ain day ? In them is there nae love o' nature ? Wha sing 
them ? Wha get them by heart that canna sing ? Lads and las- 
sies o' laigh degree — ^but what signifies talkin' — only think on that 
ae line, 

" The Flowers o' the Forest are a' wede awa !" 

North, You need say no more, James. 

Shepherd, Simple folk, sir, never think o' expatiatin' on the 
beauties o' nature. A few touches suffice for them ; and the more 
homely and familiar and common, the dearer to their hearts. The 
images they think of are never far-fetched, but seem to be lying 
about their very feet. But it is affection or passion that gives them 
unwonted beauty in their eyes, and that beauty is often immortal- 
ized by Genius that knows not it is Genius — believing itself to be 
but Love — ^in one happy word. 

North. James, what is Beauty ? 

Shepherd, The feeling o* Pure Perfection — as in a drop o* dew, 
a diamond, or a tear. There the feeling is simple ; but it is com- 
plex-Bs you gaze on a sweet-brier arrayed by Mom in millions o' 
dew-draps — or on a woman's head, dark as night, adorned wi' dia- 
monds as wi'' stars — or on a woman's cheek, where the smile canna 
conceal the tear that has just fallen, in love or pity, frae her misty 
een, but the moment afore bright-blue as the heavenliest spot o' a 
the vernal skies. 

Tickler, Here come the oysters. 

{Enter Mr. Ambrose, ^c^Zi^, tmth more Natives.) 

Shepherd. What newspaper's that ? 

North. Bell's Life in London* — worth all the other Weeklies in 
a bunch —Examined, Spectator, Atlas, and the rest. 

Shepherd. Dinna say sae, sir. 

North. Well — I won't. Indeed, it is not true ; for the papers I 
have mentioned — though I hat6 their politics as I hate the gates of 
hell — are in much admirable — and the three ablest of the kind ever 
published in Britain. But " Bell's Life in London" is the best sport- 
ing paper that ever flourished, and will circulate all over the Island 

* Edited for mnny y^nrs by Vincent Dowlina: (who tVu^d in 1852) one of the best sportinj men 
in England, and an inrallible authority on nil matters connected with field or other sports. 
From his great height, he was called ** The Long Scribe/' There is cue such in every city. — M. 



IN THE SPORTING UNE. 863 

long after many a philosophical penny-wiseacre, that pretends to 
despise it, has gone the way of all flesh. 

Shepherd. Mair nor ane o' our fanners takes it in — and it used to 
be weel thoomb'd by your friend the Flying Tailor. Indeed, he 
had it filed for some years, and it brocht a great price at the sale o' 
his leebrary. Puir fallow ! wi' what pride he used to turn up the 
leaf in ane o' the files, containin' the account o' his beatin' Christo- 
pher North at hap-step-and-loup ! 

North, That's a he, James. Bell's Life in London had then no 
existence. 

Shepherd. Sae you confess he beat you ? 

North. It never was in his breeches — but I merely said, " that's 
a lie — Bell's Life in London had then no existence." We leapt, it 
is true 

Shepherd. And he beat ye a' to sticks. But what for said ye 
" that's a lie f I'm never sae rude. I only say, when you happen 
to deviate frae the truth, " that's a lee." Noo there's an essential 
difference atween thae twa words. " That's a lie" — pronounced in 
what tone you will — ^is aye felt to be rather insultin' ; " that's a 
lee"— especially if pronounced wi' a sort o' a lauch — is but a britli- 
erly intimation that you shou'd tak tent o' what you're sayin ; for 
that, if you do not, every body mayna choose to answer ye sae 
ceevilly, but may even impeach your veracity in direct terms. 

North. It is a Chronicle — and a fair, and faithful, and most ani- 
mated — of the manly amusements of the gentleman and the people 
of England — the Turf — the Chase — and all the sports and games 
of the field. 

Shepherd. It's a curious fact, sir, o* my idiosyncrasy 

North. Your what, James ? 

Shepherd. Na — catch me, after gettin' safely through a word o' 
sax syllables, tryin' the adventure again the same nicht. But it's a 
curious fact o' my peculiar conformation o' character, that I tak the 
intensest interest in reading about actions and events that I wou'd 
na gang a mile o* gate to see. There's horse-racin', on a regular 
coorse at Musselburgh, for purse, plate, or steaks. Naething to me 
mair wearisome in this wearisome world. 

North, The Caledonian Hunt ! 

Shepherd. There sit the leddies in the grand-staun, sae high up, 
that for ony thing you can tell they may a' hae bairds. 

North. Ho ! ho ! you never look at the race. 

Shepherd. The blaw o' the bonnets is bonny aneuch, and sae is 
a tulip-bed ; but if a man in a booth below bids ye admire the beauty 
in the pink pelisse, they hae a' pink pelisses, or purple anes, which 
is just the same thing ; and your een, after a' their glowerin', are just 
as likely as no to fa' on the blowzey face o' some auld dowa^e^. 
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TickUr, A just pnnjuhment. 

Shepherd, IVe seen some gaj bonny faces in the hired landaws 
alang the rapes— and the lasses in them are aye ready to gle a body 
a nod or a wink — bot sic vehicles, it seems, are no reckoned gen- 
teel, though fa' o' parasols. 

Tickler. They cannot possibly be vnlgar, James, if fall of 
parasols. 

^lepherd, I thocht he had been sleepin*. I ^e a penny for a 
bill, and try to mak oot the color o' the horses and their riders. 
Bat a's initials. Why no prent meres, geldings, staigs, fillies, colts, 
and the rest o' the rinnin' horses, at fall length, to prevent confiision ] 
I've compared them severally wi' the paper, ane after anither, as 
they cantered by the staon afore the start, and never yet cou*cl 
identify a single naig wi' his description. The uniform o' the jockies 
is even mair pnzzlin' — sae that the minute after layin' a croon, nae 
idea had I on what beast I hae betted, when aff they set, a haudin' 
in, as if the race was to be won by the hindmost, and I tell my 
neighbor to let me ken when they are be^nnin' to mak' play. 
North, That you may hedge ? 

Shepherd. I have aye had mair sense. For what's the use o' 
hedgin' on a green jacket when he comes in a black ane ? or on a 
black mere when she comes in a broon horse ? or cryin' " Crimson 
for a croon," meanin' bun that's a hundred and fifty yards afore a' 
the lave, when, aflter the heat, a wee wicket vretch, wi' long waist- 
coat and tap-boots, taps you on the shouther, and bauds oot his 
haun, swearing that Purple has won in a canter, and that him that 
was really Crimson had broke doon, and was limpin' by the dis- 
tance post ] 

North, On what principle do you make up your book ? 
Shepherd, What'nbook] 
North, Your bet-book. 

Shepherd, Catch me wi* a pocket-book o' ony kind on a race-gnin'. 
But the race was to hae been in heats. Ae horse wuns ae heat — 
and anither horse wuns anither — but never by ony accident him or 
her I was supposed to be bettin' on, though I was not ; and now, 
after a lang delay, and frequent ringin' o' bells, comes what a' men 
are justified in believing to be the heat decisive o' the stakes. Tlie 
horses do indeed seem most uncommon sleek and dry, and their 
colors not only to have brichtened up most uncommon, but to have 
undergone a great change — ^for, lo and behold ! an iron-gray and a 
chestnut, which I had never observed in the twa first heats — and, 
mair extraordinary still, and as appears to me no fair, five horses in 
the whole in place o' foure — that set a£F like a whurlwund ! I cry, 
" Purple a pound !" certain that I am takin the naig that wtin the 
last heat in a canter. The twa miles are ran in little mair than 
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tliree minutes — and the same wee wicket vretch wi' the lang waist- 
coast and tap-boots taps me again on the shouther, and handing out 
Lis open haun, swears that nae Jockey wore pnrple — and I discover, 
to my consternation, that this was a different race — atween different 
horses, wi* different riders — and for different stakes — for that the 
ither race was as gude as dune ; — fand there by-«and-by comes Pur- 
ple to canter the coorse by himsell, as the condition was heats'. 

North, Done brown, James, on both sides, like a bit of dry toast. 

Shepherd. 0' the twenty thousan* folk present, I dinna believe 
abune five hnnder ken, o' their ain knowledge, wha wuns or wha. 
loses a single stake. 

North, Your losses have soured you, James, with the Turf. 

Shepherd, I alloo my losses hae been considerable — for I canna 
bae lost at Musselburgh, during the last five yeais, less than five 
punds sterling. 

North, Per annum ? 

Shepherd. Heaven forbid ! A'thegither. Frae which you may 
deduct fifteen shillings won frae a lang clever chieP o* your acquaint- 
ance in spectacles — wha's sand-blin* — and mistook a bricht bay for 
a mouse color, and because he happened to hae a rat-tail. 

North, Well — \\ cannot be said, after all, that you have dearly 
purchased your experience and disgust. , 

Shepherd, I hae cheaply purchased my delicht i|i the turf. I 
tak in the New Sporting Magazine. 

North, That is right. So do I. The editor is a gentleman— of 
that his very name is an assurance — and he also is a scholar. 

Shepherd. And the Auld Sportin' Magazine too. 

North, That is right. So do I. I have taken it for nearly forty 
years ! Hambletonian and Diamond ! That was a race. Sir 
Joshua and Filho da Puta ! That was another. The first is now 
an old Btory — nor the second a new one — there were racers in those 
days. 

Shepherd, And are now. 

North, Plenipo ? Bah ! Bah ! Bah ! 

Shepherd, But, sir, wasna ye gaun to defend "Bell's Life in 
London" frae the charge o' blackguardism brocht lately against it 
by some writers, or writer, in the United Service Journal and the 
New Monthly Magazine ? 

North. J^oi I. I greatly admire both those periodicals — and 
have no wish (at present) to break a lance with any knight who 
chooses in those lists to challenge another adversary — and not me, 
who am known to be a man of peace. 

Shepherd. Knicht! Lance! 

North, Well — well— James — fight him yourself with a rung* 
But don't hit him on the head« 
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Shepherd. What for no 1 

North. You may guess. 

Shepherd. Ay — ay — I understand. Cari you comprehend, sir, 
the horror many worthy folk feel for fechtin' wi' the nieves ? 

North. I candidly declare that I cannot. The whole question, 
James, lies in a nut-shell. 

Shepherd. But a cocoa-nut-shell, sir. 

North. Well. The English have for ages chosen to decide their 
personal quarrels hy an appeal to the fist. 

Shepherd. It's the custom o* the kintra — a natural characteristic 
— a trate d* mainners — and I howp that a pastime sae truly popular 
will never he discountenanced hy them who love the people, and see 
in all their manly amusements an expression of the inhom energies 
o* the sons of Liberty. 

North. The fist is a national weapon, and always at hand. 

Shepherd. That's a truism. 

North. Nor though formidable, is it often fatal. 

Shepherd. A swurd's a deadly weapon — and still deadlier a dirk 
—but he would indeed be a coof that would say that the human 
haun' 

North. You have but to look at your knuckles to know that a 
knock-down blow must be a casualty of frequent occurrence during 
a fair stand-up fight between two powerful and courageous men — 
and most of the men of England are powerful — according to their 
length and inches — and all the men of England ai*e courageous as 
mastiffs, bull-dogs, game-cocks, or lions. 

Shepherd. Modem naturals assert the lion's a cooard. 

North. Modem naturals are idiots. 

Shepherd. I'm glad to hear ye say sae, sir, for I would be ashamed 
o' my country had she chosen to emblazon her banner wi' an animal 
that was a cooard. 

Inkier. 

" And in the vault of heaven serenely fair, 
The Lion's fiery mane floats through the ambient air." 

North. " Victorious Judah's Lion-Banner rose." 
Tickler. " Lord of the Lion-heart and eagle eye." 
Shepherd. Ye need na accumulate authorities, for a trae Tory, 
though he gies up the doctrine o' the divine richt o' human king's, 
haulds firm to the ancient faith, that by the fiat o' Him who created 
the dust 0* the desert, courage, the regal virtue, has his residence in 
the lordly heart o' the King o' Beasts. 

North. Gray, in the famous ode, speaks of the " Lion port" of 
Queen Elizabeth — ^for the poet thought of her addressing her heroes 
on the heart-rousing alarm of the Armada, and the image was chjur- 
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acteristic of the glorious bearing: of the Virgni Queen — ^for she was 
indeed a Lioness — worthy to nile over that race, of whom another 
poet has said, 

" Pride in their port, defiance in thoir eye, 
I see the lords of human kind pass by." 

Shepkerd. Ton's no the roar o* a cooard, sirs, when he puts his 
dreadfu* mooth to the grun*, and for miles roim' spreads sic a 
thundrous earthquake, that troops o' deers and antelopes are seen 
boundin* up frae the groanin* sands, and fear drives the whole desert 
aflight, frae the majestic auld male elephant, risin* up in his seraglio 
like a tower amang turrets, and trumpeting in terror that the lion is 
on his walk, up to the insignificant ape, incapacitated by a shiverin*- 
fit frae chatterin', and clingin' in desperation, not only wi* his paws 
but his tail, to the very tapmost twig o* a tree. 

North. People calling themselves Christians should be shy of 
applying the name *' brutal" to the actions of men — and these men 
Englishmen. The English are not a bnital race — ^yet they are a 
race of boxers. Sir Charles Bell* has written a treatise — the best 
of all the Bridgewater Treatises— except WhewelPs — on the Hand 
—and we happen to know that Sir Charles Bell, so far from think- 
ing that the Hand is degraded by being doubled up into a bunch of 
fives, and quick as light applied to the os frontis of Sampson 
Agonistes, delights in the heau ideal of a fist such as Jem Belcher's, 
and regards pugilism as one of the chief causes and effect of Brit- 
ish SPIRIT. 

Sheplierd, I like a fine manly fallow o' a philosopher that cares 
na about ae chiel gien anither chiel a clour on the head, but rather 
encourages them to set to, kennin' that the lettin' o' liquid in that 
way's far healthier than in ony ither, and that a dash on the nose, 
dispassionately considered, though it does for the time occasion a 
determination o' bluid to the heed, maun ultimately be a great reUef, 
especially to a man o' a sanguine temperament ; and unless a man 
be o' a sanguine temperament, tak ma word for't, he'll be nae great 
fechter. 

North, It seems, then, to be admitted on all hands, that the Eng- 
lish are the most courageous people in the world, and that they have 
chosen, of their own accord, to settle such disputes as cannot other- 
wise be settled, by the fist. He, therefore, who calls that custom a 

• Sir Charles Bell, the eminent anatomtPf, hnd hern Profespor of Sumory in Edinburgh Uni- 
versity, and went to renile in London, hi 1806. H.r<« i»M hrcninp. fii>t n leerurrr on anaoiuy nnd 
Bureui-y at the acHdt>my founded hy Willinm and John Hunter, iiu'l pu!>s<'quf'nrly » Picifessor of 
thelloyal Collf'ge of iSurgeons. Whenever or whero\>'r h^• l».c!nrod. rh • lienches wnro rrowde*! 
with attentive auditors. He published many professional wo ks of li'uli charnct- r, but is cliipfly 
esteemed for discoveries in connection with the ueivons hy^xtu\„ W'lliHm IV. Icn'ghtf'd him. 
One of the Bndgewat«»r Treatises was his production. Hedi d in IBl'J, >ind his widow, who wjui 
left ia distresaod drcumstaaces, lu» been put on the p'uisiou Itat. — M. 
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eowardlj cnstoin, should be kicked out of thb uJand as a calumm- 
ator of the character of the inhabitants. 

Shepherd. The sea would spew him back. 

North. I laid emphasis, James, on the words British spirit, and 
I lay emphasis on the words fair play. 

Voice, I have underlined them both— capitals — sir. 

Shepherd, That cretur's vice gars me a' grue. 

North, Gumey is an Englishman — a pretty sparrer with the gloves 
—and for his weight 

Shepherd, For his wecht ! He can be nae wecht — ^nae heavier 
than his bowk in air. 

North. Fair play is a synonyme for Honor and Humanity. 
Often in hot, seldom in bad blood, the challenge is given and ac- 
cepted— -the booths stand tentless, and the wake forms a ring on the 
village green, a circle perfect as sun or moon, with a pleasant halo 
symptomatic of a squall, soon to be succeeded by a calm. The men 
strip and meet at the scratch — ^toe to toe — face to face — eye to eye 
— and as they shake hands — ^anger subsides into resolution — and 
hatred — ^if such a passion could for a moment possess an English 
yokel's breast — expires in the generous glow that warms his heart 
and illumines his countenance as he inwai'dly says — " now, it will be 
seen which is the better man." They set to— and after a meiTy 
battle of half-an-hour, a hit on the jugular, or a cross-buttock, gives 
the victory to our friend with the red whiskers. In five minutes, 
the man who lost the fight feels himself not a whit the worse — the 
conqueror treats him and his second to a gallon of cider — and dur- 
ing the evening you see them both figuring in the same dance, with 
faces that would shame the rainbow. 

Shepherd, Freens for life — ^nay brithers — ^for they inveet ane ani- 
ther to ane anither's houses, and mutually marry ane anither's sisters. 

North. Fair play, which I have rightly called Honor and Human- 
ity, could not thus prevail among any people — ^not even the English 
— without the aid of laws. Therefore laws were enacted — in the 
spirit and letter of justice — and these are the Laws of the Ring. 
They are few and simple — in theory and in practice equally sanc- 
tioned by nature — and fonn a code purer and higher far than was 
ever fabricated by Vattel, Puffendorf, or Grotius. 

Shepherd, International law — that is, the law o' nations — seems 
to me nae better than a systematized and legalized scheme o' rape, 
robbery, piracv, incendiarism, and murder. 

North. Quite correct. Such combats, thus guarded by laws 
passed by the people, keep alive the sentiments in which the laws 
originated ; and thus in England we see the working of a Spirit of 
Laws that was beyond the experience, and above the comprehen- 
Bion of President Montesquieu. 



I 
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Shepherd, Tickler's sleepin'. 

North, Thus no man need fight at all unless he chooses — and no 
man need figlit a moment longer than he chooses — and hence are 
the English — in the boxing counties — the least quarrelsome of the 
nations of Europe. 

Shepherd, The boxin' coon ties ? 

North, Yes, James, the boxing counties. Unfortunately, in some 
of the northern counties, Thjb Laws of the Ring are unknown — 
and the up-and-down system — savage as in Kentucky — prevails to 
an extent that may well make a Briton blush black while he weeps. 
What maimings and murderings then befall ? More loss of life and 
limb in one year than over all the rest of England in twenty, in fair 
stand-up fight — though who will say that the men of the North are 
not naturally as brave as their brethren who live under better laws 
— and with whom, as I said, fair play is4ionor and humanity ? 

Shepherd, That's deceesive. 

North, Juries in vain threaten capital conviction — judges in vain 
declare capital conviction shall certainly be followed by execution— 
but evil customs are the most inveterate — they laugh at penal law, 
and defy its terrors — and at every assize the calendar is crammed 
with the names, and the prison with the bodies of such criminals— 
must I say the word — when speaking of Englishmen ] — I must — 
with ruffians. 

Shepherd. Nefawrious. 

North, Thus far I have been speaking the sentiments df the 
wisest man I ever had the happiness to know — I need not say the 
humanest too ; but there are fools — and I suspect that eke are they 
— ^who, while they have not the audacity to libel the whole people, 
nor choose to have their own filthy lick-spittle blown back in their 
faces from the 

" Bold peasantry, their country's pride,'* 

assembled at rural feast, and fair, and festival, all over merry Eng- 
land — squirt their venom, like toads from holes, at the London 
King, and seem to suppose that the Legislature will listen to the 
croak of incarcerated reptiles. 

Shepherd, Taeds is the only leevin cretur I canna thole. 

North, Extinguish the Ijondon Ring and you extinguish all the 
Kings in England. In it the laws aie settled as in a Court of 
Judicatory of the last resort. In it the best men contend — London 
against all England, and all England, with London against the 
world. The provinces look up to the capital in all things — ^West- 
minster Hall, St. Stephens, Covent Garden, Moulsey Hurst. What 
a people of pettifoggers we should be, were there no woolsack 
softly soliciting the sitting-down thereon of an Eldon, a Lyndhurst^ 
Vol. v.— 24 
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or a Vanx ! WLat odd oratory would be ours, if there were no 
grander field for its display than the Green of Glasgow, by Glas- 
gow's gander cackled and hissed over from the Calton to the Goose- 
dubs ? In provincial towns the genius of Kemble and Cook and 
Kean would have fretted and strutted it« little hour in vain ; and but 
for the London Ring, pitched on fair Moulsey Hurst, by Thames's 
silver side, no such glorious title would have been known as " Cham- 
pion of England" — and Jem Belcher gone down to the grave with- 
out his fame. 

Shepherd, You give me much pleasure, Mr. North. 

North, I am speaking, my dear James, of mere amusements — 

Shepherd. Mere amusements — such is the word — o' the people 
are no' to be shackled on licht gruns — much less put down by the 
arm o' the law. 

North. Good. In this hard-working world, the people are enti- 
tled to their amusement — the sweeteners of life and solders of soci- 
ety — and they wiU have them, James, in spite of cant, hypocrisy, 
fmd falsehood — never rifer than now in the spite of the mean malig- 
nants, never before so numerous or so noisy, who, in utter ignorance 
of the nobility of their nature, would shear away the privileges of 
the people — and by a base outciy against gin-drinking, and Sabbath- 
breaking, and dancing, and wrestling, and cudgeUing, and boxing — 
which are huddled together — with many more — as equal and kin- 
dred enormities — and made crimes at all but by liars' license and 
liars* logic — ^would fain persuade us that Albion is a sink and sewer 
— ^filled with the foul vices of slaves — ^the scum of the earth — 
whereas all the wide world knows that 

" Though 8ume few gpols be on her flowing robe 
Of stateliest beauty," 

she is worthy still to wear the title she won of yore, and is crowned 
still with her towery diadem — Queen of the Sea. 

Shepherd. There's a flicht ! 

North, A person in Parliament — ^if the reporters are to be trusted 
—and they seldom misrepresent any man — some months ago rose 
up in a sudden fit of humanity, justice, and religion, and vehemently 
asked if the House would take no steps in consequence of a Murder 
that had lately been perpetrated under circumstances of peculiar 
atrocity at Andover. I forget whether he uttered these words be- 
fore or after the trial. If before the trial, then he cmelly and impi- 
ously prejudged the case of a fellow-citizen and a fellow Chris- 
tian—whose life he believed was at stake -far wickeder behaviour 
than if I were now — with Guniey at work in tlie closet — to de- 
nounce any M. P. as a dishonest man, supposing that his conduct 
had ever been subjected to such a charge, and before he could refute 
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that charge, tell all Europe that he was a swindler. If after the 
trial, then he not only lied against an hinocent man, but libelled 
jury, judge, and law ; for Owen Swift, so far from liaving been con- 
victed of murder under circumstances of peculiar atrocity, was found 
guilty of manslaughter under circumstances of peculiar alleviation— 
and his conduct all through the unfortunate fight with his antagonist 
Anthony Noon — the Pocket Hercules — and especially towards its 
close, when Swift refrained from striking him — and seconds, bottle- 
holders, umpire, referee, and all the ring, did what they could to pre- 
vent that poor fellow from rushing in — was declared, by as enlight- 
ened a judge as ever dignified the seat of justice. Judge Patteson, 
to have been " fair, manly, and hwnane /" 

Shepherd. He'll be a Sant— a crocodile. 

North. Saint, crocodile, or shark, he is one of your speakers at 
meetings in Free Masons* Hall in the cause of humanity — and while 
he would have wept to flog a negro convicted of setting fire to a 
plantation, seemed in haste to hang a white for an off'ence which, 
notwithstanding the lamentable result, was pronounced by the com- 
mon i^nse of the people of England one of the lightest in the calen- 
dar at that assize. 

Shepherd. I can excuse occasional inconsistency in politics, for 
nae mortal man is aboon the influence o' party speerit, and selfish- 
ness will at times sway the maist upright ; but in penal legislation I 
can conceive naething mair wicked — because naething mair cmel — 
than to deal out undue severity o* punishment to particular offences, 
while we let ithers as bad, or far waur, gang free — legislating noo 
in a tender, and noo in a truculent speerit, and thus showing that 
your guides and monitors are no at a' times that reason and that 
conscience to which you avow before the public ye are aye, under 
religion, humbly obedient, but just as aften prejudices, and bigotries, 
and wilfulnesses, and blindnesses o' bii*th and breeding, at biddin* 
o' which, instead o' temperin' justice wi* mercy, you harden mercy 
into a mood misnamed o* justice, and thereby are seen ae day fentin 
at the sicht — ^na the thocht— o' the shed din' o' the bluid o* the 
maist atrocious criminal who may hae outlawed and excommunicated 
himseP frae human nature by some horrid ack, and are heard neist 
day, imprecatin' the last human punishment on some unfortunate 
fellow, who, after having been severely beaten in a fair fight, has 
happened, not only contrary to his own wish, but against his own 
will, to cause the death o' his too obstinate antagonist. Sic Justice 
is no blin', but she squints, and wi' sic obliquity o* visions she mauna 
be trusted wi' the swurd in her haun\ 

North. I have walked over the beautiful fields of England 

Shej)herd. The boxing counties. 

North. and mixed familiarly with all grades of life — hot 
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never with disreputable society, liigb, middle, or low — and never 
did I receive a wanton insult from any man. 

Shepherd, Nor ever, I'm sure, sir, gied ane. 

North, Never. I have seen many a turn-up, and some pitched 
battles among the yokels ; and though one or two were rather too 
sanguinary for my taste, no serious mischief was done ; and I pro- 
nomice the English — with the exception of the barbarous practice 
already lamented and censm^ed — a most peaceable people — a nation 
of humane heroes. I-.et no legislators, then, by their busy inter- 
meddling with the national customs, endanger the stability of the 
national character. It would be sad and ludicrous indeed if John 
Bull were to be emasculated by Miss-Molly ism. • Let the Miss Mol- 
lies wear stays and be thankful — no one expects them to strip. 

" Let Dnres beat Entellus bluck and blue,*' 

while the feebles and the fribbles paint their cheeks after their own 
fashion, and knit purses. Away with the wishy-washy school of 
sentiment in which a knock-down argument is thought of with the 
same hoiTor as a knock-down blow ! It might be cruel perhjips to 
impale such insects, and pin them down on paper, but not to brush 
them away ; yet, if they will persist in biting, the midges must be 
murdered at last. 

Shepherd, I can forgie a' creturs o' that kind, but no the blus- 
terin' fallows that ca' a* folk blackguards wha happen to like to look 
■ arttfft^men fechtin', and extend their abuse to a' athletics what- 
somever, as if the powers o' the body were na intended to be brocht 
intil play for our amusement and pastime as weePs the powers o* 
the mind. 

North. All athletic sports are neariy allied — ^they all flourish to- 
gether — with the commonalty in England, boxing is the guardian 
of them all'; and I do not hesitate to affirm, that even cricket- 
matches — that glorious game — would not be, among what are 
rightly called the lower ranks, the bloodless contests they now are, 
were it not for the operation of the ever-present principle of Fair^ 
Play, which in all matters of amusement reigns in England, and 
derives its permanent power from, and makes its ultimate appeal to, 
the practice of the Ring. 

Shepherd. I've heard there are desperate battles at the Hurlin 
Matches in Ireland. 

North. I love and admire the Irish. But what think ye, James 
of O'Connell holding up his hands in horror at the death of one 
English pugilist before the superior prowess of his honorable ana 
humane antagonist in single combat, and vowing before heaven that 
he would bring in a bill to amend the law of England and the char- 
•ctor of the men of England — ^by making such manslaughter in all 
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cases murder ! He who, in Ireland, would indict capitally magis- 
trate or policeman, for having been compelled to act in defence of 
their own lives, or the Hves of others murderously attacked by an 
organized army of infuriated madmen, indiscriminately knocking 
out the brains of men, women, and children, with stones and staves 
— ^treading their flesh into the mire — driving their adversanes — 
adversaries from some senseless feud of which the parties know 
neither the origin nor the cause — ^into a lake or river — and not 
only seeing them drowning and drowned without pity — ^but fright- 
ening away the boats that went to rescue the battered wretches from 
death! 

Shepherd, Alas ! for Ireland. 

North, From the depth of my heart a voice responds — alas ! for 
Ireland. 

ShepJierd, Can naething, think ye, sir, be dune for her— the Gem 
o* the Sea ? 

North, It would seem to require the touch of some angePs hand 
— ^not to burnish up the gem, for it is green as any emerald — not to 
wipe away the stains of blood that often ruefully redden the ver- 
dure when at its brightest — ^but to heal the heart-wounds and the 
soul-sores, from which the poison flows — and which seem incurable 
by human skill, festering, and inflaming, and mortifying, till on all 
hands are misery, madness, and death.* 

Shepherd, Strang — Strang — Strang. 

North. Words weak as water. Two murders a-day ! 

Shepherd. Wha are the murderers 1 

North. Almost all Catholics. 

Shepherd. The murdered ? 

North. Almost all Catholics. 

Shepherd, It canna be their rehgion. 

North, God forbid I should say it was their religion. 

Shepherd. What can be the cause ? 

North, The wickedness of the heart, infuriated by superstition. 
The horrid delusion has been long gathering over tlieir conscience, 
till it has become black as night — and now the eye of the soul — as 
Conscience has been called — sees not the sanctity of the house of 
life — and hands break through its walls — without pity and without 
remorse. 

Shepherd. But their priests pray and preach against all such vio- 
lation o' the first great law o* Nature — they are humane men — and 
withhold absolution from sinners who come to the confessional dipped 
and dyed up to the elbows in blood. 

* The Inte Sir Uhrc Coffin, n British Admiral (of Americnn descent) excited a latigh In the 
Bouse of Commons, on one occasion, by declarinff that ** the only wny tt) pacify Jrelnnd was to 
put her under witter tor four-Hud-twenty hours?' It was stranj^ that, yeam aftoi wards, ho 
■boold meet his own death by drowning.— Id. 
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North. Of that I know nothing. But this I know, that if the 
priests have done their dntj, there must he something more dread- 
ful in man*8 heart than was ever revealed to mj own even in the 
delirious dreams of god-forsaken sleep. 

Shepherd, Oh, sir ! 

North, I take the hint, and cease. 

Shepherd, I did na mean, sir, to stap yon — hat to induce yon to 
strike a less fearsome key — for that ane jarred my heartstrings and 
my hrain — and I was growing sick. 

North, Down with the Church is the cry. 

Shepherd. And I'm no surprised that it is — for the Church does 
na de8er\'e to stann when sic atrocities are rife heneath its shelter 
or its shadow, and prosper among the services of its most faithful 
and devoted Ministers. I never liked the Popish Church ; but then, 
to be sure, I am a Protestant — and, what is worse, a Presbyterian 
bigot. 

North, Down with the Protestant Church in Ireland ! — ^that is 
the cry.* 

Shepherd, Fools. 

North, Madmen — and worse than madmen. Knowledge is Pow- 
er — Knowledge is Pleasure — ^Knowledge is Wealth — ^Knowledge is 
Virtue — ^Knowledge is Happiness — 

Shepherd. Oh ! that it were ! and earth in time might be an im- 
age of Heaven in Eternity ! 

North, Hymns and odes — ^had I the genius — ^would I sing in 
praise of Knowledge — for from Heaven descended the voice that 
said, " Know thyself." 

Shepherd. Try. 

North, No — dumb am I at those divine words — as in presence 
of a spirit — as in hearing of a spirit's voice. The minds of men 
were kindled — and lo ! the Reformatiox dawned, and in that dawn 
was disclosed the true aspect of the skies. And scorn we now that 
light — now that it has climbed high up in heaven, and far and wide 
spread the blessing of meridian day ? 

Shepherd, Sir? 

North. Tith es — tithes — tithes — abuses — abuses — abuses — are 
now the watchword and reply. And by whom are they yelled ? 

* The Irish Inw^estahlinhed Protectant Church, imni'»nsnly wi^althy, h«d connpnraHvi^j f»»w 
merabtTS, the hulk of thfi nnrion hulling n different, hikI, ind'H»«i, a hos-fle faith. Th« Conscnra. 
tives clHimed that the Irish Church slumld nut be iiitnrr»rpd with :— The moderate Roformeri 
urged that, nfter all fifceaaary eccl»*sia8tieal purp-isi-a had he«'n provided for, the furplua shoaM 
be applied to public education ; — th<f ulrra-Libi'rals (U'inanded tliat the Church property should 
be wholly coiiti^cated for the bt^n'^fit of th<' Srnte, every man p'tyin<i \m own pastor, on the toI- 
untary Hystfrn : — the Ministry eletrrrd a middle course, giviiiir ^atiitaciion to none. They lent 
(wlmt finally became a gilt> the sum of £1,000.000 to the Iiiflh clerjiy, in lion of the arrears of 
tithes which the Catholics rtifusod to pay, and ihey abolished two Arch-bishoprics and ten bish- 
oprics, but declined pushing the measure for appropriating the gr at surplus Chur^ revenue to 
poM* not purely ecclesiasticHl. — M. 
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Not by poor, naked, hungiy, ignorant, misconstnicted, superstitious 
savages alone — nor by the fierce and reckless agitators that drive 
them Into convulsions — for then we could understand the folly we 
deplored, and the wickedness we abhorred — ^but by men holding the 
Protestant faith — of which the cardinal belief is — that all good 
which man can enjoy on earth must be generated by the light of 
the Christian religion — and that that light is in the Bible as in a Sun. 

Shepherd, It's an awfu' thing to think o' wide districts, sprinkled 
wi' touns and villages, and clachans, and thousands o' single houses, 
a' crowded wi' human beings, and no' ane o' them, for fear o' divine 
displeasure, suffered to read the Word o' God ! 

North, Dismal. And in that land a war waged against Protes- 
tantism by Christian statesmen ! The Protestant Church is the 
cause of all this darkness, all this distraction, all this guilt ! There- 
fore, let its altars be desecrated — ^its ministers despoiled — its sei-vi- 
ces destroyed — ^its pride brought low with all its towers — and that 
meek, humble, and holy faith substituted and restored, which dif- 
fused peace and good-will to men, wide as day, from the Seven 
Hills on which it sat so long enthroned in simplicity, and as with an 
angel's voice did " indicate the ways of God to man !" 

Shepherd. I wush you was Prime Minister. 

North, What, in place of Lord Melbounie ? 

Shepherd, Wha's he ? I never hecrd o' him afore. 

North. Nay, James. Stanley and Graham — 

Shepherd, I've read some o' their speeches — 

North, —ought to have seen long before they did that their 
colleagues were a gang of church-robbers.* I have always admired 
both the men — but I cannot comprehend how they, eagle-eyed, 
were stone-blind to what was visible to the very moles. 

Shepherd. They had unwittingly been hoodwinked — but as for 
moles being blin', you would hear a different story were you to ask 
the worms. 

North. Therefore they resigned — and all the church-robbers in 
the kingdom shouted aloud for joy. 

Shepherd. What think ye, sir, made Lord Grey resign ? Was it 
a voluntary descent or a forced fa' ] 

North. A little of both. 

Shepherd. I did na see your name, sir, in the list o' stewards- 
was you at the great Grey Denner ? 

North. Sir, Eh? What? 

Shepherd. But tell me — though you was na there — was it a fail- 
ure or a succeed ? 

* Mr. Stanley, Sir Jamet GrHhain, and the Duke of Richmond, members of the Reform Min- 
istry, resigned office mther than acced>? to the proposal tor appropriation of surplus Church 
proper^, lu Ireland, to secular purposes. — M. 
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North. Macli foDj and falsehood, I am sony to say, all partiefl 
are guilty of, in describiog Political Meetings got up by their adver- 
saries; and so far from thinking that we Conservatives are less 
liable to the charge than the Destructives, be they Whigs or Radi- 
cals, I shall not be surprised to see myself taken to task, by the 
low-fijing Tories, for declaring that in my opinion, the Edinburgh 
Dinner to Lord Grey was, on the whole, honorable to him, and 
creditable to our reformers. 

Tickler, On the whole ! Reformers ! 

North. With ten points of scomM admiration, if you please — for 
I do not believe that a greater mass of ignorance, prejudice, bigotry, 
stupidity, and vulgarity, were ever collected together under one 
roof. 

Shepherd. Dinnayel 

Tickler (roused). Dishonesty and malignity. 

North. Two-thirds of the two thousand five himdred males there 
assembled were of the lowest intellectual grade, and in the meanness 
of their moral nature, into which not one ennobluig sentiment has 
ever been inspired by education or experience, incapable of compre- 
hending any one of the great principles on which is founded the 
stability of a constitution in Church or State. 

Shepherd. Ye're speakin' o' the Radicals. 

North. No. Of the blind leading the blind — their name is Legion, 
for there are many — and not a few Radicals are among them — ^but 
far the greater number are Whigs. 

Tickler. In Edinburgh there are ten Whigs for one Radical in 
good society 

Shepherd. What ca' ye gude society ? 

North. I presume the society of honest men. 

Tickler. Right. But, as regards our argument, James, I mean 
by good society, the society of honest men of the middle ranks — for 
below that I fear most men at present suppose that they are Radi- 
cals — and I presume there were not many of that class at the dinner 
to Lord Grey. 

Shepherd. They had mair sense than to get up a guinea for a 
cauld denner and a bottle o* cork*d port. 

North. Eight hundred men — I calculate on data not to be denied 
by any one acquainted with Scotland — ^were present at that dinner, 
worthy to welcome to Scotland, and to Edinburgh, any Statesman. 

Tickler. I agree with you, Noi-th. You and I do not lay any 
great stress on what is called the nobility and gentry present on 
that occasion — for they, though respectable, were sparse — but with- 
out excluding such sprinklings — and acknowledging with pleasure 
the high character of the Noble Chairman — Ave declare that the 
strength of the assemblage lay in those citizens who had either 
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raised themselves from a humble condition to what is rightly called 
a high — or added lustre to the condition in which they happened to 
have been born — by tlieir own moral and intellectual worth— or by 
the endowment of genius. 

Shepherd, Genius ? 
. North. Yes, genius. Henry Cockbum — now a Judge — which I 
am glad of — did not, to be sure, write the Queen's Wake — nor is 
Sir Thomas Dick Lauder the Editor of Blackwood's Magazine — nor 
did Andrew Skene write Adam Blair — ^nor Andrew Rutherford the 
Lights and Shadows of Scottish Life — nor liobert Jamieson the 
Trials of Margaret Lindsay — but have they not done far more diffi- 
cult things — ^if not as good, or better ? And think ye that the same 
powers that have raised them (the Painter and Poet of the great 
Morayshire Floods, out of politics, is one of ourselves, James, and 
though we need not vail our bonnets to him, we wear them in his 
presence but as equals*) to the highest eminence in law, might not, 
if directed into that pleasanter channel have won them as high a 
place in literature ? 

Shepherd, No in poetry, sir, no in po 

Tickler, Poo upon poetry ! Fire away, Kit. 

North, The educated classes in Scotland— and I allow a wide 
latitude to the term educated — were much divided on the question 
of reform. All true Conservatives abhorred the bill — many — ^nay, 
all moderate Whigs — feared it in much — and tlie wildest disliked 
some of its most improvident provisions — it was welcomed in its 
reckless radicalism but by the Destructives. 

Shepherd, Tmth uttered by Wisdom. 

Inkier, Therefore not even the eighth hundred could have 
been unanimous in their approbation of the statesmanship of Lord 
Grey. 

North. No, indeed. Not even had they been all the most violent 
of Whigs ; but of the six hundred Whigs worthy the name — for I 
skim away the scum — a half at least had all their lives — as you 
well know. Tickler — deprecated such refonn — a quarter of them at 
least had long abjured its principles — while the remaining fourth^ 
with the exception of such men as Mr. Greenshiels, and a few 
other grave enthusiasts — ^men of talent and virtue^were either 
worthy old fogies, who took a pride in seeing doctrines triumphant 
in their age, which they had vainly battled for in a pedantic war 
of words in their youth, or worthy young fogies, whom — as I do 
not wish to be personal — I shall not name at a Noctes — follow- 
ing in their train, and fondly imagining themselves all the while 
to be leaders— or unworthy, young fogies — ^yet still of reputable 
character 

• Sir T. D. Lauder.— Bl 
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Tickler, Yawp for the loaves and fishes. 

Shepherd. And what say ye o* the respectable Radicals ? 

North, Of the eight hundred, they may have composed about 
two; and though I do not well know what they would be at, I do 
know that, if they speak the truth, they now think very little of 
Lord Grey. 

Tickler. I think, North, you may, in round numbers, say a thou- 
sand. For a half-a-dozen from this place — and: half-a-score from 
that — and so on in proportion to the size of the clachan — having 
no political principles at all — ^but entertaining a certain vague admi- 
ration of what are called liberal opinions — and admirers in a small, 
but not insinc«i-e way, of something they choose to call consistency 
— and having been assured by the wise men of the village, well 
read in Annual Registers, that Lord Grey carried into effect the 
same plan of reform in 1831 that he had advocated in 1792 — at 
great inconvenience, considerable expense, and some danger, came 
on outside places by heavy coaches to the great Grey dinner, and 
astonished their families on their return with descriptions of the 
Immense Wooden Erection, and the great lustre from the Theatre- 
Royal, dependent from the. centre of the roof, and lighted with gas 
by pipes laid on purpose in cuts from the main conduit — a Fairy 
Palace ! 

North. My friend Hamilton is a man of skill, taste, and genius ; 
and I am told the Pavilion was beautiful. 

Shepherd. Was the denner really in great part devoor'd afore 
Yearl Grey took his seat by the side o' your worthy freend, the 
Lord Provost ? 

Tickler. Not in great part devoured, James. The enemies of the 
Church began collecting their tithes. Perhaps a dozen tongues, as 
many howtowdies, half a score hams, two or three pigeon and some 
fifty mutton-pies were gobbled up without grace — and I believe a 
few buttocks of beef met with the same premature fate ; but there 
was nothing like a general attack — and I wish that to be known 
in England, for the credit of my countrymen. 

Shepherd. Abstinence under sic circumstances did them immor- 
tal honor — ^for imitation and sympathy are twa o' the strangest 
active principles in human nature; and the wonder is, that in ten 
minutes they did no soop the board. Cry " Fire" in a crooded kirk, 
and the congregation treads and chokes itsell to death in makin' 
for the doors. Cry " Fa' to" in a crooded Pavilion, and at the first 
clatter o* knife and fork on the trencher, what cou'd hae been ex- 
pected but that twa thoosand five hunder Reformers would hae been 
ruggin* awa at fish flesh, and fule, afore they discovered that it was 
a false alarm ? 

Tickler. The justification is complete. 
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Shepherd, Besides, tliem *liat did fasten on the vittals— by your 
account few in number — perhaps no abune a bunder or twa — havin' 
been in the open air a' day, assistin' at the Procession, maun hae 
been desperate hungry — and few temptations are waur to resist than 
a sappy ham * Whigs, too, are great gluttons 

North, We Tories again are epicures. 

Shepherd, As may be seen at a Noctes, where we eat little, but 
very fine. 

North, I cannot charge my memory with a case of ante-benedie- 
tion gluttony at a great public Conservative dinner. Can you, 
James ? 

Shepherd, I never hear the grace at a great public denner — 
though I sometimes ^ee an auld body at a distance haudin' up his 
haun — but I certainly canna charge my memory wi' ony instance 
o' ony pairt o* ony Christian company consumin' tongues, how- 
towdies, hams, pigeon and mutton-pies, and buttocks o' beef, afore 
the arrival o' the guest in whase honor, and in whase presence, it 
was intended the denner should be devoor'd — to say naething o' his 
participation. Sic behaviour is in fact mair like beasts than men — 
and I dinna believe ony thing like it ever took place even in a doug- 
kennel. Jowlers are vorawcious brutes, but they sit on their hurdies 
wi* waterin' chaps, till the whupper-in or the huntsman gies the 
signal — or cries, Soss ! Soss ! Soss ! and then with one accord the 
canines crunch their cracklines. 

North, Lord Grey spoke well — ^his demeanor was dignified — and 
he was listened to and looked at — as he deserved by his friends^ 
with respect and admiration. 

Shepherd, By you ? 

North, My dear Shepherd, I was not there — but I had an ac- 
count of the evening from a Whig friend, on whose face I never can 
look without believing that he is a Tory. To my mind, Lord Grey 
disgraced himself by his vile misrepresentation of the sentiments 
that had been lately expressed by many distinguished Irish Prot- 
estants, lay and clerical^ respecting the state of the Church and its 
affairs — and they are closely interwoven with the vital interests of 
the whole community — sentiments honorable to their character as 
men, and perfectly consistent with all Christian charities — but the 
expression of which had been grossly falsified by base reporters, 
who had been exposed by the calumniated to universal scorn. In 
this Lord Grey showed obstinate ignorance, at once comtemptible 
and hateful ; and on reading it, I covered my face with my hands 
to hide the burning blushes of shame that tingled there for sake of 

* A great dinner was given to Lord Grey, at; Edinburgh, in the antumn of 1834, at which 
Brougnnm, Duiham, and other leadinir HIhthI-j were present The greater portion of the Tinnds 
were eaten up, by the hungry ticket-purchuseri^, before the guestd had eotered the pavilion J* M. 
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Lord Bronglmni, who chimed in with* the peevish and malignaut 
reproach — while he had the brazen assurance to declare, that he 
had heard then for the first time of the shocking outrage, by fierce 
Protestant bigotry, ofi the meek Popish spirit of love — for that he, 
forsooth, had not read the sevenpenny newspapers for some time 
back — an absurd and indeed incredible inconsistency in the grim 
genitor of the Twa-Bawbee Magazine.* 

Shepherd, Me and Hairy Brumm's great freens, and batin' your- 
sell, sir, he*s the grandest companion I ken, either in a mixed com- 
pany o* ordinar dimensions, or at a twa-haun* crack. He seems tx) 
hae made a kind o* triumphal progress or procession through Scot- 
land in a post-chaise, and nae doot occasionally fowre horses ; and I 
was glad to see for my ain sake, that the Lord Chancellor received 
the freedom o* the same burgs that, twenty years sin' syne, had con- 
ferred that honor on me for the Queen's Wake. 

• Tickler, Scotland has reason to be proud of your friend, James ; 
for with her he passed his brilliant youth, and within the walls of 
our own College, and of our own old Parliament House, was first 
seen fitfully shining that mental fire which ere long burst into so 
bold and bright a blaze, and illumined his high career in the Eng- 
lish Courts of Law, and the greatest Legislative Assembly in the 
world. 

Shepherd, He was a real orator. 

TicJcler, He led the Commons — and had no equal but Canning. 

North, He never led the Commons, and he was no match for 
Canning. 

Shepherd, What ails the Times at Hairy Brumm ? 

No7'th. Hang me if I know. 

Shepherd. They'll no be able to rin him doon, sir. 

North, The Times hits hard — fights at points — is good with both 
hands — ^up to all the manoeuvres of the London Ring — always in 
tip-top condition — and in a close seldom fails in getting the fall 
either by back-lock or cross-buttock. He can lick all London dai- 
lies — though some of them are strong wiry chaps — and ve^ ugly 
customers — all but the Standard — and the fine science and great 
strength of the Standard have given him the championship of the 
press.t 

Shepherd. They say the Times fechts booty ? 

North, They who said so lied — ^he is above a bribe — and by his 
own power purchases his own gold. But there are other passions 
besides the "ami sacra fames"^-other devils besides Mammon. 

* Bawbee— ti yenwj (or two cont) honep thf nn'no hrre givrn to tho Penny Mrgaz'.n^ pxil.llahed 
by the tiocit^ry for the DitfUfion ot UseJul Knowledge, of which Broughitni was louudcr and 
pfi Idpiit. — M. 

■ \ Of the Tory press ;— not olhei-wise.— M. 
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Shepherd, I weel ken that. There's Belial — and there's Beelzo- 
bub — and there's Lucifer — and there's 

North. These three are sufficient — ^you need not mention any- 
more — and they are all gentlemen of the press. 

Shepherd, And a' against Hairy Brumm ? 

North, Certainly not — unless they have lost all regard for con 
sistency of character. Lucifer and he are friends for Hfe. 

Shepherd, I smell brimstone. 

Tickler, Merely candle-snuflFl One cannot choose but smile, to 
hear the Times telling how he patronized, Brougham, and made him 
Lord Chancellor of England. Yet the boast is not without truth. 
The Press was a powerful auxiliar to his own great power — and in 
his favor the Times for years led the Press. It ^ut down his foes 
— it cleared his way — it cheered him on — ^it " bound his brows with 
victorious wreaths;" and now that "the winter of its discontent" 
hath come — the question is, will it have the force of frost or blight 
to wither them ? 

Shepherd, Na. 

North, But it is base in Brougham to abuse the Press, merely 
hecause it now abuses him ; for, during all the many long years it 
bore him up on its strong wings — yet he of himself could fly and 
soar — the Press, he well knew was systematically maligning better 
men, his rivals in the race, and never one word did he utter in its 
dispraise, til) he had laid his own hand on the goal — and then, on 
an unwonted and unwelcome clamor assailing his ears — loud, indeed, 
but less truculent than had, to his great satisfaction, tormented su- 
perior spirits — superior inasmuch as Wisdom is a nobler gift than 
Wit, and Talent but the servant of Virtue — then he turned round, 
with " visage all inflamed" — — 

Shepherd, " Sawtan dilated stood" 

North, and told the people of England, that he regarded the 

Press with contempt and scorn ! 

Shepherd, Hairy shou'd na' had said that — for o' a' the steam- 
engines that ever clattered, the maist like a leevin' giant is the 
Printing Machine. 

North, With all his sins. Lord Brougham is worth a coal-wagon- 
train-full of Durhams. It is too ludicrous for laughing to see Lamb- 
ton pitting himself against such a man. True, he confesses his 
inferiority in powers of speech ; but in the very confession his poor 
pride is apparent ; for by that candor he thinks he proves his claim 
to superior worth. Now the truth is. that the Coalmaster* ap- 
proaches nearer to the Chancellor in eloquence than in any other 
natural or acquired gift ; for it is wonderful how well he speaks, and 
he possesses no despicable power of jaw. He is a third-rate radical 

• Lord Darhuiit'.' prop rfy, which was largf^, cor.Bi.teJ principally of coalmines.—M. 
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rhetorician, and has a command of loose, lumbering langaage, \ ery 
unpleasant to listen to, which he can atrabilariously keep delivering 
for a trying extent of time. But in powers of thought, he is a mere 
man of the multitude ; in his harangues nobody looks for ideas ; and 
his very admirers direct you, for proofs of his abilities, to his fore- 
head and his face. Both are indeed beautiful — but "fronti nula 
fides'* is an old saw and a wise one — and he would soon become in- 
deed a jaundiced observer, who appealed to the color of his cheeks. 
Brougham is no beauty ; but his mug is a book, in which men may 
read strange matters — and take him as he stands face and figure, 
and you feel that there is a man of great energy — and commanding 
intellect. His brain swarms with ideas — of which some have been 
almost magnificent — and his heart has been often visited by high 
and generous emotions, which but for a restless temper might have 
found there an abiding place ; and but that conscience has too often 
been overcome by ambition, might have made him morally as well 
as intellectually great, and one of the most illustrious worthies of 
England. 

Shepherd, Was na't Lord Durham that flew intil sic a fiiry agidn* 
the newspapers for sayin* something aboot the flag o' his pleesur 
yatt — and was for finin' and imprisonin' folk for some folly o' theirs 
aboot some folly o* his, somehoo or ither conneckit wi* the three- 
colore, and the Cherburgh rods, and the Tyne Louisa, and the New- 
castle colliers, and some nonsense about depopulation o' a village, 
and breakin* doon some rails in the Isle o' Wight, and compromiseen 
some act, by paym' the law expenses, and makin* afl&davits aboot 
falsehoods, and 

North, It was — and I am only astonished, James, at your retain- 
ing so distinct a recollection of so many pitiable exposures made of 
himself by the Champion and Guardian of the Liberty of the Press.* 

Shephej'd, Whether, sir, did you admire maist the Grey Festival 
here in Kmbro*, or the Durham Demonstration yonder in Glasgow! 

North Ask Tickler. 

Tickler, For your opinion ? Hem. Pray, Kit, what was demon- 
strated by the Durham Demonstration ? 

North, That the stomachs of the Glasgow Radicals revolt from 
wine. 

Shepherd. Was that a'? 

North, Not all — but the most important point, established by the 
plainest proofs. 

Sheplierd, I could hae telt that before-haun' ; for wine's waur 
nor wersh in the mooth to workmen, either in toon or kintra ; — and 
forbye bein' waur nor wersh in the mooth, it's sickening to the 

* Lord Durham's ynchthad hoMx'd the tri-color over the British flag, and he prosecuted tii9 
^ev)u*stle Journal (u Tory paper) fur chronk-liiig the fact — M, 
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fitammacli, and it*s imtatin' to tlie temper, and gars folk throw u)> 
itber things in folk's faces than mere indigested political maitters. 
I've seen that happen even amang Tories in the Forest, and wc 
never thocht o' ca'in't by ony ither than the ordinar' idiomatic 
name ; but noo we shall adopt that grand-soundin' descriptive phra- 
seology — Durham Demonstration. 

Tickler. Your justification of the Glasgow Radicals is as complete, 
James, as your justification of the Edinburgh Whigs. 

ShepJierd. It*s founded sir, on the same constitutional principles 
^-and in baith cases the chief blame lies at the door o* the fresh air. 
Fifeteen bunder men o* the bunder and fifety thoosan' — I like ronn* 
Hummers — ^to whose care and custody Lord Durham said he was 
willing to intrust his property and his life (I wunner boo mony 
years* purchase they wou*d in that case be worth), comin* frae the 
caller air o* the open Green intil tlie foul air of the close-box o' the 
Pavilion, and sookin' port, cou'dna be expeckit to get wi* impunity 
to the dregs at the bottom o' the bottle. But the Men o* the Wast 
are a Strang generation, and no sune cowpit — sae they kept their 
seats in spite o' the soomin* roun' o' the iva*s — and a' attempts e* 
the seats theirsells to steal a march oot frae beneath them — and 
opened their mouths for — a public Durham Demonstration on a 
great scale. They made, in fack, a virtue o' necessity ; and as it is 
wrang to hide your talent under a napkin, they exhioited the fruits 
o' theirs on the table. 

Tickler, By way of dessert. 

Shepherd, They were determined, sirs, that every thing should 
be aboon boord ^and disdainin' to keep down their risin' emo- 
tions, to mak a clean briest. In this way, it may be said, by a 
metonymy 

Tickler. A metonymy ! 

Shepherd, that they discharged their consciences, and were 

entitled, with as good a grace as Lord Brougham, to hauld them up 
and exclaim, " These hands are clean." 

North, It must have been a proud sight for the wives and daugh- 
ters of the Demonstrators, and that anonymous class of ladies whom 
the Gander alluded to, as dearer even than wives and daughters — 

Shepfierd, Wha are they ? 

North. He best knows. I should have felt for Lord Durham at 
ihe shockingly insulting stop put to his return of thanks on an 
occasion on which I verily believe no man was ever so interrupted 
before — not even at a supper after the Beggars' Opera in Poossie 
Nancy's — ^had he not had the ineffable baseness to exclaim, " That 
comes from a Tory — there's an enemy in the camp." It required 
no readiness to improvise such a foolish falsehood— and he must 
have been ashamed of himself for venting it, when, sick of the 
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scene, lie retired from the Pavilion, in vain attempting to pick hit 
steps among the disjecta membra of the Durham Demonstration, 
that had for hours been oozing through the joints of the deal-tables, 
till they adorned the floor. 

Shepherd, " O laith ! laith ! was the Durham Lord, 
To wat his high-heeled shoon." 

North, Lord Grey exultingly asked the wise men of the East, if 
any symptoms of reaction were visible in that magnificent show ; 
Lord Brougham told them, that he had been all over the north, and 
cuuld assure them that there were none visible to the naked eye, oa 
hill or dale ; and to crown all. Lord Durham — ^with the most extra- 
ordinary symptoms of reaction before him ever disclosed to the hu- 
man senses — <leclared there was none in the West ; and yet these 
three very Lords were all the while at loggerheads and daggers- 
drawing, about men and measures — and two of them — the learned 
Loi*d and the unlearned Lord — objects of mutual hatred — ^that 
feeling in the one being mitigated by contempt, and in the other 
exasperated by envy. 

Tickler, Brougham insidiously ousts Grey, and Grey indignantly 
cuts Brougham. 

North, Brougham sneeringly glances at Durham, and Durham 
savagely growls at Brougham. 

Tickler, Brougham accuses Durham of clipping and paring the 
Bill of Refonn. 

North, And Durham — had his father-in-law not told him that 
only bad boys broke oaths and told lies — ^would have accused 
Brougham of proposing to castrate it. 

Tickler, And after all this vulgar bickering, at once anile aiid 
childish, we are told the nation is unanimous. 

North, And a Whig-Rad government the object of its holy reve- 
rence and undying love ! 

Shcjfhcrd, What wou*d the warld say if we three cast oot in that 
gate ? 

North. Easier far for a new set of men to carry on the govern- 
ment tlian the Noctes Ambrosianse. 

Shepherd. That's just what the warld wou'd say gin it heard on 
the same day that the Whig government and the Tory magazine 
had been baith dissolved. 

Mr, Amlrrose (entering in full tail, and looking into his hat in 
hafid), I have this moment, sir, received — by express — a single 
copy of the Sun newspaper* — ^and I have — the honor and happiness 
— of being the first to announce — to Mr. North — that the Mel- 
bourne ministry is dissolved and that — his Majesty — has been 

that- — his Majesty — ^has — been — graciously pleased — to intrust—' 

* Famous, at that time, for its rapid Iran: m.'saion of tie V78, by express— M. 
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his Grace the Duke of Wellington — with the formation of a Con* 
servative Government. 

{Exeunt Ambrose and Tail, with a bow and a wag.) 

Shepherd, That's a ciu'ious coincidence 

Tickler, What is ? 

Shepherd. I was just opening my mouth to predict the doonfa' o' 
the Whiggamores, when in cam the express ! 

Tickler, A prophet should never sit with his mouth open, for 
more than five minutes at a time, on the eve of an intended predio> 
tion ; for " when gi'eat events are on the gale," one of them may 
fly, as it did now, into the aperture, to the discredit of the craft. 

S/iepherd. Did na I see the conflagi'ation o' haith Houses o* Par- 
liament foretokened in the ribhs at Tibbie's ? 

Tickler. You certainly did, James. 

Shepherd, A King's messenger came for me frae Lunnon to tak 
me up for examination before the Free vy Council; but I kent bet* 
ter than to gang ; for the black ggemm were packin', and by firin' 
out o' the study-wundow, I coii'd murder a dizzea at ae discharge. 

Tickler. O thou Murderer and Incendiary 1 

ShepJierd. Sae I enticed the Cockney to tak a look at the gray* 
mare's tail on our way to MojQTat ^r the mail-cotch, and while he 
was glowerin' at the water-preevilege — as the Americans ca't — ^I 
slippet intil yon cozey cave, kent but to the Covenanters o' auld, 
and noo but to the shepperds — and lefit him sair perplexed to think 
that he had been apprehending a speerit. 

Tfckler. I trust, James, you had no hand in the fire ? 

Shepherd. I shanna say. It seems rather t3rrannical in a Whig 
Preevy Cooncil to send doon an offisher a' the way to the Forest to 
apprehend the Shepherd for hain the second sicht. But they hae 
met wi' their punishment. They're oot. 

Tickler. Such events are seldom attributed at the time to the 
true causes — and ages may elapse before another D'Israeli, in the 
course of his indefatigable researches, discover that it was the Et^ 
trick Shepherd who overthrew this brazen-faced Dagon with leathern 
body and feet of clay, 

ShepJierd. Unless Girmey let the eat oot o^ the bag. 

Stnall thin Voice. Hip- — hip — rhip— ^hurra ! hurra ! hurra ! 

ShepJierd. Only look, Mr. Tickler, at North ! lyin' back on .his 
chair — wi' shut een— that thoughtfu' face o' his calm as a doud — 
wi' his hauns faulded on his briest— pressed palm to palm — ^the fin-* 
gers pintin' towards ye like the tips o' arrows — and the thoomba 
like javelins 1 Wheesht ! he's gaun till utter. — 

NoriJi. There will be much brutal abuse of the King. The 
Whigs hated George the Good, and they had not hearts capable of 
disinheriting: the Son,- of the curses with which they clothed the 
Vol. v.— 26 
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8ire. That hatred was first transferred to George the Graceful; 
and then it hovered like a hornet round the head of William the 
Brave. Lured by the scent of prey, it flew off for a while — ^but now 
it will return, hot as hell, and settle, if it be not scared away, on the 
royal brow. Nay, the filthy fly will attempt the temples of the 
Queen,* and its venomous sting will threaten veins translucent with 
purest and hallowed blood. 

Shepherd, Damn them — I ^g my pardon — that was wrang — 
will they blackguard Queen Adelaide ? 

North, What they did they will do again. 

Sheph^d, The dowgs will return to their vomit. 

North, The lowest of the Radicals will join in that charge — ^nor 
will the highest gainsay the ribaldry of the rabble — but like philos- 
ophers, as they all pretend to be, let human nature take its course. 
But the Pjsoplb of Britain will not suffer the slander — and high 
up above the reach of foulest vapors, before their eyes will our 
Queen be seen shining like a star. 

Shepherd, God bless the people o* Britain ! Wi' a' their fawtes 
— and they are great and mony — shaw me sic anither people on the 
face o' the yeai-th. 

North, As for his Most Gracious Majesty he has been in fire be- 
fore now — and our King, who never turned his head aside for hissing 
balls and bullets, will hold it erect on the Throne of the Three 
£angdoms, as he did on the quarterdeck of a man-of-war, nor heed, 
if he hear, the vain hurtling of windy ;nrords. 

Tickler, There is little loyalty in the land now. North. 

North, Little— compared with that elevating virtue as it breathed 
in many million bosoms some twenty or thirty years ago— but more 
than lives in the heart of any other people towards their chief 
magistrate — ^for that now — ^though a somewhat cold — ^is the correct 
and accredited word. In other, and perhaps in nobler times, there 
"was much in common between loyalty to a king, patriotism to a 
country, and the zeal of the martyrs of religion. 
^ Shepherd, I ca' that a true Holy Alliance. 

North, But we must make the best of our own times ; and every 
man do his utmost to uphold the powers and principles that consti- 
tute the strength of our national character. 
' Shepherd, Enumerate, sir. 

' North, Not now. Our ideas and feelings of loyalty, however, we 
must not adopt from them who were last week his Majesty's minis- 
ters, nor from the double-faced, double-tongued crew that will be 

* The Times announced " The Ministry are out. Thk Queen has done it ali.."— The fact 
^raa, Willimn IV. had become timul. seeing the niini<:teria] uie>ii>ure« denounced hy the mHJori^ 
of the House of Lor Is, and the Queen (a 8trongj)arti8an) was alwiiys at hand to prophe<!y ruin to 
Ihe empire if the Whigs continued in oflSce. This was her gratitude to the country forvotini 
ber &W0,QO0 p€lr uunutii, lor liftf besidci rent free and tax free Palw:et, and othfer (Hckingd.— jC 
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seizing on their dismissal as an occasion for venting their rage 
against him whom, for four years, they have been hypocritically 
worshipping for their own base purposes, and incensing with per 
fnmeiy that must have long stunk in the royal nostrils. 

Tickler. The Modem Alfred ! Alfred the Second ! 

North, Faugh ! let us speak as we feel of our king, in a spirit of 
truth. True loyalty scorns the hyperbole, and is sparing of figures 
of speech. To the patriot statesman, whom true loyalty inspires, 
history is no old almanack ; for an old almanack is the deadest of 
all dead things — and more useless than dust. To him history is a 
record ever new — all its pages are instinct with life— and its exam- 
ples show the road to honor on earth, and happiness in heaven. 
Let us not fear to compare our King with his Peers. The place 
assigned him by posterity will be a high one ; and among his many 
noble qualities will be reckoned scorn of sycophancy, and intolerance 
of falsehood. As long as his servants served him according to their 
oath — ^in its spirit as well as its letter — he was willing to make 
sacrifice of some thoughts and feelings that to him were sacred, of 
some opinions so deeply rooted he could not change, though he 
could give them up— but as soon as he saw and knew that he must 
not only sacrifice feelings, and relinquish opinions, but violate his 
conscience, he exerted his prerogative — a prerogative bestowed by 
God — and called on that Man,* who had been the Saviour of his 
country, again to rescue her from danger — by the weight of his 
wisdom, and the grandeur of his name, to bear down her internal 
enemies, as, by his valor and his genius, he had crushed or scattered 
all foreign foes — so that the land, by a succession of bloodless, and, 
therefore, still more glorious victories, might again enjoy that liberty 
which consists in order and peace. 

Shepherd, You dinna fear, sir, I howp, that there will be ony 
very serious disturbances in the kintra, on account o' the change o' 
Ministry ? 

Nortli, I think there will be a great deal of very ludicrous dis- 
turbances in the country, on account of the change of Ministry, and 
that the People will find it so difficult to assume a serious counte« 
nance, on the kicking out of the Whigs — if kicking out it has been — 
that they will almost immediately give over trying it, and join in 
a good-humored, yet perhaps a rather malicious, peal of hearty 
laughter. 

Shepherd, That's a great relief to my mind. But are ye sure, 
sir, o' the Political Unions ? 

North, Quite sure. It is npt improbable that they may be revived 

* Wellington, who declined the Premiership, but did the work of t\W the difTcrent dopartmentt, 
in the three weeks which elauaed from the time when Feel w«w »ent for, to iuily, and his retani 
to Englwid.— M. 
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in a small sort of way, but half a million of men will not march up 
to London from Birmingham, as about half a dozen men talked of 
their intending to do in the delirium of the Bill-fever. 

Shepherd, It maun be a populous place, that Brummagem, as the 
Bagmen ca*t. • 

North, Very. For my own part, I rather liked the Whig gov- 
ernment. 

Shepherd, Whatttt? 

North, For it is an amiable weakness of mine to feel kindness 
towards any man or body of men whom I see the object of very 
general contempt or anger. No ministry in my time was ever so 
unpopular — to use the gentlest term — as the one t'other day turned 
to the right about — and as for my Lo/d Melbourne, though you, 
James, say you never heard of him — I know him to be one of the 
most amiable and accomplished men — and that is saying much — in 
the Peerage. So that I am sorry that any Ministry, of which he 
was the head, should have been so universally despised when living, 
and so universally ridiculed when dead. 

Shepherd. That seems to me a new view o' the subject. 

North, However, it is the true one. I am disposed to think they 
were not kicked out — ^but that they backed out, in a state of such 
weakness, that had there been any rubbish in the way, they would 
have fallen over it, and injured their organs of philoprogenitiveness 
and Number One. All the world has known for some time that 
they intended to resign on the meeting of Parliament — ^for they 
had got quarrelsome in their helplessness — as teething childhood, or 
toothless age. 

Tickler, I wish your friend Brougham, James, would publish his 
epistolary correspondence with the King during his Lordship's late 
visit to Scotland. 

Shepherd. But wou'dna that be exposing family — that is, Cabinet 
secrets 1 And Hairy wou*d never do that, after the dressin* he is 
thocht to hae gi'en Durham on that point. Besides, it wou'd be 
awfii' to publish the King's letters to him without his Majesty's 
consent ! 

Tickler. I think I can promise him his Majesty's permission to 
publish all the letters the Lord Chancellor ever received in Scotland 
from his most gracious Master.* 

" Lord Brougham made a tour through Scotland in the autamn of 1834, and was vrry well nt* 
ceived. On one or two occasions he is reported to have 8ai<I, in acknowledg<nent of tliis kiiiti* 
nees, chat when next he wrote to the King, he should certainly mt^ntion their loyalty, as partly 
evinced by their reception of himself, tho fitst officer of the Cr>iwn. It is prt)ba!)!e tlint he did 
not say any thing of the sort, but it was so repotted, and was said to have Tracl.ed the enra nf 
William IV., who was also said to be displeased with the familiarity it indicat(.>d. In a frw weeks 
after this, (November 14. Ift'M) the Melbourne Ministry were literjilly turned out o« cifflcp, on t 
ynaj slight pretext; by William IV., who commi»>«ioned Wellington to form an adm'nistiation 
At his recomendatiun that task was confided to Peel, who was then on a tour in Italy. He wa« 
fent for, and it may be remarked, as corroboratory of The Timaf strong itatemout, on the dii 
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North, Umpli. The vol. would sell — ^title, "Letters from the 
Mountains." 

Shepherd, Na — thai wou'd be stealin* the title o* a delichtfii* 
wark o' my auld freen Mrs. Grant's. 

North, I think I can promise him Mrs. Grant's permission to pub-- 
lish under the title of what you justly call, James, her very delight- 
ful work,* all the letters the Lord Oliancellor ever wrote to his Most 
Gracious Majesty from Inverness, Elgin, Dundee, Edinburgh, or 
Hawick. 

Shepherd, A' impediments in the way o' publication being thus 
removed, I shall write this verra nicht — sae that my letter may 
leave the post-office by to-morrow's post — to Lord Brumm to send 
down the MSS. — and they maun be a' holographs in the parties* ain 
haun- writing — to Messrs A. and R. Blackwood — and I shall stay a 
. month in Embro', that I may correct the press my sell — in which 
case I houp there may be a black frost, that at leisure hours we may 
hae some curlin*. 

North, The Grey Ministry, in its best days, was never, somehow 
, or other, inordinately admired by the universal British nation. 

Tickler, That was odd. For the nation, I have heard it said, was 
for Reform to a man. 

North, All but some dozen millions or thereabouts — but people 
. are never so prone to disoontent as when they have had everything 
their own way— especially when, as it happened in this case, not 
one in a thousand knows either what he had been wanting, or what 
he has got, or what else he would wish to have, if at his bidding or 
beck the sky were willing that moment to rain it down among his 
feet. 

Tickler. They surely were the most foolish financiers that ever 
tried taxation. 

North, Of not one of them could it be sung, 

"That even the story ran that he could gauge." 

They were soon seen to be equally ignorant and incapable on al- 
most all other subjects; nor — except with Brougham — ^was there 
a gleam of genius — nor a trait of talent beyond mediocrity — to make 
occasional amends for their deplorable deficiencies as men of no- 

- Bolation of tho Melbourne Ministry, " The Queen has done it h1]," that the coiifidpntal messenger 
•bnt for Pjel was Mr. Hudson, one of the Queen's page» — whi», l)y the wny, was this introduced 
into public life, and liad risen in 1852 (the last tinu; bis name crosfied m«) to the position of En- 
voy Extraordinary and Minister Plenipotentinry from England to the Court of Tuscany. Peel's 
government, resisted by the Whigs, whom O'Coni^ell, a few days previously, had denounced 
as *♦ base, bloody, and brutal," was broken up in April, IKiS. Tim Melhourne Cabinet was 
recalled— with the sole extreption of Lord Chancellor Brougham— and this pointed omission was 
said to have been made by special desire of the King, who had i-ecollccted what had been said, 
in the previous autumn, of the letter writing from Scotland. — M. 

* Mrs. (irnnt of Lajrjian, whose '* Memoirs of an American Lady" are well known in this eonn- 
try, wrote a variety of other works, among which her ** Letters from the Mountaias** Nike the 
lead. She died in 1838, aged seventyseven. — M. 
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business babits, and of non-acqnaintance equally with principles and 
with details. 

Tickler, Hollo ! we are forgetting Stanley and Grabam. 

NartJi, So we are, I declare — but I hope they will forgive us— 
since tliey too often, or rather too long, forgot themselves — and I 
should be happy to see them — whether Ins or Outs — at a Noctes. 
Their secession left the Reform Ministry in a state of destitution 
more pitiable than that of any pauper-family under the operation of 
the new Poor Law. ^ 

Tickler, Strange how it contrived to stand for the last six months 
— yet all of us must have many a time seen a tree. Kit, lopped, 
barked, grabbed — remaining pretty perpendicular during a season 
of calm weather — by means of some ligature so light as to be in- 
visible — till a brisk breeze smites the skeleton, and down he goes — 
whether with or against his own inclination you can hardly say— 
so resignedly among the brushwood doth he lay his shorn and sha- 
ven head. 

Shepherd. Haw — Haw — Haw ! But it's no lauchin' maitter. I'm 
glad after a', sir, that at this creesis you're no Prime Minister. The 
Duke '11 hae aneuch to do to get a'richt — and to keep a'richt — and 
I only wuss Sir Robert were hame again frae Tureen. 

North, So do I. A Conservative Ministry can now be formed, 
stronger in talent, knowledge, eloquence, integrity, power, and pa- 
triotism, than any ministry the country has had within the memory 
of man. 

Shepherd, Then whare's the difficulty wi' the Duke ? 

North, I will tell vou, James, some night soon. The difficulties 
we strong and formidable — and there must be a dissolution. 

Tickler, The Ex-Chancellor has assured us that the Press has 
lost all its power — so the elections will not be disturbed by that 
engine. The Whigs disdain to use bribery and coiTuption — and 
the Rads, for sufficient reasons, seldom commit such sins. No Re- 
former would condescend to receive a consideration from a Tory. 
A fair field, therefore, lies open to all parties — ^and, though not of 
a sanguine but melancholious temperament, I will bet a barrel of 
oysters with any man that the new House of Commons will back 
the Duke. 

North, He will carry by large majorities, all his measures of Con- 
servative Reform in Church and State.* He did so before the Bill 
was the law of the land — and he will do so now that he is the law 
of the land — but, to speak plainly, gentlemen, I am getting con- 
founded sleepy ; and I feel as if I were speaking in a nightcap. 

* Peel knew, on taking office In 1834, ttiat it was impossible to erovoni excrpt on the prino'ple 
of Progress. He was pn^ared with measures of Reform in Church aiid Stiite, but the uuex- 
pectod alliance of the Whigs with the O'Connellites turned the scale and throw liim out of 
uifice.~M. 
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Shepherd, And I as if there were saun in ma een — sae gic's your 
airm, sir, and I sail be the chawmennaid that lichts you till your 
bed. It's wice in you to lodge in th*e Road sic a nicht. — Do ye hear 
him — ^** tirlin' the kirks V* Be a good boy, and never forget to say 
your prayers, 

(Exeunt. thJi Tres.) 



No. LXX.— JANUARY, 1835. 

SCENE— 0/<Z Blue Parlor, Ambrose's, GahneVs Road. Tinte, 
Eight — Present, NoRTH, Tickler, and the Shepherd. 

North, Yes, James ! I do indeed love my country with a pas- 
sionate devotion— of all my heart, all my soul, and all my mind — far 
beyond the imagination of your citizen of the world, or your 

Shepherd. Imagination ! Your citizen o' the warld hasna abune 
an inch thick o' soil on his sowle ; and the substratum is a cauld 
till, that keeps the vegetation shiverin' on the surface in a perpetual 
ague. 

Tickler, Good. 

Shepherd, Yet vegetation's owre Strang a name for the meagre 
miztur o' weeds and moss mopin' aloof frae the happy gerss an' 
floueres — aye wat wi' a sickly sweat — unvisited by bee or butterfly 
—and only at times travelled in haste by the lang-legged speeder 
or the ask that has lost his way 

Ticklei', The ask '{ 

North, Or lizard. • 

Shepherd, They say they're harmless ; but I never liked them 
sin* we used to bash them wi' stanes, whan we were callants. 

Tickler, A most poetical and Christian prejudice. 

Shepherd, Is*t ? I'm thinkin' you're about an equal judge i 
poetry and o* Christianity, sir. But what for spoil a feegurative ex- 
pression ? Never be critical in conversation, but accepp what's said 
— be't the sma'st triffle — ^frae a man o' genius — and be thankfu'. 
Noo, you've interuppit the flaw o' my ideas, and lost an illustration 
that you micht hae committed to memory, and passed it aff as an 
original ane o' your ain at the card-chlb. 

North, The climate of Scotland is the best in the whole circle of 
the sky. 

Shepherd, And the maist beautifti'. Wha daured to say that the 
gerss o' Scotland's no green ? Is the cheese o' the moon green ] 
Is a grossert green ] Is a guse green ? Is a fairy's mantle green 1 
Are the een o' an angry cat green 1 Is a mermaid's hair green f 
Are the edges o' the Orange islands green, that lie in a sea o' pur- 
ple and vermilion around the setting sun ? 
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TicTxler. Tliere lie goes, North. 

Shepherd. But no sae green as the gerss o* the Forest, when June 
makes his bed on the embodied dews o' May, and haps himsell up 
. in a coverlet " o' wee modest crimson-tipped floures" — 
North. Daisies. 

Shepherd. Just sae — daisies, and tkeir kith and kin — that by 

their baiild beauty repel the frosts, and gar them melt awa' in tears 

.0* very shaine, pity, and repentance, for havin' thocht o' withrin' 

the earliest gifts o' Flora, profusely scattered owre bank and brao— 

. the sweet-scented, bright-hued embroidery o' nature — 

" The simmer to natiire, my Willie to me !" 

Oh sirs ! what a line ! I could ban Bums for hae*n said it — instead 
o' me ! But ban I will not — I will bless him — ^for by it he has 
made a' Scotland, and a' the daughters o' Scotland, lovelier and 
rmair delightfu' to every Scottish heart. 

Nfyrth. There he goes, Tickler. 
, Shepherd, Green indeed! Put on a pair o' green specs, and 
you'll ken whether or no the gerss o' Scotland be green. Tlie 
optician embues them wi' as intense a glower o* green as science 
can impart to the assisted human ee — ^but though they change the 
snaw into verdure without dissolvin*t — they add nae deeper hue to 
«the sward, sir — ma' faith, that's ayont the force o* ony artificial 
ifocas — for a green licht is native in every blade on which balances 
the dewdrap — ^green licht sae saft, sae tender, sae delicate, that you 
wonder lioo at the same time it should be sae vivid — sae dazzlin' I 
had amaist said — and I will say*t — sae dazzlin' — for when the sun, 
seein' some sicht o' mair especial sweetness far doon below on the 
happy earth, canna help breakin' oot into a shinier smile, aimed 
'frae his throne on high at the heart o* the verra spat where that 
.sweetness lies— oh ! but that spat grows in supportably beautifu' ! 
A paradise within a paradise — ^like — ^like— like 

Tickler, Like what, James 1 Don't stutter. 

Shepherd, Like a bonnie Sabbath among the bonnie week-days 
— when they are lovely as the earthly on-goings o' time can ever b© 
— but it's a heavenly floatin* by wi' something mair sacred in the 
•blue skies, and something mair holy in the whiter clouds. 
« North, God bless you, my dear James. 

Tickle. Ditto. 

Shepherd, Your hauns, chiels. The English are severe on our 
cleemat, and our cleemat, when it catches a Cockney in't, is still 
severer on them— lauchin* a' the while at the cretur's astonishment, 
when a blash o' sleet suddenly blind his face, or a hail-dance peppers 
•him — a wee bit malicious whurlwund havin* first reversed his um- 
brella, aad then whuppin it oot o' his hann*, carried it to the back 
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o* bcTond — to be picked up as a cnriositT frae Lrninini hy some 
shepherd in anither glen — in aiiither glen where a' is lonn as faerj- 
Uwn, and the willow leaves, wi' nntwiiikling shadows, are imaged 
in the bnmie that has subsided into sleep, and is scarcely seen, no 
heard ava', to wimple in its dream. 

North. I do not remember, James, ever to have seen joa mider 
an umbrella. 

Tickler. Nor I, James, with ever so much as one nnder yonr aim 
—or used as a walking-stick. 

Shepherd. A daft-like walkin'-stick indeed is an umbrella! gie 
me a gnde black thorn, wi' a spike in't. As for carrjin' an um- 
brella aneath ma oxter — I hae a' my life preferred the arm o' a bit 
lassie cleikin' mine— and whenever the day comes that I'm seen 
unfurlin' an imbrella, as I'm walkin' or sittin' by my sell, may that 
day be my last, for it'll be a proof that the pith's a' oot o' me, and 
that I'm a puir fusionless body, ready for the kirkyard, and my corp 
no worth tne trouble o' howkin' up. Nae weather-fender for the 
Bhepherd but the plaid I I look out intil the lift, and as Tamson 
shooblimely says— 

"See the deep fennenting tempest brewed 
In tlie grim evening sky/* 

But what care I for the grim brewer ? What's his browst ? Rain 
or snow— or thunner and lichtenin'^-or a' fowre thegither, or what's 
ca'd elemental war? Thunner and lichtening's gae owsome in 
winter, I confess ; and it's an eerie thing, sirs, to see a whurlwund 
heepin' up a snaw-drift, by the glare o' heaven's angry ee, that for 
a moment alloos you a look intil the niclit ! And nae man kens 
what thunner is, wha hasna heard it deadened intil Lullen, wrathfu' 
groans — for they're no peals — they're no peals yon — again' the 
sides o' hills, snaw-shrooded — that groan in their turns — ^but in fear, 
no in anger — ^as if some strange judgment had found oot the damned 
in their hour of respite, and were ordering them to rise up again to 
dree the trouble of the guilty dead. It's nae exaggeration, sir. 
Lord safe us, what'n a howl % 

Tickler. James, send round the jug. 

Skevherd. I'll dae nae sic thing, Timothy. The jug's mine ain— • 
but I'll gie ygu a glass frae my jug if yours is dune, or gotten 
cauld 

Tickler. That's unconscionable. Pray, when did you discover 
that the iug was your own ] Till now it has been common property 
during the evening. 

North. It has, indeed, my dear James. 

Shepherd. Then why didna you mention that sooner? for I've 
been treatin't as individual property this last half hour . 
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North, And I, seeing wUh what a resolute p^'^sp you held tho 
handle, have been taking an occasional taste of the Glenhvet, in a 
succession of small drams such as King Oberon might turn up his 
little finger to, as he raised to his lips the rose-chalice, trembling to 
the brink with dewdrops brightening in the lustre of Titania's eyes, 
as she longed for the genial hour of love, soon about to be ushered 
in by the moonshine already beginning to smooth their nuptial bed 
on that bank of violets. 

Shepherd. Eh? Say you the Glenlivet smells like violets? {puts 
the 2h tver of Babel to his nose.) It does that — a perfect nosegay. 

North. No land on earth like Scotland for the landscape-painter. 
Skies ! I have lived for years in Italy — and 

Shepherd. And speak the language like a native, I'll answer for 
that — for I never understood Dante, till I heard you read up the 
greatest part o' Hell ae nicht in your ain study. Yon's fearsome. 
The terzza rima's an infernal measure-— and you let the lines rin 
intil ane anither wi* the skill o' a Lucifer. When every noo and 
then you laid doon the volumm on your knees — mercy on us ! a 
great big volumm wi' clasps just like the Bible — and receeted a 
screed that you had gotten by heart — I could hae thocht that you 
was Dante himsell — the great Florentine — ^for your vice keipt toUiu' 
like a bell — as if some dark spirit within youre breist were pu'in* 
the rope — some demon o' which you was possessed ; till a' at once 
it grew saflt and sweet in the soun' as the far-a£P tinkling o' the siller 
bells on the bridle-reins o' the snaw-white palfrey o' the Queen o' the 
Fairies — as I hae heard them i* the Forest — but that was lang, lang 
syne — ^for my ears, in comparison wi* what they were when*I was a 
mere child, are as if they were stuffed wi* cotton — then they could 
hear the gerss growin' by moonlicht— or a drap o* dew slipping awa' 
into naething frae a primrose-leaf. 

North. Most episodical of Shepherds ! Much nonsense has been 
written about Itidian skies — true that they are more translucent than 
ours — and that one sometimes feels as if he not only saw higher up 
into heaven, but as if he were delightfidly received into it, along 
with the earth, so perfectly pure the ether that it spiritualizes all 
tlie imageiy, as well as the being of him who gazes on it, and are 
all united together in the beautiful repose of joy, as if the dewy 
prime of nature were all one with the morning of life !. 

Shepherd. Haena I felt a' that and mair in the Forest 1 

North. You may, James — ^but, then, James, you are a Poet — and 
I am not 

Shepherd. That's true. 

Nort/i. To feel so I had to go to Italy. That clime worked so 
even upon me, who am no poet. What then would be its effect on 
the Ettrick Shepherd 1 
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Shepliefd, I sbou'ci grow licht in the bead — as I did the ftni time 
I blew saip-bubbles frae a pipe. 

Tickler, How was that, James ? I never heard that tale. 

SJiepherd. I hae nae tale ta tell ; but it sae happened that I had 
never he^rd tell o' blawin' saip-bubbles frae a pipe till I was aught 
year auld — the maist poetical epok perhaps in the life o' a great 
untaucht original genius. 

Tickler, Millions of poets are cut oflf ere they reach that epoch. 

Shepherd, And mony million mair by teethin' 

Tickler, And the gripes. 

Shepherd, That's tautology — ^teethin* includes the gripes — ^though 
you may hae forgotten it — but great wits hae short memories — 
that's proverbial — sae let me proceed. 

Tickler, Wet your whistle. 

Shepherd, My whistle's never dry. I had seen a lassie doin't, and 
though she could na do't well, yet even sic bubbles as she blew — 
she was a verra bonnie bit lassie — appeared to my imagination mair 
beauti^' than ony ither sicht my een had ever beheld — no excepting 
the blab o' hinny that I used to hand up atween me and the licht, 
afore I soaked it, after I had flung awa', in twa halves, the bum-bee 
that had gathered it partly frae the clover and partly frae the 
heather-fioures. 

Tickler, How amiable is infant-cruelty ! 

Shepherd, And how detestable the cruelty of auld age ! That 
verra day I took up the saip — I remember the shape and size o' the 
cut at this moment — and bat a bit aff — makin' it appear by the nib- 
blin* o* my teeth, as if the thief had been a mouse. 

Tickler, How amiable is infant hypocrisy ! 

Shepherd, Whare was ye last nicht, you auld Archimawgo 1 1 
then laid hauns on a new pipe my father had brocht frae Selkirk in 
a present for my mother — for the cutty was wo^n doon to an inch, 
and had owre strong a smell even for the auld wives ; but as for my 
mother, she was then in the prime o' life, and reckoned verra like 
the Duchess ; and bavin' provided mysell wi' a tea-cup and a drap 
water, I stole out intil what ance had been the garden o' Ettrick 
ha', and sat down aneath ane of the elm-trees, as big then as they 
are noo— and in solitude, wi* a beatin' heart, prepared my suds. I 
quaked a' the same as if I had been gaun to do something wicked — 

North. Shaksperean. 

Tickler, Nothing equal to it in Massinger. 

Shepherd, Wi' a trummlin' heart — indeed a' in a trummel — I put 
the mouth o' the pipe as gently 's I cou'd on the precious saip and 
water, and it sooked in the wee bells till they a' made but ae muckle 
bell, on which depended a' my happiness for that day at least, for 
in my agitation I let the tea-cup fa' — though thank God it didna 
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break — and a' my hopes were in tlie bole o' that pipe, and it was 
limited to that ae single charge ! I di ew in my breath — and I 
held in my breath — wi' the same sort o' a shiver that a wean gies 
afore gaen into the dookin' — and then I let out ae sigh after anither 
sigh — haiuin' my breath — when, oh ! ineflPable and inconceivable 
happiness ! the bells grew intil bubbles ! and the bubbles intil bal- 
loons ! and the balloons intil meteors ! and the meteors intil moons ! 
a' h'radiated wi* lustre, a thousan' times mair monj'-colored than 
the rainbow — each in itsell a wee glorious globe o* a warld — and 
the beautiiu' series folio win' ane anither up the air, as if they were 
sailin' awa' to heaven. I forgot utterly that they were saip-suds, 
and thocht them what they seemed to be — creturs o' the element ! 
Till first ane and then anither — ah, waes me ! gaed oot — and left 
me staunin' forloon wi' my pipe in my haun* aneath the auld elm- 
tree, as if the warld I breathed in was altered back intil what it was 
before — and I, Jamie Hogg, again at ance a schoolboy and a herd — 
likely to get his licks baith frae Mr. Beatie the dominie, and auld 
Mr. Laidlaw — instead o' muntin' up to heaven as the bubbles 
munted up to heaven — -to find our hame in the* sky ! I looked side- 
ways to the houses — and there was my mother fleein* towards me— 
shaking her nieve, and callin' me " Sorrow" — and demandin* hoo I 
daured to meddle wi' that pipe 1 The stalk, at that moment, broke 
into ten pieces in my hand ! and the head of the pipe, pale as death, 
•trundled at my feet. I felt my crime to be murder — and without a 
struggle submitted to my mother, who gave me my paiks, which I 
took as silent as a fox. Severe disenchantment ! Yet, though my 
ears tingled, when I touched them, till bedtime, I was an unrefonned 
sinner in sleep-^and blew dream saip-bubbles frae a visionary pipe 
'up the ether of imagination, uninterrupted, un terrified, and unpun- 
ished by any mortal mother — dream saip-bubbles faar transcending 
in purest loveliness even them for which I had wept — and is na't a 
strange thocht, sirs, to think that the sowle in sleep's capable o' con- 
ceivin' what's even mair beautifti' and mair evanescent than the first 
perfect heavenly joy that a puir wee bit poetic laddie like me ever 
experienced in the waukin' warld ? 

North, What better have we been pursuing all oui* lives 1 
Shepherd. Said ye pursuin'? I did na pursue them — I stood 
rooted to the grund — ^1 gazed on them as glories that I knew a 
breath would destroy — I feared to breathe for fear the air would 
break theu: pictured sides — for ilka ane as it arose glistened wi* 
changefu' pictures — painted a' roun' and roun' wi' wee clouds, and 
as I thocht wee trees — the globes seemiu' rather to contain the 
scenery within them like sae mony floatin' lookin'-glasses — and 
some o' them shinin' wi' a tiny sun o' its ain — ^the image it micht be 
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— ^tbe reflected imnge — o' the great sun that illumines not only 
this worid but the planetaiy system. 

North, Well, James ! what better have we been gazing at all 
our lives ? 

Tickler. Tliat Round op Beep, Kit. 

Shepherd, Timothy's speakin' sense, and we twa hae been speakin' 
nonsense — and yet that Bound of Beef, though tbere'9 nae fear, I 
boup, o' his floatin' awa' up the air and meltin' in a drap o' saip and 
water, is but a bubble in his way too, and corned though he be, look 
for him to-morrow, and you will find him not. 

Tickler, Yet is he a prize buttock. 

North. Transitory as a prize poem. 

Shepherd, In Eternity as short will be the date of that still larger 
round — the Earth. 

North, Not any more mustard, Timothy. (Tickler hands a sulh 
stantial sandwich across the table to North.) Thank ye, Tim. 
Depth three half inches — the middle layer in a pepper and salt coat, 
rather the thinnest of the three — ^no fat but round the edges — and 
confound crust. There's a recipe for a beef sandwich ; and if- you 
ask to take a lesson how to eat one, pray obsei-ve the mode of open- 
ing the mouth like a gentleman — wide, without gaping — and, having 
fixed that in your memory, attend to the difference between a civil- 
ized swallow and a barbarous bolt. There ! that was a civilized 
swallow ; and by the law of contrast, you have already, in fair im- 
agination, a barbarous bolt. But we are rambling ; and I remem- 
ber we were discussing the skies of Italy in comparison with those 
of Scotland. Saw ever Italy such storms as Scotland sees ? 

Shepherd. In some spat or ither amaist every day o' her life. 

Tickler. Yes, she does ; and such storms, too, as Scotland nevei 
sees. For all our volcanoes are dead ; and, except now and then a 
slight shiver about Gomrie, she never had an earthquake. 

North. Shelley says grandly, 

** As when some greater pointer dips 
His pencil in the gloom of eaithquake and eclipse.'* 

I forget whether the word is earthquake or thunder. 
. Shepherd. An' it's nae gi-eat maitter. 

North. Is there any great picture of an earthquake ? or of an 
eclipse ? 

Shepherd. Ye mean in iles or canvass ? 

North. I do. I know of none — but, were there fifty, I stake my 
credit on the assertion, that all of them together would not do the 
business to imagination so peifectly as one line and a half in 
Milton — 

** Disastrous twilight sheds, with fear of change 
Perplexing monairhs.'' 
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Shepherd, IVe written as gude a line and a lialf as thae — but 
I've forgotten a* mj poetry, except some sangs. But keep to the 
pint. 

North, Great painters will rarely seize, I think, on the throes of 
mother Earth, or on the agonies of father Uranus. In earthquake, 
she seems to be too ruefully rent — ^in eclipse, he seems to be too 
disastrously darkened — for us, their children, to desire to see one or 
other so painted ; but poetry can sublime them both by some mighty 
moral, gathering up the supernatural trouble into a few words, and 
then by applying it illustratively to human life, magnifying both 
images — making them both more portentous and prodigious by their 
natural reaction on the imagination. 

Shepherd, I suspect, sir, that's verra gude. After a', there's 
naething hke poetry. 

North, And no poets like the poets of Britain. But the truth is, 
James, that there is no country like Britain ; and that her children 
far excel all the rest of mankind equally in imagination and in in- 
tellect. 

Shepherd. Are you sure o' that, sir, and can you pniv't ? 

North, I am sure of it, and I can prove it in one sentence, to the 
dissatisfaction of all the rest of mankind. What mortal man, in uni- 
versality of genius, ever equalled Shakspere ? 

Shepherd, That's a poser. I defy the rest o' mankind, leevin' or 
dead, to parry that thump. You've knocked them a' doon, sir, wi' 
ae hit on the universal jugular. 

North, What mortal man ever equalled Newton ? 

"God said, Let Newton be — uiul nil wns light!" 

Shepherd, Nane. That's a sickener on the stamach. 

North, What mortal man ever equalled Bacon ? 

Shepherd, What, auld Roger ? 

North, No, James, — Francis.* 

Shepherd, Oo ay, — Francie ! — In whattt 1 Howsomever that's 
a settler on the kidneys. 

North, What mortal man in majestic wisdom of moral imagina- 
tion—that is, " in the vision and the faculty divine,* ever equalled 
Milton ? 

Shepherd, The shooblimest o' a' poems, though a silly shepherd 
says sae, assuredly is Paradise Lost. The blin' bard was a seraph. 

North, I have done ; and merely ask, wliere are we to look for 
the equals of Spenser and Wordsworth ? 

Shepherd, Dinna weaken your argument, sir, nor shall I, or I 
micht ask where we are to find a Scott and a Byron— or a Burns 
-or 

Francis Baoon, Lord Verolam, 

** Ilie wisest, greatest, meanest of mankind."'>21. 
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Tickler. An Ettrick Shepherd. 

Shepherd. Dinna indtilge m personalities, Mr. Tickler. I'm sat 
isfied to he the Scottish Theocritns. 

{Enter, in two coluffins, the Amhranal brethren, with their teifo, 
and the usual supplies.) 

North. How are you, gentlemen ? 

Omnes {in all kinds of voices). Prettj hohhish. 

Shepherd. What kind o' an answer's that to make to Mr. North, 
ye neerdoweels 1 And it mann be preconcerted — ^for wha ever heard 
tell o' twa columns o' waiters, each wi' its ain maister at its head, 
without preconcert, and in perfect unison, cryin* out in tenor, treble, 
and base, " Pretty bobbish ?" For shame o* yoursells ! answer me 
that wiselike. Hoo*s a wi' ye, lads ? 

Omnes (in all kinds of voices). All aKve and kicking. 

( They deposit the dishes, and deploy out of the room in gal- 
lopade, Tappitaurie, to the great delight of the family, kil- 
ting his hurdies* with his heels, and disappearijig in a Somr 
erset.) 

Shepherd. I've lang gien up wonderin' at ony thing ; but there 
couldna weel be fewer than twa score. Mony faces glowered on 
me, as the columns deployed, some wi' goggle and some wi' pig een 
— some wi' snouts ana some wi' snubs — and think you yon black- 
a-viced man wi' the white teeth could be a blackamoor 1 

North. The truth is, my dear James, that thousands of strangers 
in Edinburgh — ^many of them from foreign countries — are peren- 
nially dying to see the Ettrick Shepherd in all his glory at a Noctes 
— and I lately discovered, by the merest accident, that Ambrose, 
out of the purest humanity — for you know he is above all selfish 
motives — ^has been in the practice — since we resumed our sittings— 
to admit as many of the more distinguished as the parlor can pru- 
dently hold, on account of the flooring, into his Tail, and ii\to the 
Tail, too, of Mon. Cadet. The black-a-vicod gentlemen is, as yon 
conjectured, a blackamoor. The Duke of Lemonade — fresh from 
St. Domingo. 

Shepherd. And the Tawney 1 

North. That was the Marquis of Marmalade, the duke's eldest 
son, by a French countess, who survived the Great Massacre, and 
was the beauty of Port-au-Prince. 

Shepherd. 1 houp Mr. Awmrose 11 be kind to the duke and ma^ 
quis in the bar, and no let them want for ony thing reasonable in 
the way o' drink. Noo, sirs, dinna distract my attention frae the 
boord, for i* requires as meikle thocht to play a supper o' this com- 
plicated character as a game at chess. You twa are at liberty to 
speak to ane anither, but no to me, and mind that ye converse in a 

* ITiiTiiMV— buttocks.— M. 
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laigli or at least moderate key, that ye dinna wax warm and smite 
the table or your thees, and abiine a* tilings else that ye flee na up 
in ane anither's faces in a rage, and gie ane anither the lee. Be 
temperate, for I canna help fearin' the kintra's m a predicament. 
Thir are prime. 

North. You may perhaps remember, Mr. Hogg, that at last Noc- 
tes, in reply to a question of yours, if 1 thought there would be any 
•serious disturbance in the country on account of the dissolution of 
the Ministry, I said, that I thought there would be a great deal 
of ludicrous disturbance, and that the people would experience 
80 many difficulties in preserving a grave countenance, that they 
would very soon desist from the attempt, and find relief in general 
laughter. 

Shepherd, I'm no hearkenin*, and your words in my lugs seem 
to fbllow ane anither wi' that kind o' connection that might be ex- 
pected amang written slips o' paper read, as they cam to haim, out 
o' a hat. 

North, Has it not been even so, Tickler ? I see " in the Sun a 
mighty angel stand" waving a broadsword all over Scotland. 

Tickler, On sucli occasions the London papers, in the adverse 
faction, always tell the people of England to look at Us. We are 
always in a flame of patriotism — the conflagration spreads over the 
country like a thousand fires in the season of heather buniing, when 
every hill has its beacon. 

North, And in the smoke the stars are stifled like bees in brim- 
stone, and fall hissing into the lochs. 

Tickler. I contemplated the meeting in the Grassmarket from one 
of the eyes of the White Hart, and felt ashamed of Auld Reekie. 
In that vast area I have seen fifty thousand people, all gazing in- 
tently on one man, who was making them a speech. " Ladies and 
gentlemen," said the orator, with hands impressively folded across 
his breast, " on rising to address you on this occasion, I feel it to be 
a duty incumbent on me to deviate from the usual practice of my 
predecessors in the chair, and to declare with a voice that will be 
heard all over Scotland, that so far from charging the fair sex with 
having been the cause of my downfall — which is now near at hand 
— ^for I am about to relinquish the situation which I have for a good 
many years held in this city — I have ever found them the best of 
friends — and that had I taken their advice earlier in my career, 
although my life might not have been one of such adventure — and, 
without presumption, I may even say, achievement — nor mj death 
witnessed by so numerous and highly respectable an assemblage of 
my fellow-citizens — (and here he bowed all round) I might on the 
whole have been a happier man. With my last words, therefore, 
1 beg the ladies to accept the assurance of^my sincerest gratitude, 
Vol. v.— 26 
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highest respect and wannest affections." And so saying, he drop 
pea the handkerchief, and in air danced the nsoal solo. 

Shepherd, Was na the rubber a sodger I 

Tickler. When I thocht of that orator and that andience, and the 
snblime sympathy that stilled the vast assemblage while he spoke 
^-and then looked at the pitiful crew standing on the shabby scaf- 
fold, all of them like criminals guilty of no particular crime, but 
somehow or other invested with the mean air of servants out of liv- 
ery and out of place— I could not but painfully feel the dishearten- 
ing and humiliating contrast ; nor was my shame for the degeneracy 
of mj countrymen not exacerbated by the miserable and wretched 
speeches emitted in voices that alternately played cheep ! and peep ! 
or sputtered out in syllables that seemed composed of slaver, and 
left most of their fluency on the waistcoats of the delirious idiot 
drivelling about Claverhouse and Bothwell-bridge. 

North. Why, he is their crack orator. 

Tickler. The mob near the scaffold was very far indeed from 
resembling the swell mob. It looked like the last relics of a meal 
mob, that had scattered on the streets what it should have put in its 
stomach— or rather like a general meeting of your friends the old 
clothesmen. 

North. My friends the old clothesmen — I beg you to be civil. 

Tickler. I ou know you always knock them down simply for pop- 
ping the miestion. But they were far from being enthusiastic. 

North. X ou seldom find united in one and the same individual the 
extremes of enthusiasm and hunger. 

Tickler. I did not say they all looked hungrj^ — though I do not 
doubt many of them were so — but they almost all looked as if they 
had been drunk the night before, and kept spitting till they stood in 
a puddle of phlegm. . 'T was rather a raw day, and the afternoon of 
a raw day toward the end of November, in the Grassmarket, is not 
favorable to noses. The cheekery got sallower and sallowcr as the 
light declined, and the mob began to snifter, and wipe its nose on 
its sleeve — dangerous symptoms of anger and disgust. It then 
began to swear and to cut jokes, and only wanted spirit for a row. 
" Spunks — spunks — spunks — who will buy my spunks ?" cried an 
errant voice with a beseeching earnestness that wershified the insip- 
idity of the patriot at that moment advising his Majesty to look to 
his crown, and Jock's appeal to the sympathy of the shiverers exci 
ted an abortive guffaw. 

Shepherd. Wha leuch ? 

Tickler. The meanest of mankind are yet susceptible of shame, 
and from the outskirts of the mob I saw slinkings away into closes, 
and heard sulky proposals, such as " Come awa*, Jamie — for I never 
heard sic haverers — come awa' and let's join for a dram." 



THE COMMONALTY OP SCOTLAND. 898 

Shepherd. Wi* a' my heart. Your health, sir. 

Tickler, There had not at the thickest been more than a couple 
of thousand near the scaffold, and as the mob thmned, and you 
could see through "its looped and windowed raggedness," you 
could not help admiring how the lowest rabble in Scotland contrive 
to have such fair skins. 

North, Cutaneous diseases are now chiefly confined to England. 

Tickler, True, I seldom go there now for fear of catching the itch. 

North, *Tis a retribution on tiiem for all their wit on the Scotch 
fiddle. 

Tickler, Had these poor fellows attended to their own business 
instead of the affairs of the State, they might all, with the regular 
wages going, have clad themselves decently on week days, and had 
a Sunday suit ; whereas, you never saw ouf of Ireland such apolo- 
gies for breeches ; and one radical at a distance I mistook for a 
Highland-man, whose imagined kilt of the Macgreggor tartan, on 
somewhat nearer inspection appeared in its true colors — those of a 
dirty shirt. 

Shepherd, I hae been tryin' a' I could to hear you — ^but I hae 
been obliged, whether I would or no, to follow the threed o* your 
discourse, like a speeder waverin' apparently again' his wull in the 
wund — 

North, On a line of his own spinning. James — ^but. Shepherd, you 
arc like the fly, unwittingly caught in the spider's web. 

Shepherd, I dinna like to hear you abusin' puir fblk. 

North, Come — come, James, much as I esteem you, I shall not 
suffer you to utter such stuff. 

Shepherd, Weel — weel, then — I eat in my words. 

North, I love the people of Scotland, and they know it. A nobler 
race never toiled for bread. Abuse the poor, indeed ! No— • 

" An honest man's the noblest work of God''— 

And Scotland is fiill of them^-of men in low degree, on whose 
hearts Nature has set her own badge of highest merit, that to my 
eyes shines brighter than any silver star. The commonalty of 
Scotland has produced many of her greatest geniuses and most 
heroic patriots — and will continue to produce them ; but indepen- 
dently of such produce rich and rare, I love the people for the sake 
of the virtues of their own condition, on which the country, equally 
in time of peace and of war, for her happiness and her safety mainly 
relies. And now that the political privileges of the people have 
been extended — though to such extension I was adverse, and gave 
reasons for my opposition which never yet have been refuted — so 
far from finding fault with their exercise of those privileges, I would 
despise them now whom I have heretofore admired, were they not 
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to value tbem liiglily, and to confiider every case iu wbicb thej think 
themselves called to use their rights, as a case of conscience. 

Shepherd, Sound doctrine that — and high sentiment too— just 
like youreell ! 

North. Nay, I shall always make great allowance for them in 
times of excitement, and the moment you hear me call them mob or 
rabble, get me cognosced, and confined, and let the Lodge be let 

Shepherd. I should in that case hae nae objections to sit in't rent- 
free, provided the tiiistees would only pay the taxes, and tbe wages 
o* tlie gardener for keepin' up the place, and the gravel walks tidy, 
for a' things on the yerth I do maist detest and abhor chicken-weed 
and sic like trailln' trash chokin' up the boxwood and ither odorif- 
erous plants, sae that you might mow the avenue wi' a scythe, and 
put up uito cocks a kind o' coorse product, atween hay and straw and 
rashes, that stirks in wunter wad eat rather than starve. 

North, But no friends, James, of the people are they who collect 
such ragamuffin congregations of the dregs of the lowest canaiUe as 
that which disgraced the Grassmarket, and libel the lower orders 
by addressing the insignificant assortment of small gangs, as if they 
represented the worth and intelligence, and industry, and patriotism 
of the Working Classes. Why, Tickler tells me that the few 
scores belonging to that excellent order stood aloof in knots with 
their aprons on, for a short while regarding the proceedings with 
indifference or contempt, and then walking away, with a laugh or a 
frown, to their afternoon's work. It is a stupid mistake, and shows 
utter ignorance of their characters, to believe that the respectable 
mechanics of Edinburgh like to see magistrates and gentlemen 
descending to a level on which they themselves would scorn to 
stand. They think and say — ^I have heard more than one of them 
say so — that they wonder how their superiors in station can sabmijt 
to such degradation as they themselves, humble men as they are^ 
would spurn ; and are surprised how they are permitted to do so by 
their wives. 

Shepherd. The wives o' the workin' classes, I ken, aye set theur 
faces against their husbands attendin' sic riff-raflfery affairs ; for in 
nae ither class o' society hae honest men's wives mair becoming 
pride, and in amaist every woman's breist there is a natural repug- 
nance to a' pursuits— except it be an occa^onal ploy — that tak her 
man frae his wark or his fireside — and especially to sic as embitter 
and exasperate his temper, which politics, as they're ca'd, are cer- 
tain sure to do, and to mak him a domestic tyrant at last 

North. What cruel wickeilness is involved in those two words- 
Domestic Tyrant ! 

SJiepherd. The chiel, frae abusin' the misgoveriiment o' the kin- 
tra< and the misdirection o' public affairs, and a* things whatsomevei 
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in the wide warld — the hail system, in short, sir, o' our foreign and 
domestic policy — acquires a habit o' fawte-findin' that he applies to 
the mismanagement o' the hame department within his ain door- 
cheeks— and the neebours hear him flyting on the gudewife, like a 
tinkler, till at last he takes to the harlin' o' her alang the flure bj 
the hair o' the head — and some nicht the polish enter at the cry o* 
murder, and carry the Radical Refoi-mer to the shells. 

North, S tran g — Strang — Strang — James. 

Shepherd, Mind ye, sirs, I'm no sayin' this is the common char* 
acter o' Radical Reformers amang mechanics. It's an extreme case 
— the cry o' murder. For a woman will thole a hantle o' ill-usage 
afore she breaks out either in fury or fear at her husband, remem- 
berin' the days o' their youth. But the peace o' the fireside may 
be sair disturbed without things comin' till that extremity ; and I 
nianteen it*s no in the nature o* things that ony hard-workin' con- 
tented, decent, douce, domestic chiel wi' a wife, and of coorse weans, 
can lang busy himsell wi' correctin' the abuses o' church and state* 
without suner than he suspecks becomin' rather idlish, gae sour, no 
just sae ceevil in his mamer as he used to be, upsetting and proud 
o' bein' the cock o' the company whare ilka bit bantam maun hae 
its craw — ^instead o* happy in bein' the cock o' his ain roost, chuck* 
lin' by the saft side o' his ain chuckin' hen, as bonnie as if she were 
yet an yearock, though she has been aften cluckin', and has bred 
up chickens that are some o' them doin' for themsells, and the rest 
cheerfully mnnin* about and pickin' crumbs frae the floor. 

North, Tickler, how pleasingly he illustrates his political and 
economical views ! 

Shepherd, Safe us ! what's become o' a' the oysters ! You hae 
aye been a great freen', sir, o' the educatin' o' the People. 

North. Always. I shall give my support to no ministry that 
does not strive with all its might and main to effect that object. The 
late ministry deserved praise for what they did ; and we shall show 
ourselves a strange nation indeed if we grudge any grant of the 
public moneys, however magnificent, to be employed in spreading 
and establishing knowledge in the land. 

Shepherd, Was na't twenty thousand pounds ? 

North, And too little. What if it were a hundred thousand t 
The mind of the people would repay it — in hard cash — a thousand- 
fold. Even as an Utilitarian, I say — at any cost— let our twenty- 
four millions have education. 

Shepherd, That's a man. 

North, But le't us know what we are about — and what we are to 
expect — and what are the possibilities of education. I am willing 
to believe that a constant progress is making towards truth, and 
that this must be for happiness j but any one who looks at the world 
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and iU hiBtory maj satisfy himself that for some reason or another 
thb truth was not intended to come all at once. Either in the 
human understanding, or the positive state of the human wiU, thers 
is some ground wherefore this should not be. It is not posable 
then, nor meant to push mankind forwards at once into the posses- 
sion of the inheritance. There are degrees and stages ; and seeing 
this, a wise man is patient and temperate. 

Shepherd, Like yoursell. 

North, Many men fall into this error, James, by a miscalcu- 
lating impatience to bring on at once the reign of truth — that they 
fuolibuly imagine that small portions of truth conmiunicated, which 
it is in their power to communicate, are the reign of truth brought 
on earth ! 

Shepherd, Goofs! 

North, The truth which is in their power, is that which regards 
definite relations, as mathematics, and the science of matter. Their 
iiasty and enthusiastic imagination seizes on parcels of this truth, 
and upon plans for communicating them, and to judge from their 
manner of speakine, it foresees consequences of a magnitude and 
excellence, concoivaole only if all truth were to have possession of 
the human heait. 

Shepherd, You are gettin* rather beyond my depth — ^yet by 
drappm* my foot I feel grund— only tak tent you dinna droon me in 
pome plum. 

North, In judging the past, James, we are not to condemn errors, 
aimply because they were errors. They were many of them, the 
necessary guidance of man ! 

S/iepherd, Alas! for puir man, if he had had nae sic Ghris- 
tianity even as the Roman Catholic religion afforded him in the 
dark ages. 

North, Alas ! for him indeed, my dear Shepherd. Neither are 
we to judge the total effect of the error by the effect of the excess 
of that error. 

Shepherd, Eh? 

North, Not, for instance, to judge the total effect of monastic 
orders by the worst pictures of sloth and vice which monasteries 
have afforded— not the total effect of Aristotie's dialectics — ^if erro* 
neous or erroneously used — by the most frivolous and vain of the 
school-subtleties — not the effect of the Roman Gatholic religion at 
a Spanish or English auto-da-fe. 

Shepherd, I canna but agree wi' you. But h)ok at Tickler, 
(jfaumingy) is na he sleepin' ] 

North, Our business, my dear pastor, is not to hunt error out of 
the world, but to invite and induce truth. It is a work not of en- 
mity but of love; and, with aU my admiration of Lord Brougham, 
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I cannot tliink liIs temper and method as a moral teacher so good 
as those of Socrates. 

Shepherd. You'll forgie me, sir — but I never can help suspectin' 
that a man's getting a wee dullish or sae— even if that man should 
happen to be yoursell — ^^when I experience a growing diflfeeculty hi 
keepin* up my lids. What think you noo, sir, o' the prospects o' 
the Government 1 

North. The same I thought of them at last Noctes. Sir Robert 
Peel had not then arrived from Rome — ^but I knew he would bo 
Premier — Wellington Foreign Secretary — and Lyndhurst Chancellor 
— and I said that the strongest ministry would be formed the country 
had seen since the time of Pitt. I added there would be a dissolu- 
tion, and that the goveniment would have many formidable diffi 
culties to encounter and overcome in the new Parliament. 

ShepJierd. Sagawcious. 

North. I heard a gentleman, who, I presume, has studied politics, 
and declares that he belongs to the juste milieu, prophesy — that 
was his word — that in two months the King would, much against 
his will, send for Lord Stanley, and request him to form a ministry, 
and I wish Gumey to record the prophecy, that this philosopher of 
the golden mean may enjoy through life the halo that will glorify 
his brows ever after its fulfilment. 

Shepherd. Wha was't ? And what said ye till the man o* mr- 
diocrity ? 

North. I never mention the names of private persons at a 
Noctes, and I said nothing to him, for I make it a rule nevei to 
disturb any friend's self-complacency, so long as his remarks are 
innocent. 

Shepherd. And that, sir, was indeed as innicent a remark as eNer 
was lisped by a babby about a change o' kittens. 

North. The greater and indeed the lesser prophets were inspiied 
direct from heaven — and I do not believe that my worthy friend, 
who is such an enemy to extremes, thought of claiming Elijah's 
mantle, or that he imagined he had had communion with the spirit 

" Tlmt touch'd Isaiah's hallowed lips with fire." 

To another class of prophetic personages, called seers, he could not 
well suppose he belonged, as they are always Highlanders. But 
bo was born of Lowland parents in the Luckenbooths — so he can- 
not have the second sight — nor to his eyes " coming events cast their 
shadows before.'' Milton, again, speaks of the sages whose 

" Old expcnence doth attain 
Tu something like pro]>hetic strain ;" 

but my friend is not forty, and his experience has been circumscribe] 



\ 
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within a somewhat narrow circle. He could not, therefore, have 
been in Milton's eye. 

Shepherd, He maun o* necessity then belang till that class o* 
prophets that are ca'd simple conjecturers — ^because they're nae con- 
jurers. He'll hae just knowledge aneuch to ken frae the newspa- 
pers that Lord Stanley did na quite like the noo to join Ministers, 
and that he has been praised for hangin' back by the Whiggamores, 
though between you and me, sir, he's nae favorite noo with them, 
and like to be less sao afore seed-time.* And as nae man o' medi- 
ocrity wad ever dream o* Durham's being Premier, the simple con- 
jecturer could na weel help prophesying — sae he was determined to 
prophesy — that Stanley woidd be the man. 

Ntrrth, I believe you have hit it — James. But was not two months 
too short a tcnn ] 

Shepherd, Ratherly, But the simple conjecturer, though nae 
conjurer, had seen in the papers that the new Ministry would be re- 
fused the supplies by the new House — and takin' that for gospel, 
he fixed his time, and I only wonner he alloo'd Sir Bobert to be 
Premier abmie sax weeks. But what think ye, sir ? 

North, I think that nothing could be more amusing than the seri- 
ous view taken by part of the press of the temporary dictatorship 
of the Duke of Wellington. The " wearifu' woman" of the Morn- 
ing Chronicle for three weeks, without one moment's intermission, 
kept up a mumbling and maundering vituperation of the Duke, whom 
for lengthiness she classically called Dictator, for having put all the 
seals of office, in a bunch, into his pocket,t and being resolved to 
keep them there as long as he chose, to the indignation, disgust, and 
hoiTor of the entire British nation, who, she said, at such an uncon- 
stitutional spectacle, rose up as one man. As one man, however, it 
appeared, that the entire British nation almost immediately sat down 
again — ^much to the *♦ wearifu' woman's" exasperation, who insisted 
still more vociferously that the entire British nation should once more 
get on its legs. 

* FtRiilry did not join Peel's Ministry, in 1834^. When Pe^l again became Premier, in 1841, 
StHnl^y WHS \\u Colonial Secretary, but resigned, in thn autumn of 1843, when Peel had deter* 
niine«l to Hboli«>h hU duties on the importation of com. In FKbi-uary, 1852, Stanley (who had be* 
come Earl of D»'rhy, by bis father's death), became head of the British Government, hut— the 
Whig* and the Iri^U party combining, m they had done in 1835— was defeated in the House of 
Conmions. and rrsicned in December, 18,')2. — M. 

t It is a fact that, in the three weelcs which elapsed between the dismissal of the Melbourne 
Ministry, and the aniral of Sir Robert Peel, from Italy, to form another, the entire duties of the 
Executive Govei-ninent were performed by the Duke of Wellington, without any apparent defi- 
ciency in, or detriment to, the public service. The Whinr newspapers were indignant — as becaino 
them, being partisans — at this '* Dictatorship," but the People did nut troul>le themselves abont 
it, l)eing rather pleased than otherwise, at the efficiency of '• The Duke," who had recovered the 
popularity he lost in 1830-3. It is proper to mention, as the matter has been misrepresented 
and exarrgeratcd, that, in June, 18^)1, when the Duke *■ made a fortress of Apsley House'* (as has 
been gmvely writ in History), all he actually did was to put up jalousies, or outer window 
blinds such as are common to most houses in the pHncipnl cities of Kurope and America, but 
liail not then been introduced into Englund. 1'hey m-e gi-neraJiy made of wood, wh'Tcas those 
•t Apeley House were inanufHCtured of iron, which had the advantage of durabilkjr, and are 
ptobkbly mufket-proof when closed.— M. 
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ShepJietd. She might have mumbled till she was black in the 
face. 

North. The best-natured old woman in the world would lose her 
temper, James, if nobody were to listen to her, or even so much as 
to pretend not to see her, but if every body were to walk by, as if 
in the still of the evening silence accompanied their steps, The 
" wearifu' woman" was irritated even to madness by such usage. 
Like an aged clergyman of our acquaintance — now, alas ! no more 
— who, in a brain fever, preached in his bed — supported by pillows 
and supposing himself in a succession of pulpits — the same sermon 
twenty-seven times in twenty-seven hours — each time fondly believ- 
ing it to be a different discourse — so snoozed away— column after 
column of the same eternal lamentation — for she seemed at last more 
in. sorrow than in anger — though much in both — the "wearifu' 
woman" of the Chronicle of the rosy-fingered Morn. Incredible as 
it may be held — from extracts of her distraction cruelly published 
in the Sun> — ^in her own broad-sheet they were only printed — there 
is but too good reason to fear tha.t she thinks she is but entering on 
her career, and if such steps are not taken as humanity suggests, 
she may keep at it well on into the ensuing year ! 

Shepherd, The wonner's no in the words ; for memory — though 
it never surveeves the ither faculties — and here it appears they are 
a' dead— can continue to repeat it by rote to the very last— as I 
ascertained in the case o' an auld parrot, that after a brain fivver 
becam a sort of idiwit. As for teachin' him a new word — if it had 
been but a single syllable — ^you micht as weel hae tried to teach a 
stuffed specimen the unknown tongue. You may judge o* his im- 
becility frae ae fact, that he had forgotten the way to eat. Yet, 
like your freen the minister, sir, and the " wearifu' woman," he 
keepit a command o' his vocabulary to the last — but I dauma tell 
you the words that fell out frae atween his big tongue and his dry 
pallet the verra minute afore he expired — ^but they were fearsome ! 
— and the only excuse for the cretur was, that he had picked them up 
at sea. But what think ye o' the prospects o' the new Government ? 

North, Sir Robert's address to his constituents is all that the. 
nation could desire — and the policy announced in it may be support- 
ed, without either sacrifice or compromise of a single principle, by 
all Conservatives.* 

Shepherd, That's aneuch for me. You've said it, and whatever 
you say is richt. 

* Tbi8 was his oddrefls to the elect^trs of Tamworfh, a lengthy and explicit 8tat«^tnent of his 
politic»i1 virws as Prime minister. With one exception— a resolution to devote the surplus (if 
any) of the Irish Church revenuo to none but strictly ecclesiastical purposes— it was such a pro- 
giammensLord Grey or Lord Melbourne, or any othrr profes««d IJherHl, might have issued 
to the satisfaction of the public, after the passing «it the Reform Bill. Wiiy. then, did not Par- 
liament allow him to carry out his views t— because though principle be the eidolon of Party, per 
UMial interest is the substance. Not measures^ but men xixukA Mo& ttt^V^i^Ssv^ '^\\sX'\s^^^a.>^»A«— >&i. 
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No-fk. Oh, sLame to the tfUJuhnrw iht Delf nSiher than iIm 
power-crartng' S4^'l::.«^htiess that msti^ates needj or greedj knayes 
to l>e such frx/Is aA to saj, that no rtat«man that opposed the bill 
ci PaHiamcDtary Rcfonn should erer be suffered to take part in the 
afiairs of the natkm ! 

Hhcplicrd. Hoots, toots ! joa*re fechtm' the wand. Thai nerer 
was said, sir T 

North. Yes — Jaine»— and it will be acted on bj thoosands. 
Many of the Whig Candidates hare already, in addiesses to their 
CorihtitocDts, called on them to choose representatiyes according to 
that creed. For any baseness, howerer barefaced and brazenfaced, 
we must have Wen long prepared, in the d^enerate Whigs of Scot- 
land. But not till I see that opinion acted on bj the Whigs of Eng- 
land, manj of whom seem yet to possess many of the political vir- 
tueH of their forefathers, who were illnstrioas patriots in their day, 
shall I believe that Whig is now indeed a word for all that is most 
deffpicable and hateful in the heart of man. If this be indeed now 
a Whig Principle — there is another word of the same number of 
letters — " letters fonr do form its' name" — the name not of a princi- 
ple but of a place — to which I devoutly trust all Whigs will in good 
time be sent, there to form his Majesty's Opposition. 

Shepherd, What place is that t It canna be Coventry — for that's 
a diHsy liable. Oo ay! Oo ay! Oo ay! I hae ye now, sir. 
Wi' a* my heart. 

North, Sir Robert Peel, in a few calm words sets this principle 
in its true light. " llie King, in a crisis of great difficulty, required 
my services. The question I had to decide was this : shall I obey 
the call, or shall I shrink from the responsibility, alleging as the 
reason that I consider myself, in consequence of the Reform Bill, as 
laboring under a sort of moral disqualincation which must preclude 
me and all who think with me, botn now and for ever, from entering 
into the officiaj. service of the Crown ? Would it, I ask, be becom- 
ing in any public man to act on such a principle 1 Was it fit that I 
should assume that either the object or the effect of the Reform Bill 
has been to preclude all hope of a successful appeal to the good 
sense and calm judgment of tne people ; and so to fetter the prerog- 
ative of the crown, that the King has no free choice among his sub- 
jects, but must select his Ministers from one section, and one sec- 
tion only, of public men f 

Shepherd, Hoo sensible — ^hoo dignified — ^hoo true ! 

North, Faction will cling with desperate tenacity to the objection 
to any Conservative government, thus disposed of in a few simple 
words. But we must cut off its paws. They who now urge it know 
of a surety that the measures of the New 3Iinistry will be of the 
most enlightened and liberal kind. Ay — the epithet liberal — 00 
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*ong Tnisnsed and abused — ^will recover its iigbtftil meaniDg, and 
that meaning be illustrated by a policy that on foundations of law 
and order shall establish peace. 

Shepherd, There has been nae peace in men's minds lately, sir ; 
and Earl Grey himself spak* wi' mair than seriousness o' the pres- 
sure frae without. What is*t ? 

North, It was the pressure of some hundreds of thousands, per- 
haps millions, savagely seeking to squeeze the life out of the gov- 
ernment, that they might usurp the rule of the state. These were 
the very millions to whom the government had given power. I 
speak not now of the Reform Bill — though the evils it has perpetu- 
ated stand before my eyes in all their magnitude — ^but of the encour- 
agement directly afforded by the whole spirit — and a truckling spirit 
it was— of their 'havior to them who soon became their inveterate 
and their victonous enemies. The Radicals destroyed the Mel- 
bourne Ministiy. I say so on the authority of Lord Melbourne. 

Shepherd, Eh me ! Is that possible ? On the authority, sir, o* 
Lord Melbourne ! 

Na?-th, Yes. What care I — what cares any man of common 
sense — ^for such explanations as the late Ministry may choose to 
give the country — and I do not believe one of them, unless it be 
Littleton,* would speak what ho did not think the truth — of the 
circumstances attending their dismission ] 

Shepherd, No a button. 

North. The causes are patent to the whole world. The " pres- 
sure from without" had produced a great diflSculty of breathing, and 
sadly affected their speech. Nay, there was a manifest pressure on 
the brain — ^the patient looked at once apoplectic and paralytic^- 
black-blue in the face, while the power of one side of the body at 
least was gone ! How could it be expected that such a ministry 
were to carry on the government of a great countiy ? 

Shepherd, They stoitered again the kirk. 

North, Has not Lord Melbourne told the country, in his answer 
to the Derby address, that the chief emban-assments of the ministers 
were occasioned by the wild outcry that had been yelled against 
the church ? And how ought Ministers to have dealt with such dan- 
gerous enemies ] Put them down by union among themselves, and 
by an open determination to guard our sacred establishments from 
the touch even of the little finger of any leader or follower of thai- 
impious crew. Instead of that, they parleyed with the enemy, and 
seemed sorry that they could not make nil the concessions he de- 
manded ; while among themselves was one certainly — perhaps more 
than one — who, though he was " not prepared to say that there 

* Now Lord Hathorton. When Mr. UtUeton, he had been Chief Secretary Tor Ireland.— M. 
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4iotil/l be no ^Hiante heiween clmrcli and gtsde^ — iiaj, thoa^ be 
was pf^pare/1 Uf saj, after mnch apparent faesiatioB, or at least 
delaj, that tli^ alliance »honM be preferred — had frequently said 
that be was rcadj to rob tlic cbtircb — for tbat the alienation of her 
propertj to Kecnlar pary>o4ies is rohberr I shall not think it at all 
presamptrioos in me to affirm, in spite of the dictum to Uie contraij 
cf my Lord John Riift<(ell. 

Hhrphrrd. And think ye, sir, there has been a wide and deep 
reaction I For unleKA it nskA been sae, itH do nae gnde. 

yorth. Reaction of what on what I Millions of people anticipated 
from the Reform Bill peace— order — indostry— contentment — and 
above all« increased attachment to all onr institutions — and a clearer 
conviction and dcejier feeling of the t>anctity of property, gnarded as 
it then wonld be by eqnal laws, and by measures sanctioned by the 
true representatives of^ the people. 

Shepherd. And hae they begun to change their opinions ! 

Nf/rfh, Ay, many is the number of those who have done so— but 
I Hhall not inKiHt on that, for the Reform Bill is the law of the land. 
But some millions of those many millions now see that, whether to 
be laid at the door of the Bill or not, society is now threatened by 
evils which, three years ago, they would have smiled in your face 
had you hinted at — and I did more than hint at them — ^I described 
them in colors only Icbs dark than the truth ; and my trust is, that 
a great majonty of the people of England, seeing many things in a 
very different light now, will suppoi-t the Conservative Government 
of which Sir Robert Peel is head. 

Shepherd. I ca* that moderation. 

North, And when heard you, or any man, anything but modera- 
tion from my lips ? I cannot doubt tbat the good sense and good 
feeling of the country will prevail, and that it will be found to be 
out of the power of faction to act, to any wide extent, on a principle 
of such unutterable baseness as that toe Government must be op- 
pofiedf liowever excellent its measures, and with a fury proportioned 
to their excellence. That many elections will be carried in a spirit 
of pure hatred of Consei-vatism I believe ; but in the House the 
DcHtructives will be made to quail ; and England, expecting that 
every man will do his duty there who loves her institutions, will 
speak with another voice, should any great number of the repre- 
sontatlves of the people there dare to vote against measures they 
have always approved, merely because they are the measures of 
Government. 

Shepherd, There assuredly will be a reaction again* ony pairty 
that lang ack sae — were it but on account o' the impudence o' sic 
behaviour. I howp Tickler's no gaun till rat ; but this obstinate 
somnolency is suspicious, and hae na ye been obseryiu' that there 
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Las been little or nae snore ? When a man sleeps in company 
without snorin', there's reason to think his mind may be takin' tent 
o* things drapped in conversation, and that he may use what he 
hears anither day. (Burns paper below Tickler's nose) Gif he 
be awake, he maun be stimulatin', and o* Strang resolution. But he 
is true as steel to the back-bone. {Smacks Tickler with both handt 
on the bachf and then shakes him with all his might by the shoulders,) 
Fue! Fire! Fire! 

Tickler {starting up^ and staring wildly around). Water ! Water ! 
Water ! 

Shepherd. Wliusky ! Whusky ! Whusky ! {Enter Ambrose.) 

North. Is Peter in the house, Mr. Ambrose ? Give me your arm. 

Amlyrose. Ay— ay, sir, 

^Exeunt o^^cs.) 



No. LXXL— FEBRUAUr, 18C5. 

SCENE — Penetralia of the Lodge — Time, ae wee sltort Tunir ayont 
the Twal — Present, North and Shepherd. 

Shepherd, It was nae safe in joxi, sir, to gic a' your domestics the 
jilay for a hale month in hairst, and to leeve incog a* alane by your 
single seP in this Sanctum, like the last remainin' wasp in its nest, 
at the close o' the hummin' season; — for what if you had been 
taken ill wi' some sort o' paralysis in your limbs, and been unable 
to ring tlie alarm-bell for succor ? Dinna ye see that you might 
hae expired for want o' nourishment, without the neighborhood 
ha'in' had ony suspicion that a gi*eat licht was extinguished, and 
that you micht hae been found sittin' in your chair, no a corp in 
claes, but a skeleton ? You should really, sir, hae mair considera- 
tion, and no expose your freens to the risk o' sic a shock. Wull ye 
promise 1 

North, You forget, James, that the milk-lassie called every morn- 
ing, and eke the baker's boy— except, indeed, during the week I 
subsisted on ship-biscuit and Aiiitage. 

Shepherd, You auld anchorite ! 

North, Such occasional abstraction, my dear James, I .feel to be 
essential to my moral and intellectual well-being. I cannot do now 
without some utter solitude. 

Shepherd, But folk '11 begin to think you crazy — and I'm no sure 
if they would be far wrang. 

North, At my time of life, James, it matters not much whether I 
be crazy or not, — ^indeed one so seldom sees a man of my age who 
is not a little so, that I should not wish to be singular — though, I 
confess, that I have a strong repugnance to the idea of dotage. 
Come, now, be frank with your old friend, and tell me, if the oil in 
the lamp be low, or if the lamp itself but want trimming ? 

Shepherd, Neither. But the lamp's o' a curious construction — 
a self-feedin*, self-trimmin' lamp— and, sure aneuch, at times in the 
gloom it gies but a glimmer — sae that a stranger micht imagine that 
the licht was on its last legs — ^but would sune start to see the room 
on a sudden bricht as day, as if the window-shutters had been 
opened by an invisible hand, and let in a' the heavens. 
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North, I never ilesire to be LrlHiant. 

Shepherd, Nor does the day. 

North, Nor the night. 

Shepherd, There lies the charm o' their beauty, sir, just as yours. 
There's nae ostentation either in the sun, or in the moon, or in the 
stars, or in Christopher North. 

North, Ah, you quiz ! 

Shepherd, There's the sun. Hoo aftcn doos he keep out o' sight 
through the greatest part even o' a lang simmer day I Tnie, ye 
aye ken, withouten ony science, whereaboots he is in the sky ; for 
that face o' his canna be sae entirely hidden that our een dinna hear 
it silently speak. 

North, A mixed image, James — a 

Shepherd, Saft, sweet, laigh mui-mur, as it were, o' licht. I'm 
alludin' the uoo, to the sun far ben in heaven on a serene day^ 
when, if you could suppose a human ee openin' for the first time on 
natur, the human being would think the air was the sun o' which 
he had read in the Bible, and perhaps imagine that St. Mary's loch 
was what was ca'd licht ! Or possibly he micht include in his idea 
the greenness o' the hills, out or in the water ; but whatever he 
thocht' or felt we canna doubt that he would be happy as a seraph, 
and utter a thanksgiving to the Invisible. 

North, My dear Shepherd, I forget and forgive your banter in 
the beauty of such images — ^so purely Scottish. 

Shepherd, Whare's the sun in a thunner-storm ! You micht abso- 
lutely believe he was afraid o' bein' struck by the lichtnin*. 

North, That's an original thought, if ever there was one. Ha ! 
ha! ha! James. 

Shepherd, Wha the deevil ever heard a man afore lauchin' at the 
shooblime ? 

N&rth, Why, that's another ! I must begin to look serious. 

Shepherd, Knawin', like a great chemist as he is, that water's a 
non-conductor, and naturally abhorred by the electric fluid — when 
the tempest's at its hicht, and threatens to tak' the sky by storm — 

North, That is the third. 

Shepherd, and to escalade the veiTa citadel into which he 

has retired 

North, Fourth. 

Shepherd. the sun commands the clouds to become rain and 

droon the lichtnin' ! 

North, Fifth. 

Sheph^ird, And then sally in' frae the dungeon- vaults of that 

celestial stronghold, he shows his unharmed Iiead all glittering wi* 
gplden hair, mair beautifu' than an angel's, while earth lauchs back 
to heaven, and from all her groves hymneth the Lord of Light and 
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LoTe in choirs of gratnlation that gladden the blue lift and the 
green hills wi* holy echoes ! 

Nfrrih. The half-dozen. 

Shepherd. O' whattt ? 

North. Of original ideas. 

Shepherd, Na — you're tuniin* the tables on me noo, sir. 

North, Well— Veil— let it be so. 

(By his thumb on the rim North makes revolve the Circtilar, so 
that 7ie and the Shepherd exchange jugs.) 

Shepherd, I ca* that selfish. A drap cauld wesh drags at the bot- 
tom o* yours, and mine fu* to the brim o* bet, Strang, stingin' toddy ! 
But ae gude turn deserves anither. (Imitates North in his man- 
agement of the orrery t and restores the planetary system into its far- 
mer position in space.) — Is that you, my bonnie jug! Let me kiss 
your hinnie mou ! That's a kind cretur ! 

North. Then the moon, James. 

Shepherd. Why, sir, she aften comes out o' her bower when the 
sun is shinin' frae pui*e modesty and bashfulness, that nane may see 
her takin' a walk, nappy to be eclipsed into obscurity by that om- 
nipotent licht. 

Narth. Seven. 

Shepherd. In that resemblin* yoursell, sir, wha are fond o* my 
society in a' its splendor, that, like the Leddy Moon in presence o' 
the Lordly Sun, you may escape notice, in your ain quate and cozey 
neuck, contented wi' your ain somewhat pallid face, while the gen- 
eral gaze is concentrate on mine glowing wi' mair roseate colors. 

North. Eight. 

Shepherd, And hae na ye seen her an a clear blue nicht, when 
she couldna help rejoicin' in her beauty, and there could be nae use 
in denyin' that she knew boo exceedin' fair she was, Mother o' Pearl 
o' the Firmament — 

North. Nine. 

Shepherd. Ha na ye seen her then acceleratin' her pace to meet 
the lagging clouds, and divin* intil the heart o' the first mass she 
met, carin' naething for the disappointment o' the shepherds sprink- 
led owre the hills, sae that she enjoy for a while her beloved retire- 
ment, like a princess shunnin' a people's gaze, and layin' hersell 
doon in a bed wi' white curtains, and white sheets, but no half sae 
white as her ain lovely limbs, for they are o' lilies — and what white- 
ness is like that o' lilies, whether they grow in the garden, or in the 
lochi 

North. Ten. 

Shepherd, And yet she's no aye sae blate— for hae na you and me 
aften seen her shinin' in the sky, mair like tlie sun than the moon, 
brichtenin' and brichtenin' while we continued to gaze, as if she 



THE STARS. 407 

were resolved in lier queenly heart to domineer — I liad amaist said 
to tyrannize— in the divine power o* her beauty over all upward eyes 
—outfacing her worshippers till they wink't, if no under her lustre 
yet under her loveliness — and turned awa' perhaps quite overcome 
— to relieve their hearts by a look o' the Evening Star? 

North, Eleven. 

Shephei'd, What's a* the ships that ever sailed the sea to her — 
what's a* the isles that slumber on the sea — what's a* the birds, 
though God kens they are beautifu', that, on tlie bosom o* that sea 
or o' thae isles, alicht and fauld up their pennons spotless as the 
snaw ! She heeds them not — for to her tlie sea is but a mirror in 
which her heart is gladdened by the beauty o' her countenance ; 
and that she may enjoy her gaze on hersell she chains in saft, 
shinin' fetters the charmed warld o* waves ! 

North, The dozen, by Diana ! 

Shepherd, As for the stars — never cou'd my heart decide whether 
they were fairest risin', seittin', or studded, stationary sparkles, in 
the sky, like diamonds on the sclate-roof o* a human dwellin*. 

North, Second Series. Number One. 

Shepherd, I'm glad to see ye dinna start at the comparison. For 
what's bonnier than the yellow glintin* diamonds on the blue sclate- 
roof o' a human dwellin* — ^laigh though the riggin' be ? And what 
forbids that they should be likened to the starry splendor on the 
cope o* highest heaven % 

North, Nothing. 

Shepherd, The same hand formed those in the earthen mine, that 
hung these on the celestial vault — and then methinks, sir, that the 
laigher roof, as the heart keeps naiTOwin' and hallowin' its feelings 
in domestic peace, is something even mair sacred — seein' that God 
gied us such shelter that aneatli it we might sing his praise — than 
the far-aff roof star-spangled — the roof, as it were, o' the boundless 
universe. For 'tis the roof o' ane's ain wee dearest warld, whare 
every thing is suitable in its significance — I had amaist said insig- 
nificance — but ae great thocht made me change the word — ^for are 
we not immortal — ^though bom to die ! 

North. I have lost count, my dearest Forester, of the original and 
delightful ideas you have been pourin' forth this last half hour, and 
hope this shovel of oysters will be to your taste. Nothing, after all, 
like the open-stitch shovel for roasting natives. 

(Scrapes off half a hundred natives on the Shepherd's plate — 
and half a hundred on his own. 

Shepherd, Prime. As I look on a risin' star I feel the same as if 
listenin' to a soarin' laverock — I wud think, as the star sets nhint 
the hill, I saw the bird drappin' earthward to its nest. 

Vol. v.— 27 
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Nort7i, Love you best, James, to gaze on tliem clear or in misl • 
in scores or in thousanclh ? 

S/u'pherd. I seldom noo, sir, gaze on tliem ava. It is sufficient 
to ken tliat tliey are there — their presence abnne is impressive on 
my heart, though my een be on the grand as I am trudging hame 
outowre the hills, or atween my yad*s Ings as I'm trot tin' alang the 
bridle-roads wi' a tight rein for fear he comes doun and breaks his 
knees — nae nnnsual occurrence. If they're dimmish, which they 
may be without bein' misty, that's nae nositive sign that it will rain 
the morrow — ^but when wannish it will surely be wat, and as I 
never yet kent rain thrown awa in the Forest, I'm aye glad to see 
them wannish ; for sae far frae being then sickly, 'tis a symptom o' 
health, and indeed diseases there ai*e nane amang the heavenly 
lichts, nor did a sinde ane o' them a' ever send down to earth but a 
blessing on man and beast. I canna thole noo to luik lang on a re- 
fulgent star — it makes me sae melancholy — but frequently sic a ane 
obleeges me to see it — singlin' itsell out frae the rest if it wished a' 
the warld below to admire it, and then I pause, and wi' a sigh give 
it a silent benediction. When they hae ta'en possession o' the skies 
in thousans — and that tens o' thousans are aften visible at ance to 
my naked een, I shall continue to believe in spite o' a' the astrono- 
mers that ever peep't through telescops — 'tis then that I -hae nae 
fear to tak a lang steady look at the noctuinal heavens. A's sae 
cheerfu' as weel's sae serene — sae meriy, I had amaist said, as 
weel's sae m<^estic — a' sae gay, sir, as weel's sae glorious — that a 
temper'd joy diffuses itsell through a* my bein', and the man ad- 
mires like a child the illuminated sky palace o' nature. 

North, The Material Universe ! and is there nothing beyond ? 
Where is the abode of spirits ? And what is spirit ? 

Shepherd, O sir ! surely ye are no a materialist ] 

North, No, indeed, James. It has been argued by materialists 
that we know nothing at all about what we call Spirit — but believe 
me, my dear friend, that we know as much of it as we do of Matter. 

Shepherd, Do ye say sae,* sir ! 

North, In the first place, James, it is probable that we have gene- 
rally included in the notion that may have been in our mind at any 
time we have been meditating on our inner being, the idea of some 
action proceeding ; that we have not conceived of Spirit as some- 
thing in a state of utter rest, but rather in motion, or with thought 
awake in it, or with inclination of love or aversion, or under the 
affection of pleasure or pain, or as exercising agency on some other 
being ? 

Shepherd, Be sae gude as to speak affirmatively, sir, if you 
please, and no interrogatively — for it s my desire uo to teach but to 
team. 
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North, Well — James — ^tliat act — the idea of wliicli T conceive 
has commonly been in our minds when we have spoken of Spirit — 
was not conceived of by us as impressed on this being at the instant 
by some other being; if it was motion, we did not think that the 
being was merely driven along by a force extraneous to itself, in 
which it had no participation, but that it moved itself; if the act 
conceived of was agency exercised upon some other being — the 
Spirit exercising it was not thought of as a mere passive instrument 
transmitting that agency from some other beirig, not as a mere 
powerless, will-less medium of agency, but as itself operating ; if it 
was an act of thought, we did not suppose it merely carried on in it 
by extraneous energy without its participation, but as proceeding 
by faculty of its own ; if it was a movement of love, aversion, will 
in any kind, we still thought of it, however called forth, as proceed- 
ing from itself; if imagined in the mere passive state of impressed 
pleasure or pain, we considered that passion as' terminating on sense 
of its own — in a word, as centring on itself; nay, do not rub your 
forehead, as if you were perplexed, for I appeal to your conscious- 
ness, is it not even so ? 

Shepherd, Dinna ask me — but go on, sir. 

North. Now, James, these are all ideas, I affiim, of very strong, 
positive, and most important realities. What then may that be 
which always appears to our minds the deficiency in our conception 
of Spirit — which makes the conception to our reflection appear un- 
satisfactory-r-nay, which at times makes us doubt if indeed we have 
it at all? • 

Sheplierd. Clear up that to my contentment, sir, and you'll mak 
me happy a' the rest o' the nicht. 

North, We say, then, that we can conceive a notion of the being 
of matter, biat not a notion of the being of Spirit. 

Shepherd, The materialists say sae. 

North, What conception then, I ask, have we of the being of 
Matter ] Probably there comes before our mind the image of some- 
thing extended and opake ? 

Shepherd, Just sae. 

North, If we make the conception a little more intense, then the 
conception of that property by which body is displaced or displaces 
ia superadded ? 

Shepherd, Just sae. 

North, If we were to think farther, quality after quality is super- 
added, till the idea is of some definite known substance ? 

Shepherd, This table. 

North, Just so, James. Or by effort of the mind we may proceed 
in the other direction, endeavoring to abstract the idea to the ut- 
most ; we can dismiss the idea of opacity, and conceive Matter as 
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tmt<parmt ; w« can reiluce the idea of extension to the most indi- 
Ti<al4e at<>m. lo all such cases it is obvious that onr conception of 
llaner is iLe meie i^covexy to tlie mind of some remains of actual 
iaipressKHi ma tie on tlie sense. 

Sle; krrtL it would seem sae — jnst sae, sir. 

A^" ri- The conclusion, I apprehend, must be, that the conception 
we ihiiik we liare of the being of Matter, is a conception either of 
past impresiiions of sense^ or of an apprehended power to affect the 
sense with impressions ; but the moment we attempt to conceive of 
that Something having power to affect the sense — to conceive of it 
in anv way absolutely distinct finom the remembered impression of 
f^nse^ we find that we are entirely unable to shape such a concep- 
^n — and we acknowledge, that of the being of Matter itself, we 
really have no more conception than of the being of Spirit ? 

Si^pAerd. That seems sound logic 

Aor/A, Therefore, my dear Shepherd, we cannot call it an im- 
perfection in our conception of Spirit, that we do not conceive its 
mode of being, since you see we do not conceive it even of Matter. 

Shfj>h^rd. Conclusive. 

NortJk^ ^Vhat we miss, then, in the conception of Spirit, is I 
believe, nothing else than that shadowy image of Matter, derived 
from sense, which unavoidably attends upon the conception of 
Hatter. 

ShepM^rd, Even o' a ghost 

Xorfh, A good illustration. If this be true, then, all that is 
really deficient in our conception of Spirit is that whichjt could not 
by any possibility include, namely, the image of an impression on 
sense ! 

Shepherd. Let the materialists answer that That's a bane for 
them to mumble till their jaws are sair. 

North, But, my dear James, I claim yoiur ear for a few minutes 
more. 

Shepherd. You'll no be angry if I keep eatin' awa' at the oysters ? 

North. Not at all. If the two conceptions of Matter and Spirit 
be examined in more particular comparison, it will perhaps be found 
that what to our first apprehension of them makes the dLfference of 
the power of conceiving them so indissoluble, are the two circum- 
stances — ^first of the excessive complexity of impressions — the body 
of impressions, if it may be called so^that we derive from the forms 
of material being with which we are most familiar — and, secondly, 
that the great qualities of its weight and impenetrability make such 
powerful and overcoming impressions upon those bodies from which 
the mind receives the materials of all its conceptions. These are 
circumstances in the conception of material being which must needs 
affect strongly the opinion of the mind which has not been practised 
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to analyze its concept'ons, but wh'cli it puts away, one by one, as it 
becomes familiar with the process of resolving its complex impres- 
sions into their elements. 

Shepherd. My genius is rather synthetical, than analytic, I sus- 
peck, but I'm no carin'. 

North. Now, Spirit, James, presents no such complex aggregate 
of impressions embodied together, and therefore does not rise as a 
full conception to the mind, but has to be slowly produced. Thus, 
it appears to me that there is nothing defective in the conception of 
Spirit which it could possibly include. All that is defective, in our 
knowledge of it, is, that its properties are not manifested to sense ; 
but that is the very ground of its character, and its essential distinc- 
tion from Matter, of which the sole character that we can give is, 
that it is being, of which the properties are manifested to sense. 

Shepherd, If that's no truth, then welcome falsehood. 

North. Spirit is conscious of itself, and that consciousness is the 
sole ground of our belief in its being. 

Shepherd. And what else would fules seek 1 

North. Firmer than all rocks. Oh ! what is the whole life of the 
human creature but continual self-consciousness, varied in ten thou- 
sand times ten thousand ways? This Spirit, united by life to 
material being, sees no spirit but itself; but it sees living bodies like 
its own — ^warm in life —springing with motion— gestures, look, voice 
speech answering to its own ; and it believes them to bear Spirits 
like itself — beings of will, love, wrath, tears. 

Shepherd, Dinna rin aff into description ; but hand up your head, 
and stick to the soobject, like a Scots thrissle, tall as a tree. . 

North. We believe, then, in a kind of being distinct from Matter, 
because we cannot help it. We have no other resource, and we 
choose to call it Spirit. That there is power, energy, will, pleasure, 
pain, thought, we know ; and that is all that is necessary to the 
conception of Spirit, except one negation — that it is not cognizable 
to sense. All we have now to ask ourselves is, " Is this being, that 
feels, wills, thinks, cognizable by sense ? If so, by what sense ? 
If there is no account to be given, that this thinking, willing, feeling 
being was ever taken cognizance of by sense, it seems at least a 
hard assertion to say it is so cognizable — an assertion at least as 
hazardous as to say it is not. 

Shepherd. Ten thoosand million times mair sae. 

North. If you consider, then, my dearest Shepherd, what is our 
reasoning when we form to ourselves a belief of Spirit, it is simply 
this — " Here is Matter which I know by my senses. There is 
nothing here which appears to me like what I know in myself. My 
senses, which take cognizance of Matter, show me nothing of the 
substance which thinks, or wills, or feels. I believe, then, that 
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there is being, wliicli they cannot show me, in whicL these powew 
reside. I believe that I am a spirit. 

Shejyherd. " Plato, thou reasonest well." 

North, From the moment the child is conscious of power within 
himself, of thought, sense, love, desire, pain, pleasure, will, he is 
beginning to gather together in one the impressions, feelings, and 
recollections which he will one day unite in conception under the 
name of Spirit. 

Shej)herd. Mysterious life o' weans ! 

North, Ah ! that deep and infinite world, which is gradually 
opened up within ourselves, overshadowed as it is with the beautiful 
imageiy of this matenal world, which it has received into itself and 
cherishes ! Ah ! this is the domain of Spirit. When our thoughts 
begin to kindle, when our heart dilates, the remembrances of *the 
works of Spirit pour in upon us : let me rather say, my Shepherd, 
the Sun of Spint rises in its strength, and consumes the mist, and 
we walk in the joy of his light, and exult in the genial warmth of 
his life-glorifying beams. 

ShepJierd, Simpler, simpler, simpler, sir. 

North. Oral need not be so correct as written discourse. But I 
take the hint, and add, if it be asked why it is hard to us to form 
the conception, why we nourish it with difficulty, why our minds 
are so slow to reply when they are challenged to speak in this 
cause, it is because they are dull in their own self-consciousness. 

Shepherd, That's a better style. 

Noriti, The Spirit, which feeds the body with life, itself Ian 
guish'es. It has not learnt to awaken and cherish its own fires. It 
is only when strong conception seizes upon its powers, and swells 
them into strength, that it truly knows, and vividly feels itself, and 
rejoices, like the mora, in its own lustre. 

Shepherd. Eyeing the clouds as ornaments, and disposin' them as 
fits its fancy in masses, or braids, or specs — a' alike beautifu*. 

North. Illustrating the line in Wordsworth — 

'* This mornings gives us promise of a glurious day.'' 

Shepherd, Weel — weel — aye quottin* Wordsworth. 

North. Oh the blind breasts of man ! Because in the weakness 
of our nature we cannot rend ourselves enough from sense, we often 
seek to clothe the being of Spirit in the vain shadows of material 
form ! But we must aspire to a constant conviction that at the 
verge and brink of this material nature in which we stand, there is 
an abyss of being unfathomable to all our thoughts ! Unknown 
existences incomprehensible of an infinite world ! Of what mighty 
powers may dwell there — what wonders may be there disclosed— 
what mutation and revolution of being or what depths of immutable 
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repose, we know nothing. Shut up in our finite sense, we are 
severed for a while, on our spot of the universe, from those bound- 
less immortalities. How near they may be to us we know not, or 
in what manner they may be connected with us — around us or within 
us ! This vast expanse of worlds, stretching into our heavens many 
thousand times beyond the reach of our powerfuUest sight — all tide 
may be — as a speck of darkness ! 

Shepherd, I wuss Dr. Ghaumers heard ye, sir. 

North, I wish he did. And may we, with our powers, fed on 
Matter and drenched in Sense, think to solve the question of what 
being may be beyond ? Take upon us impiously to judge whether 
there be a world unsearchable to us, or whether this Matter on 
which we stand be all? And by the measure of oiu* Sense circum- 
scribe all the possibilities of creation, while we pretend to believe 
in the Almighty 1 If where we cannot know, we must yet needs 
choose our belief, oh ! let us choose with better hope that belief 
which more humbles ourselves ; and in bowed down and fearful awe, 
not in presumptuous inteUigence, look forth from the stillness of our 
souls into the silence of unknown Being ! 

Shepherd, I may weel be nmte, sir. Sit nearer me, sir, and 
gie me your haun* — and lay't on my shouther, if you're no quite 
dune. 

North. I would fain speak to the youth of my native land, 
James — 

Shepherd, And dinna they a' read the Noctes ? 

North. and ask tliern — when the kindling imagination blends 

itself with Intellectual Thought — when the awakened, ardent, as- 
piring intelhgence begins in the joy of young desire to lift itself in 
nigh conception to the stately minds that had lived upon the earth 
— when it begins to feel the pride of hope and power, to glow with 
conscious energy, to create thoughts of its own of the destinies of 
that race to which it rejoices to belong — do not then, I ask them, all 
the words which the mighty of old have dropped from their kin- 
dling lips concerning the Emanation of the Eternal Mind, which 
dwells in a form of dust, fall like sparks, setting the hope of im- 
mortality in a blaze — 

** The stiddon l)lazp 
Far round illuiniiics heaven ?" 

If, while engaged in the many speculations in which our studious 
youth have been involved, they suffer themselves to be dragged for 
a time from that primal belief, do they find a weight of darkness 
and perplexity come over them, which they will strive in vain to 
nhake off? But as soon as they reawaken to the light of their 
first conviction, that heavy dream will be gone. " I can give no 
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Acconnt** — fmcli an one migbt say — ^' nor record of tliis eonyiction. 
I drew it from no dictate of reason. But it has grown npon me 
tbroagh all the jears of mj existence. I cannot collect together 
the arguments on which I believe, bat tbej are for ever rising 
ronnd me anew, and in new power, every moment I draw my 
breath. At every step I take of inquiry into my own being, they 
burst upon me in different unexpected forms. If I have learned to 
lean to the side of the material philosophy, every thing that I under- 
stood before was darkened — my clearest way was perplexed. I be- 
lieved at first, because the desire of my sotd cleaved to the thought 
of its lofty original. I believe now, because the doctrine is a light 
to me in the difficulties of science — ^a clew in labyrinths otherwise 
inextricable." 

(Knocking at the front door and ringing of the front-door beJU 
as if a sertian of guardians of the night were teaming the 
family of fire^ or a dozen devils, on their way back to Fan- 
demonium, were wreaking their spite on Christopher's sup- 
posed slumbers^ 

Shepherd. Whattt ca' ye' thattt? 

North {musing). I should not wonder were that Tickler ? 

Shepherd. Then he maun be in full tail as weePs figg, or else a 
Breearious. ( Uproar rather increases.) They're surely usin' sledge- 
hammers ! or are they but cain* away wi' their cuddie-heels ? We 
ocht to be gratefu', howsomever, that they've settled the bell. The 
wire rop's brak. 

North (gravely). I shall sue Southside for damages. 

Shepherd. Think ye, sir, they'll burst the door ? 

North (smiling contemptuously). Not unless they have brought 
with them Mons Meg.* But there is no occasion for the plmal 
number — 'tis that singular sinner Southside. 

* Prom thfl Bomb Battery of Edinburgh Cutle, is a fine view of the New Town, tiie environa, 
the Firth of Forth, and the coaat of Fifa On the Argyle battery, beneath it, now stands an an- 
cient piece of ordnance called Mons Mxo. It is h gun, cotnpused of Ions bars of beat iron, * 
hooped together by a cIom seriei of rings. It measure! twenty inches in Uie bore and is sup* 
poiod to have been fabricated under the auspices of James IV., who, in 1498, employed it at tlia 
•ii)ge of Norham Castle, on the borders of England. It was rent in 1682 when firinir a swlut^ 
since which time it has been quite useless. In 1745, it was removed to England andf deposited 
la the Tower of London. It is mentioned in Dnimmond's Macaronics 

— Sicuti Mons Megga crackasset 
Whtm George IV. was in Edinburgh in 1822, he visited the Cattle, and after he had stcod upon 
the bastion whereon Mons Meg had formerly stood, Scott so camestly solicited tlu; rci^tonitioD 
of the old and ui^eless gun. that nis Mi\jpsty consented. However, it was not brought back for ^\'' 
anil years, It appearing by Scoti's diary, under date Marcti 9. 18:29, that great eolenmity wa:^ u^ed on 
thn occnsion. His tncmornndum is :— ** Wont about one o'clock to the Castle, wliert* wo sitw the 
auXd murderess, Mons Meg, brought up in solemn procession to reoccupy her ancient place un 
the Argyln Battery. Muns M«>g is a monument of our pride and poverty. The nzv. is enunnmi^ 
but six smaller guns would have been made at the same expense, and done six times as much ox- 
emitiun as she could have done. There was immense intt'ref^t tnken in the show liy the pf>ople 
of the town, and the numbers who crowded the Castle Hill had a magnificent Rppunranco 
About thirty of our Celts [the Celtic Club, composed of men of rank and fortuno] attended io 
costume ; and as there was a Highland Rcuiment for duty, with dragoons and artillery- men. tl e 
Whole made a splendid show. The style in which the last manned and wrought the wiudlHSS 
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Shepherd, Your servants maim be tbe Seven Sleeper« 

North, They have orders never to be disturbed after midnight. 
Enter Peter, in his shirt, 

Peter, let him in — show him ben — and {whispers Peter, who makes 
Jiis exit ana his entrance, ushering in Tickler in a Dreadnought, 
covered with cranreuvh* North and the Shepherd are seen lying 
on their faces on the hearth-rug,) 

Peter, Oh I dear ! oh ! dear ! oh ! dear ! what is this ! what is 
this ! Hae I leeved to see my master and Mr. Hogg lyin* baith 
dead ! 

Tickler {in great agitation). Heavens ! what has happened ! This 
is indeed dreadful. 

Peter, Oh ! sir.! oh ! su* ! it's that cursed charcoal that he wou'd 
use for a* I cou'd do— the effluvia has smothered him at last. 
There's the pan — there's the pan ! But let's raise them up, and 
bear them into the back- green. — (Peter raises the body of North 
in his arms — Tickler that of the Shepherd.) — Stiff! stiff! stiff! 
cauld ! caidd I cauld ! dead ! dead ! dead ! 

Tickler {wildly). When saw you them last? 

Peter, O, sir, no for several hours ! my beloved master sent mo 
to bed at twelve — and now 'tis two half-past. 

Tickler {dreadfully agitated). This is death. 

Shepherd {seizing him suddenly round the waist). Then try Death 
a wrastle. 

North {recuperated by the faithful Peter). Fah: play, Hogg ! 
You've hold of the waistband of his breeches. 'Tis a dog-fall. 

( The Shepherd and Tickler contend fiercely on the rug,) 

Tickler {uppermost). You deserve to be throttled, you swineherd, 
for having wellnigh broke my heart. 

Shepherd, Pu' him aff, North — pu' him aff — or he'll thrapple me ! 

Whr — ^whr — rrr — whrrr (Southside is choked of the Shepherd 

and takes his seat on the sofa with tolerable composure » Exit Peter.) 

Tickler, Bad taste — bad taste. Of all subjects for a practical 
joke, the worst is death. 

Shepherd. A gran' judge o' taste ! Ca' you't good taste to break 
folk's bell-rops, and kick at folk's front doors, when a' the city's in 
sleep ? 

Tickler. I confess the propriety of my behaviour was problemat- 
ical. 

Shepherd. Problematical ! You wad hae been cheap o't, if Mr. 
North out o' the window had shot you dead on the spat. 

which raised Old Meg, weighing seven or eight tone, from ht>r teinporarj carrl^se to that 
which hH8 been her basis tor iiniiiy years, was siiiguhirly b(;nutif'u1, as n coinUinrd exhibition of 
ikill and strength." It had been cut>tomary to Hre bullets of st^me from Mons Mog, which were 
afterwftrds economically sought for, and picked up for future use. Some of thoso are now 
piled alongside of the old gun, which the Scotch consider a kind of Natiunal palladium 1— M. 
' Crunreuch — hoar-frost. — ^M. 
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North {Jeaning kindly over Tickler, as Southside is sitting on 
the sofa, and insinuuting his dexter hand into the left coat-pockel of 
Timothy's Dreadnought) Ha ! ha ! Look here, Mr. Hogg ! (Ex- 
hihits a bell'handle and brass knocker,) Street robbery ! 

Shepherd, Hamesucken! 

North. An accomplislied cracksman ! 

Tickler, I plead guilty. 

Shepherd, Plead guilty ! What brazen assurance ! Caught wi' 
corpus delicti in the pouch o' your wrap-rascal. Bad taste — bad 
taste. But sin' you repent, you're forgi'en. Whare hae you been, 
and whence at this untimeous hour hae you come ! Tak' a sup o' 
that. (Handing him the jug.) 

Tickler, From Duddingstone Loch. I detest skating in a crowd- 
so have been figuring away by moonlight to the Crags. 

Shepherd, Are you sure you're quite sober? 

Tickler, Quite at present. That's a jewel of a jug, James — Bat 
what were you talking about 1 

Shepherd, Never fash your thoomb— but sit doon at the side-table 
yonner. 

Tickler. Ha ! The Round ! {Sits retired.) 

Shepherd. I was savin*, Mr. Tickler, that I canna ^e^i rid o' a 
belief in the mettaseekozies or transmigration o' sowles. It aften 
comes upon me as I'm sittin' by mysell on a knowe in the Forest ; 
and a' the scenery^ steadfast as it seems to be before my senses as 
the place o' my birth, and accordin' to the popular faith where I 
hae past a' my days, is then strangely felt to lose its intimate or 
veetal connection wi' my speerituality, and to be but ae dream-spat 
amang mony dream-spats which maun be a' taken thegither in a 
bewilderin' series, to mak' up the yet uncompleted mystery o' my 
being or life. 

North. Pythagoras! 

Shepherd. Mind that I'm no wuUin' to tak my Bible-oath for the 
ti-uth o' what I'm noo gaun to tell you — for what's real and what's 
visionary — and whether there be indeed three warlds — ane o' the 
ee — ane o' the memory, and ane o' the imagination — ^it's no for me 
dogmatically to decide ; but this I wuU say — that if there are three, 
at sic times they're sae circumvolved and confused wi' ane anither, 
as to hae the appearance and inspire the feelin' o' their bein' but ae 
world — or I should rather say, but ae life. The same sort of con- 
sciousness, sirs, o' my haen experimentally belanged alik& to them 
a*, comes owre me like a threefauld shadow, ai\d in that shadow 
my sowle sits wi' its heart beatin', frichtened to think o' a' it has 
come through, syne the first far-awa glimmer o' nascent thocht cou- 
nectin' my particular individuality wi' the universal creation. ' Am 
I makin' mysell understood ] 
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Tickler, Pellucid as an icicle that seems warm in the sunshine. 

Shepherd, Yet you diuna see my drift — and I'm at a loss for 
words. 

Ticklei', You might as well say you are at a loss for oysters, with 
five hundred on that board. 

Shepherd, I think on a cave— far ben, mirk always as a midnight 
wood — except that twa lichts are bumin* there brichter than ony 
stars — fierce leevin lichts — ^yet in their fierceness fu* o' love, and 
therefore fu' e' beauty — the een o' my mother, as she gently growls 
o'er me wi* a ^ ur that inspires me wi' a passion for milk and bluid. 

Tickler, Your mother ! The man's mad. 

Shepherd, A lioness, and I her cub. 

North, Hush — hush, Tickler. 

Shepherd, I sook her dugs, and sookin' I grow sae cruel that I 
could bite. Between pain and pleasure, she gies me a puff wi' her 
paw, and I gang head owre heels like a bit playfu* kitten. And 
what else am I but a bit playfu' kitten ! For we're o' the Cat kind 
— ^we Lions — and bein' o' the royal race o' Africa, but ae whalp at 
a birth. She taks me mewin' up in her mouth, and lets me drap 
amang leaves in the outer air — lyin' down aside me and enticin' me 
to play wi' tRe tuft o' her tail, that I suppose, in my simplicity, to 
be itsell a separate hairy cretur alive as weel as me, and gettin' fun, 
as wi' loups and springs we pursue ane anither, and then for a 
minute pretend to be sleepin*. And wha's he yon ? Wha but my 
Father ? I ken him instinctively by the mane on his shouthei-s, and 
his bare tawny hurdies — ^but my mither wuU no let him come ony 
nearer, for he yawns as if he were hungry, and she kens he would 
think naething o' devourin, his ain offspring. Oh ! the first time I 
heard him crunch ! It was an antelope — in his fangs like a mouse 
-—but that is an after similitude — for then I had never seen a mouse 
— ^nor do I think I ever did a' the time I was in the great desert. 

North {removing to some distance). Tickler, he looks alarmmgly 
leonine. 

Shepherd, I had then nae ee for the picturesque — but out o' thae 
materials then sae familiar to my senses, I hae mony a time since 
constructed the landscape in which my youth sported — and oh ! that 
I could but dash it off on canvass ! 

Noi'th, Salvator Rosa, the great Poussin, and he of Duddingstone> 
would then have to " hide their diminished heads." 

Shepherd, A cave-mouth, half-high as that o' Staffa ; but no fan- 
tastic in its structure like the hexagon als — a' ae sullen rock ! Yet 
was the savage den maist sweet — for frae the arch hung doun mid- 
-way a mony-colored drapery, leaf-and-ilower-woven by nature, who 
delights to beautify the wilderness, renewed as soon as faded, or 
else perennial, in spite o' a' thae suns and a* thae stomis ! Frae 
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onr roof streclit up rose the trees, wi* crowns that touched the skies. 
There hung the umbrage like clouds — aud to us below how pleas- 
ant was the shade ! From the cave-mouth a green lawn descended 
to a pool, where the pelican used to come to drink — and mony a 
time hae. 1 watched crouchiu* ahint the water-lilies, that I micht 
spring upon her when she had filled her bag — ^but if I was cunnin' 
she was wary, and aye fand her way back unskathed by me to her 
nest. A* roun* was sand ; for you see, sirs, it was an oasis — and I 
suspect they were palm-trees. I can liken a leaf, as it cam wavei-in' 
doon, to naething I hae seen sin' syne but a parachute. I used to 
play with them till they withered, and then to row mysell in them, 
like a wean hidin' itsell for fun in the claes, to mak its mither true it 
was na there — till a' at ance I loupt oot on ray mither the Lioness, 
and in a mock-fecht we twa gaed gurlin' down the brae — ^me gen- 
erally uppermost — for ye can hae nae idea hoo tender are the maist 
terrible o' animals to tneir young — and what delicht the auld she 
ane has in pretendin' to be vanquished in even-doon worryin* by a 
bit cub that would be nae niair than a match for Rover there, or 
even Fang. Na — ^ye need na lift your heads and cock your lugs, 
^y gude douggies, for I'm speakin' o* you and no to you, and 
likenin' your force to mine when I was a Lion's whalf. 

Rover and Fang {leaping up and harking at the Shephbbd). 
Wow — bow — wow — bow— wow — wow. 

North. They certainly think, Tickler, that he must be either 
Wallace or Nero. 

Shepherd, Sae passed my days — aud a happier young hobblete- 
hoj of a Lion never footed it on velvet pads alang the Lybian sands. 
Only sometimes for days — ^na weeks — I was maist desperate hungiy 
— for the antelopes and sic like creturs began to get unco scarce — 
pairtly frae bein' feared awa' — -and I've kent us obleeged to dine, 
and be thankfu', on jackal. 

Tickler, Hung up in hams from the roof of the cave. 

Shepherd, But that was no the worst o't — ^for spring cam — as I 
felt rather than saw — and day or nicht — sleepin' or wankin' — I 
cou'd get nae rest — I was veiTa feverish and verra fierce, and keepit 
prowlin' and growlin' about j 

Tickler, Like a lion in love I 

Shepherd, I couldna distinctly tell why — and sae did my mither. j 
wha lookit as if in gude earnest she wad tear me in pieces. ' 

Tickler, Whattt ? 

Shepherd, She wou'd glare on me wi' her green een, as if she | 
wanted to set fire to my hide, as you may hae seen a laddie in a 
window wi' a glass settin' fire to a man's hat on the street, by the ' 
po\\ er o' the focus — and then she wou'd wallow on the sand, as if | 
to nib aff ticks that tormented her— and then wi' a shako, gairiu' 
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the piles shower frae her, wou d gallop down to the pool as if aboot 
to droon hersell, and though no in general fond o' the water, plowter 
in't like the verra pelican. 

Tickler, " J"8t like uiito a trundling mop 

Or a wild goose at play." 

Shepherd, The great desert grew a' ae roar ! and thirty feet every 
spang cam lowpen, wi' his enormous mane, the Lion my father, wi* 
his tail, tuft and a\ no pei-pendicular like a bull's, but extended 
horizontally aliint him, as stiffs iron, and a' bristlin' — and fastened 
in his fangs in the back o* the Lioness my mother's neck, wha forth- 
with began caterwauling waur than a hunder roof fu's o' cats, till I 
had amaist swarfed through fear, and forgotten that I was ane o* 
their own wbalps. 

Tickler, " To show how much thou wast degenerate." 

Shepherd. Sae I thocht it high time to leave them to devoor ane 
anither, and I slank aff, wi' my tail atween my legs, intil the wil- 
derness, resolved to return to my native oasis never mair. I looked 
back frae the tap o' a sand-hill, and saw what micht hae been, or 
not been, the croons o' the palm-trees — and then glided on till I 
cam to anither " palm-grove, islanded amid the waste" — as Sooth ey 
finely says — where instinct urged me to seek a lair, and I found ane 
— no sae superb, indeed, as my native den — no sae magnificent — 
but in itsell bonnier and brichter and mair blissfu' far — safter, far 
and wide a' around it, was the sand to the soles and pawms o* my 
paws — for an event befell me there that in a day elevated me into 
Lionhood, and crooned me wi' the imperial diadem of the Deseii;. 

Tickler. As how ? 

North, James! ^ 

Shepherd, In the centre o' the grove was a well — ^not dug by 
hands — though caravans had passed that way— but formed natu- 
rally in the thin-grassed sand by a spring that in summer drought 
cared not for the sun — and round about that well were some beau- 
tifu' bushes, that bore flowers amaist as big's roses, but liker 
lilies 

Tickler, Most floweiy of the feline ! 

Shepherd, But, oh heavens! ten thousand million times mair 
beautifu' than the gorgeous bushes 'neath which she lay asleep ! 
A cretur o' my ain kind! couchant! wi' her sweet nose atween her 
forepaws ! The elegant line o' her yellow back, frae shouther to 
rump, broken here and there by a blossom-laden spray that depended 
lovingly to touch her slender side ! Her tail gracefully gathered 
up amang the delicate down on which she reposed ! Little of it 
visible but the tender tuft ! Eyes and lips shut ! There slept the 
Vugin of the Wild ! still as the well, and as pure, in which her 
eemage was enshrined ! I tvumbled like a kid— I heard a knoek- 
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in*, but it did na wauken her — and creepin' stealthily on my gruff, 
I laid my sell, without growlin', side by side, a' my length alang 
hei^s — and as oor fur touched, the touch garred me at first a' gnie, 
and then glow as if prickly thorns had pleasurably pierced my 
verra heart. Saftly — saftly pat I ae paw on the back o' her head, 
and anither aneath her chin — and then laid my cheek to hers, and 
gied the ear niest me a wee bit bite ! When up she sprang higher 
in the air, Mr. Tickler, than the feather on your cap when you was 
in the Volunteo.rs ; and on recoverin* her feet after the fa', without 
stayin' to look around her, spang by spang tapped the shrubs, and 
afore I had pres<5nce o* mind tp pursue her, round a sand-hill was 
out 0* sicht ! 

North, Ay, James — -joy often drops out between the cup and the 
lip--or, like nches, takes wings to itself and flies away. And was 
she lost to thee for ever ? 

Shepherd, I lashed mysell wi* my tail — I trode and tore up the 
shrubs wi' my hind paws — I turned up my jaws to heaven, and 
yowled in wrathfu' despair — and then pat my mouth to the dust, 
and roared till the well began to bubble — then I lapped water, and 
grew thirstier the langer I lapped — and then searched wi* a' my 
seven senses the bed whare her beautifu' bulk had lain — ^wanner 
and safter and sweeter than the ither herbage — and in rage tried 
to bite a bit out o' my ain shouther, when the pain sent me bound- 
ing aff in pursuit o* my lovely lioness — and lo ! there she was 
stealin' alang by the brink o* anither nest o' bushes, far aff on the 

Elain, pausin' to look back — sae I thocht— e'er she disappeared in 
er hiding-place. Round and round the brake I careered, in nar- 
rowmg circles, that my Delicht should not escape my desire, and 
at last burst crashin' in upon her wi' ae spang, and seized her by 
the nape o' the neck, as my father had seized my mother, and 
pinned her down to the dust.* But I was mercifu' as I was Strang ; 
and being assured by her, that if I wou'd but be less rampawgeous, 
that she would at least gi'e me a hearin', I released her neck frae 
my fangs, but keepit a firm paw on her, till I had her promise that 
she wou'd agree to ony proposal in reason, provided my designs 
were honorable — and honorable they were as ever were breathed 
by bosom leonine in the solitary wilderness. 

North, " I calmed her fears, and she was calm. 
And told her love with virgin pride ; 
And thus I won my Genevieve, 
My bright and beauteous bride." 
Shepherd, We were perfectly happy, sir. Afore the hinny-moon 
had filled he^r horns, mony an antelope, and not a' few monkeys, 

* tr. the tragedy ofDuuglHS, Hori.e has the line, 

" rn woo her ns the Kuii doce his bride."— M. 
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tad we twa together devoored I Oli, sirs ! but she was fleet ! and 
sly as swift ! She would lie couchin' in a bush till she was sur- 
ronnded ^ri' grazin' edibles suspectin' nae harm, and ever and anon 
ceasin' to crap the twigs, and play in' wi' ane anither, like lambs in 
the Forest, where it is now my lot as a human cretur to leeve ! 
Then up in the air and amang them wi' a roar, smitin' them dead 
in dizzens wi' ae touch o' her paw, though it was safter than velvet 
— and singlin' out the leader by his horns, that purrin* she micht 
leasurely sook his bluid — nor at sic times wou'd it hae been safe 
even for me, her lion and her lord, to ha'e interfered wi' her repast. 
For in the desert, hunger and thirst are as fierce as love. As for 
me, in this respect, I was mair generous, and mony is the time and 
aft that I hae gi'en her the tid-bits o' fat frae the flank o' a deer o' 
iny ain killin' when she had missed her aim by owrespringin't — ^for 
I never ken't her spang fa' short — without her so much as thankin' 
me — for she was owre prood ever to seem gratefu' for ony favor — 
and carried hersell, like a Beauty as she was, and a spoiled Bride. 
I was sometimes sair tempted to throttle her — but then, to be sure, 
a playfu' pat trae her paw could smooth my bristles at ony time, or 
mak' me lift up my mane for her delicht, that she might lie down 
bashfully aneath its shadow, or as if shelterin' there frae some ob- 
ject 0* her fear, crouch pantin' amang that envelopment d' hairy 
clouds. 
, Tickler. Whew! 

North, In that excellent work the Naturalists' Library,* edited 
by my learned friend Sir William Jardine, it is observed, if I recol- 
lect rightly, that . Temminck, in his monograph, places the African 
Lion in two varieties, that of Barbary and that of Senegal — ^without 
referring to those of the southern parts of the continent. In the 
southern parts there are two kinds analogous, it would seem, to the 
northern varieties — the yellow and the brown, or, according to tho 
Putch colonists, the blue and the black. Of the Barbary Lion, tho 
hair is of a deep yellowish brown,* the mane and hair upon tho 
breast and insides of tho fore-legs being ample, thick, and shaggy ; 
of the Senegal Lion, the color of the body is of a much paler tint, 
tbe mane is much less, does not extend so far upon the shoulders, 
and is almost entirely wanting upon the breast and insides of tho 
legs. Mr. Burchel encountered a third variety of the African Lion, 
whose mane is nearly quite black, and him the Hottentots declare 
to be the most fierce and daring of all. Now, my dear James, 
pardon me for asking whether you were the Senegal or Barbary 
Lion, or one of the southern varieties analogous to them, or tho 
third variety, with the mane nearly black, that encountered Mr. 
Burchel ? 

« PublUbed in Edinburgh.— M. 
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Tickler, He must have been a fourth variety, and probably the 
sole specimen thereof; for all naturalists agree that the young males 
have neither mane nor tail-tuft, and exhibit no mcipient symptoms 
of such appendage till about their third year. 

Shepherd. Throughout the hale series o' my transmigration o' 
sowle I hae aye been equally in growth and genius extraordinar' 

{precocious, Timothy ; and besides, I dinna clearly see hoo either 
^uffon, or Civviar, or Tinnock, or Sir William Jarrdinn, or Jeems 
Wulson, or even Wommle himsell, familiar as they may be wi' 
Lions in plates or cages, should ken better about their manes and 
the tuft 0* their tails, than me wha was ance a Lion in projpria per- 
sond, and hae thochts o* writing my ain Leonine Owtobiography wi' 
Cuts. But as for my color, I was neither a blue, nor a black, nor 
a "white, nor a red Lion — though you, Tickler, may hae seen sic 
Oke on thf signs o' inns — ^but I was the Terrible Tawney o' Tim- 
BUCTOO ! ! ! 

Tickler, What ! did you live in the capital ? 
Shepherd, Na — ^in my kintra seat a* the year roun*. But there 
was mair than a sugh o' me in the metropolis-^mony a story was 
tauld o' me by Moor and Mandingo— and by whisper o' my name 
they stilled their cryin' weans, and frichtened them to sleep. What 
kent I, when a lion, o' geography ? Nae map o* Africa had I ever 
seen but what I scrawled wi* my ain claws on the desert dust. As 
for the Niger, I cared nae whether it flawed to meet the risin* or 
the settin' sun — but when the sun entered Leo, I used instinctively 
to soom in its waters, and I remember, as if it had been yesterday, 
loupin* in amang a bevy o' black girlies bathin' in a shallow, and 
breakfastin* on ane o' them, wha ate as tender as a pullet, and was 
as plump as a paitrick. It was lang afore the time o* Mungo Park 
— ^but had I met Mungo I wou'd na hae hurt a hair o' his head— 
for my prophetic sowle would hae been conscious o' the Forest, and 
however hungry, never wou'd I hae harmed him wha had leeved on 
the Tweed. 

North, Beautiful. Pray, James, is it true that your Lion prefers 
human flesh to any other — ^nay, after once tasting it, that he uni- 
formly becomes an anthropophagus 1 

Shepherd. He may or he may not unifonnly become an anthro- 
pophagus, for I kenna what an anthropophogus is ; but as to prefemng 
human flesh to ony ither, that depends on the particular kind o' 
human flesh. I presume, when I was a Lion, that I had the ordinar' 
appetencies o* a Lion — that is, that I was rather abune than below 
average or par — and at a' events that there was naething about me 
unleonine. Noo I cou'd never bring my stammach, without diffi- 
culty, to eat an auld vroman — as for an auld man that was out o* 
the question, even in starvation. On the whole I preferred, in 
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the long ran, antelope ever to girl. Girl doolless was a delicacj 
ance a fortnicht or thereabouts— but girl every day would hae 
been 

Tichler, Taujours perdrix. 

Shepherd, Just sae. Anither Lion, a freen' o' mine, tho*, thocht 
otherwise, and used to lie in ambuscade for girl, on which he fed a' 
through the year. But mark the consequence, why he lost his 
senses, and died ragin' mad ! 

Tickler. You don't sae so ! 

Shepherd, Instinctively I ken't better, and diversified my dinners 
wi' zebras and quaggas, and such small deer, sae that I was always 
in high condition, my skin was aye sleek, my mane meteorous ; and 
as for my tail, wherever I went, the tuft bore aff the belle. 

North, Leo — are you, or are you not a cowardly animal ? 

Shepherd, After I had reached the age o' puberty my courage 
never happened to be put to ony verra severe trial, for I was aye 
faithfu' to my mate — and she to me — and jealousy never disturbed 
our den. 

Tickler, Any cubs ? 

Shepherd, But I cou'dna hae wanted courage, since I never felt 
fear. I aye took the sun o' the teegger ; and, though the rhino* 
ceros is an ugly customer, he used to gie me the wa' ; at sicht o' me 
the elephant become his ain trumpeter, and sounded a retreat in 
amang the trees. Ance, and ance only, I had a desperate fecht wi* 
a unicorn. 

North, So he is not fabulous ? 

Shepherd, No him, indeed — he's ane o' the realest o* a' beasts. 

Tickler. What may be the length of his horn, James % 

Shepherd, 0' a dagger. 

Tickler, Shape? 

Shepherd. No speerally wreathed hke a ram's horn — ^but stretcht^ 
emooth, and polished, o' the yellow ivory — sharper than a swurd. 

Tickler, Hoofs. 

Shepherd, His hoofs are no cloven, and he's no unlike a horse. 
But in place o' nicherin' hke a horse, he roars hke a bull ; and then 
ie leeves on flesh. 

Tickler, I thought he had been omnivorous. 

Shepherd. Nae cretur's omnivorous but man. 

N(yrth. Eare? 

Shepherd, He maun be verra rare, for I never saw anither but 
him I focht. The battle was in a wood. We're natural enemies, 
and set to wark the moment we met without ony quarrel. Wi' the 
first pat o' my paw I scored him frae shouther to flank, till the bluid 
spouted in jettees. As he ran at me wi' his horn I jookit ahint a 
tree, and he transfixed it in the pith — sheathen't to the verra hilt« 
Vol. v.— 28 
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There was nae use in flingin' up bis beels, for wi' the side-spang I 
was on his back, and fastenin' my bind claws in bis flank and mj 
fore-claws in bis sbouthers, I began at my leisure devooring liim in 
the neck. She sune joined me, and ate a bole into bis inside till she 
got at the kidney — ^but judgin' by him, nae animal's mair tenawcious 
0* life than the unicorn — for when we loft nim the remains were 
groanin'. Niest momin' we went to breakfast on him, but thae glut- 
t(mous creturs, the vulturs, bad been afore us, and be was but banes. 

North, Are you not embellishing, James % 

Shepherd, Sic a fack needs nae embellishment. But I confess, 
*sirs, I was, on the first hearin' o't, incredulous o' Major Laing's bain' 
found the skeleton stickin' to the tree ! 

North, Why incredulous ? 

Shepherd, For wha can tell at what era I was a Lion ] But it 
pruves that the banes o' a unicorn are durable as aim. 

North, And Ebony an immortal wood. 
. Tickler, Did you finish your career in a trap ? 

Shepherd, Na. I died in open day in the centre o' the great 
Bquai*e o' Timbuctoo. 

Tickler, Ha, ha ! baited 1 
. Shepherd, Na. I was lyin' ae day by mysell — for she had dis- 
appeared to whalp amang the shrubs — waitin' for some wanderin' 
waif comin' to the well-MTor thirst is stranger than fear in them that 
dwall in the desert, and they will seek for water even in the Lion's 
lair — ^wben I saw the head o' an unknown animal high up amang 
the trees, browsin' on the spravB — and then its lang neck — and then 
its sbouthers — land thienr its forelegs^-and then its body droopm' 
down into $i tail like a buffalo's— an animal unlike ony ither I had 
ever seen afore — ^for though spotted like a leopard, it was in shape 
liker a unicorn — ^but then its een were black and saft, like the een 
p' an antelo^pe, and as it licket the leaves, I kent that tongue had 
never lapped bluid. I stretched . mysell up.wi' my usual roar, and 
in less time than it takes to tell't was on the •back o' the Giraffe. 
. Amho, 0\i\ ok\ oh! oh! oh! oh! 

i Shepherd, I happened no to be v^rra hungry — and my fangs — 
without muncbin*— ^pierced but an inch or twa deep. Brayin' 
across the sand-hills at a lang trot flew the cameleopard — ^nor for 
hours slackened she her pace— 4ill she- plunged into the Black 
river 

Tickler, The Niger. 

, Shepherd, Swam across^ and bore me through many grovei 

into a wide plain, all unlike the wilderness round the Oasis we had 
left at mom. 

t. North, Wbat to tbat was Mazeppa's ride on the desert-bom ! 
^ .Sk^pherd. The bet bluid 8:rew sweeter and sweeter as I drank— » 
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and I saw naething but lier neck, till a' at ance staggirin' she fell 
doon — and what a sicht ! Rocks, as I thocht them — ^but they werp 
houses— encirclin' me a' round — ^thousan's o' blackamoors, wi' shuts 
and spears and swurds and fires, and di-ums, hemmin' the Lion-^ 
and arrows — like the flyin' dragons I had seen in the desert, but 
no, like them, harmless- — stingin' me through the sides intil the 
entrails, that when I bat them brak ! You asked me if I was a 
cooard ? Was't like a cooard to drive, in that condition, the hale 
city like sheep ? But a' at ance, without my ain wull, my spangin' 
was changed into sprawlin* wi' my fore feet. I still made them spin 
— ^but my hind legs were useless — ^my back was broken- — and what 
I was lappin*, sirs, was a pool o' my ain bluid. I had spewed it as 
my heart burst — ^first fire grew in my een and then mist — and the 
last thing I remember was a shout and a roar. And thus, in the 
centre o* the great square o' 'Kmbuctoo, the Lion died. 

North. And the hide of him, who is now the Ettrick Shepherd, 
has for generations been an heir-loom in the palace of the Emperor 
of all the Saharas ! 

Shepherd, Nae less strange than true. Noo, North, let's hear o' 
ane o' your transmigrations. 

North, " Some Passages in the Life o' a Merman V* 

Shepherd, If you please. 

North, Another night, James ; for really, after such painting and 
Buch poetry 

Shepherd, Weel, weel, sir. I never insist. Oh ! hoc I hate to 
hear a hash insist ! Insistin* that you shall tell a story — insistin' 
that you shall sing — insistin' that you shall tak anither jug— insistin' 
th?t you shall sit still — insistin', in short, that you shall do the vena 
thing, whatever it happens to be, that ye hae declared a dizzen times 
that you will be danged if you do— dang him ! droon him ! deei^l 
droon him ! canna he hand his foul tongue, and scarte his sawto 
head without ony interruption, and be thankfu' — and no^ 

North. James ! James ! James ! 

Shepherd {laughing). Beg your pardon, sir ; but only yestreen at 
a pairty I was " sae pestered wi' a popinjay," that I'm ashamed to 
say 1 forgot mysell sae far as to dash a jug o' het water in his face 
—and tho' he made an apology, I fin' I hae na forgi'en him yet^ 
was I red in the face ] 

North, Ratherly. 

Shepherd, What's this? What's this? See, the floor's in an 
inundation ! Is that your doin', Mr. Tickler ? 

Tickler, What the deuce do you mean, Hogg? My doing? 

Shepherd, Yes— it is your doin*. A stream o* water comin' frae 
you a' owre the Turkey carpet — and reachin' — see tull't — the rim 
o' the rug. What sort o' mainners is this, to force your way at bmA- 
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niclit into an honest man*s house, and spile a' his fumitur' ? There 
you Bit at the Round, in your dreadnoucht, like a Norway bear, and 
never thocht hoo the snaw, and the cranreuch, and the icicles hao 
been meltin' this last hour, till the floor's a' soomin' ! 

Tickler, You can cross at the ford. 

North, James — ^let it seep. Shall we have some beef-si-la-mode, 
James ? 

Shepherd, Eh? 

North, Thus. 

(North flings into the bright smokeless element slice after slice 
of the Round, jrreviously well-salted and pepperedr~~they flzz 
"-rfry — flw<^ torithe like martyrs in the flre.) 

Shepherd, There's a bould, a dauriu' simplicity in that, sir, that 
keminds ane o' the first elements o' cookery, as jei no an airt, far 
less a science, anterior to the time o' Tubal-Cain. 

North, They have a flavor when done so, James, superior far to 
that imparted by the skill of a Kitchener or an Ude. They are 
more thoroughly searched by the fire — and in fact imbibe the flavor 
of fire. 

Shepherd, I wuss they mayna be smeekit ! 

North. Tr^. 

(North extricates the fry from the fire mith the tongs, and 
deposi^H them in layers on a platter. Tickler forsakes the 
side-tohle — -joins the circular — and as he is helping himself 
to heefa-la-^node, the Shepherd entangles his fork with 
Southside's, and pins down the savory slice,) 

Shepherd, I despair o' meetin' wi' gude mainners in this rude and 
boisterous warld. 

North, By the way, my dear James, I should like to hear you on 
National Manners. 

Shepherd. The mainners o' a' nations are equally bad. 

North. That may be true, but surely they are different — and I 
desire to hear the Shepherd on their distinctive qualities, and on the 
causes that have modified — 

Shepherd, And transmogrified the onginal Adam t 

North, You have it, James. 

Shepherd. And you ken sae little o' human nature, or mak sae 
little allooance for its infirmities, as seriously to expeck me to enter 
into sic a feelosophical and historical inquery wi' this fry afore me 1 
— wi' my mouth comin' into unremittin* contact wi* the maist dalici- 
ous o' a' dishes — beef d-la-mode, according to Christopher—' r, as I 
micht ca't. North's feu-de-joy ? 

North, We shudder at the enormity of American manners, and 
bless our stars that we were bom in Scotland ; jet are we little 
better than savages — 
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ShepJierd, Little better tlian savages, said ye, sir ? 

Norths Come, don't fly into a passion, James. 

Shepherd, We're no half sae gnde. Savages, as far as mainners 
are concerned, are your only gentlemen. 

Nortel. Right. 

Shepherd. Wha ever heard tell o' a Red Indian takin' the word 
cot o* your mooth, or contradictin' ye in a lood vice, or telling yoiro- 
your face that you was an ignorawmus — a bundle o* exploded pre- 
judices — ane o* the auld schule, whase day was gane by — ahint the 
age by half a sentry — ^in plain terms, a fule ? 

North, No white man. 

Shepherd, Nae Red Indian, whether Cherokee, Iroquois, or Mo- 
hawk, ever disgraced himself by insultin' you in that gate — as I hae 
been mony bunder times insulted by some upsettin* whalp o' a bit 
sma* Embro shopkeeper, a* his life occupied a' day in ty in' broon 
paper parshels wi* twine. 

North. I cannot sit still, and hear you abuse the shopocracy — ^the 
most enlightened constituency 

Tickler, Waur hawk, Ponto ! No politics. Kit. 

Shepherd, Ten-pounder, indeed ! The whalp's no even a clerk 
— and sweeps the shop he serves — yet has the impimdence to oock 
his snub nose in the face o* the Ettrick Shepherd. 

North. Whose genius has swept the Forest. 

Shepherd. But let's soar higher up society, and tak* the Embro* 
shopkeepers as a class — and there's nane ither mair respectable— 
what say ye till their mainners ? 

North, The manners of many— of almost all I know — at least 
with whom I dine — are as agreeable as thcii* minds are enlight- 
ened. 

Shepherd, Are ye satarical, sir ? 

North, I should be ashamed of myself if I were. 

Shepherd. But then, sir, your freens are the elite. 

North, Why, I believe that is true — though they are not all 
Tories. 

Shjepherd. Oh, sir! if you kent some that I ken — ^you would 
fent. 

North. Is the smell so very strong ? 

Shepherd. I was na thinkin' o' the smell — though, noo that you 
mention't, it is sometimes strong indeed — but o' their a' roarin' 
through ither as if they were gawn to fa' to the fechtin' — ^wi' their 
een starin' in their head — and their faces, red, blue, and purple — 
excepp the lad in the jaundice — and this they ca' arguin' ! Na, a' 
the while they're a' arguin' on the same side. For you gee, su% 
they're Whigs and Radicals, and a' unanimously insistin' on sinkin' 
a' minor differences, and bringin' a' their energies to bear on the 
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common enemy — tliat is us, sir, you, and me, and Sir Robert Peel, 
and the Duke o' Wellington 

Tickler. Waur liawk, dogs ! 

Shepherd, I cou*d forgie them their tenets — for the're only 
pfickin' to overturn Church and State — and every noo and then a 
* hit sticket minister-lookin' cretur — but wha*s a clerk in some excise 
or custom-house — cries out, wi* a vice like a com-craik — " It's a 
speculative question, Mr. Hogg." Speculative or practical, I cou'd 
forgi*e them their tenets, and without ony symptom o' impatience, 
hear them drive the Bishops out o' the House o' Lords — then 
destroy the House o' Lords itself, that is, the Peerage as a legisla- 
tive body — ^na, banish the King and the Royal FamUy to Van Die- 
men's Land, and set up a Republic, wi' a President — wha micht be 
dear aneuch at that soom — ^wi' three hundred pounds sterling per 
annum and a free house, including coal and candle. I repeat, I 
cou'd forgive their tenets — for I'm a leeberal, and can range wi' 
' pleasure through a' latitudes o' opinion on the sphere o' thocht — but 
oh ! sir ! are na sic mtiinners maist offensive 1 And wou'd I be a 
Christian if I were na indignant wi' a company that a' nicht lang 
never ance lost the opportunity o' my openin' my mouth, without 
thrustin' their rotten Radicalism doon my thrott ? 

iVw/^. Why visit] 

Shepherd, Whattti wou'd ycu hae me to refuse an invitation to 
denner frae an auld freen — ^to meet a wheen auld fireens — merely, 
'cause their mainners are no sae polished as ane cou'd wish, ard 
thae clever chiels no sae considerate as might be expectit frae their 
education, o' ane's feelin's as connected wi' his political principles ? 

North. Pray what has been their education ? 

Shepherd. They can read and write, and keep byeuks. I'm no 
denyin' their preevilege to lay down the law on government and 
religion, nor their ability to do Bae*— I was only compleenin' o' 
their mainners — which is the soobject o' our present discourse — ^and 
agreein' wi' you that the tone in mony a tradesman's parlor in the 
modem Athens — as far as mainners are concerned — is probably 
rather below that o' the cabin o' an American steamboat on the 



North. Do not say, James, that you agree with me in that opin- 
ion — ^for I have not said a single word about the matter. 

Shepherd, What say ye, then, sir, to the mainners o' leeterary 
men? 

North. If you mean, Jaraev, literary men by profession — ^regular 
auilMT^ — then we must speak first of those who conduct the periodi- 
cal press, and latterly of those who devote themselves to what are 
called Works. 

Shepherd. You'll hae some diffeeculty, sir, in makin' oot that dis- 
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tinction \ri' a difference ; for wliare's tlie autlior of wliat is ca'd a 
wark tliat lias nae dabbled mair or less wi* the dailies, the weeklies}, 
the monthlies, and the quarterlies 1 

North, Let me consider — [putting liis finger to the organ of Mev> 
ory). 

Shepherd, If there be ony such, they'll pruve a set o' auld fogies, 
that hae passed their lives in writin* what naebody reads ; 4nd wi' a 
due estimation o' the worth o' posthumous fame, I think that maun 
be a disconsolate occupation, and likely to bring down their gray 
heads wi* sorrow to the grave. 

North, I could mention a few who have established a reputation 
by works that are in every good library. But 

Shepherd, There's Southey, the first man of letters in Europe, 
BOW that Sir Walter is gone — poet, historian, and philosopher 

North, He is — but I give up the distinction, and speak now sim- 
ply of writers who have achieved a high place in literature. The 
manners of all such men, as far as my experience goes, are delight- 
ful, and, at the same time, their superiority as conspicuous in the 
intellectual intercourse of social life as in the productions of their 
genius. 

ShepJierd, Are you serious, sir ? 

North, Perfectly so, James. Dugald Stewart, indeed, has writteti 
that he seldom or never found that a great philosopher excelled in 
conversation, and that as for poets, or men of genius in the realms 
of imagination, he had almost always been painfully impressed by 
their comparative inferiority when not under the inspiration of the 
Muse, who visited them, it would appear, only during the hours of 
. composition. At all other times they were dullish, or idiotic, or, kt 
best, commonplace. 

Shepherd, I daursay the Professor was na far wrang in the caso 
o' gi*eat philosophers ; but what great poets, may I ask, did he num- 
ber amang his acquaintance ? 

North, I cannot say — I believe — for one — Thomas Campbell. 

Shepherd, And is he na bi-icht ? 

North, Why, his conversation is not pitched on the same key as 
bis Ode to the Mariners of England, or Lochiel's Warning. 

Shepherd, Heaven forbid ! 

North, But he is one of the wittiest of the witty — when in spirits, 
lavish of happy thoughts — elegant in his illustrations, and in his 
manner, I should say graceful ; his easy and unambitious talk char- 
acteristic at once of the scholar and tlie man of tlie world. 

Shepherd, Thamas Cammel, a man of the warld ! 

North, Yes, James. For in what society would not the author of 
the Pleasures of Hope be welcome — in what sphere or circle tlie 
Poet of Wyoming not be a shining star? / 
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Shepherd, Trae, sir. 

North. A man of genius is always a man of genius, and unless he 
has been too much of a recluse, pleasant and instnictive in all com- 
panies worthy of him, but he rai-ely desires to play first fiddle 

Shepherd, There should never be a first fiddle in a private con- 
cert. 

North. Right. 

Shepherd. Nae Paganini. Yet it's nae unusual thing to hear 
some Cockney o* a cratur — an Embro* Cockney — (what for, sir, 
dinna ye cut up the Embro* Cockneys ?) — ^no only playin* first fiddle 
— but solo fiddle — and whether in ambition or imbecility, restrictin* 
himsell to ae string. But the true Musicianer — that is the man o' real 
genie, or tawlent, or leamin', or wisdom — for a* sic are nature's musi- 
cianers — ^interexchange instruments in harmonious amity — and with- 
out byeuks afore them — but by a natural ear for music, wi* which 
heaven has endowed their souls — keep for ever a' in perfect tune, 
whatever be the piece they may be performin' — and if ane is left in 
a solo by himsell, it's because the rest hae ceased to play, in order 
that thev may hear some spontaneous strain in which his peculiar 
genie is known to excel, and at its close, a' the company, till then 
still and silent, expresses its gratitude by a gentle murmur, the 
sweetest sort o' applause. 

North. Tickler — is not that happy ? Asleep. 

Shepherd. Dozin' in a dreadnocht ! But for his face you micht 
suppose him a bear— rfind but fqr his figure you micht take him for 
a Whaup. For it's mair like a neb nor a nose. 

North. Without literature or manners, I hardly see how a man 
can be a gentleman. 

Shepherd. Nor me. But mony a man has a sufficient share o* 
literatur' that does na like to let it oot, especially in presence o' you 
or me, sir ; but it colors his conversation for a* that, and there's a 
charmin* modesty, sir, in some men o' fine edication, that gies a 
mild yet manly character to a' they inobtrusively say in the course 
o' an evenin', leavin' on the minds o' them that kens what's what, 
a far stranger impression o' their leeterary abeelities and infonna- 
tion, than the lang harangues o' your declamatory chiels, wha, frae 
an owre-anxiety to appear somebody abune common, only succeed 
in showing you that they are sumphs. 

North. There is something, James, to my mind, not a little laugh- 
able in the exclusive idea many minds have formed and expressed 
of good society. 

Shepherd. Something no a little laithsom. Them that uses the 
tenn are contemptible coofs. 

North. Not always coofs, James— though I grant contemptible. 
Of late years, one hears even of men of genius — who in their works 
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write for the whole world — yet who would he uneasy lo ho seen 
familiarly mixing in the circles of the middle ranks. 

SJiepherd. Wlia were their pawrents ? 

North. People in trade — and in a small way — in the soft or hard 
line — sugar or shagreen — ^retail dealers in treacle or tin — collate- 
rally connected, perhaps by blood, with a Dean of Guild or a Pro- 
vost, whose memory still sunives in their native borough, after the 
lapse of a quarter of a century, and whose title is still legible on a 
decent freestone slab in its kirkyard. They affect "good society," 
forsooth — and strut before splendid miiTors in " fashion's most mag- 
nificent saloons," forgetful of the far happier days, in which their 
only " mirror for magistrates" was a pail of water, in whose stream 
— ^before washing its face and hands — ^the household set its cap or 
shaved. 

"Who would not weep, if such a mnn there he'/ 
Who would not weep, if Atticus wen* lie?** 

Shepherd. Wha's Atticus 1 

North, All society — every society — is good — that is composed of 
men and women of good character, good manners, and good educa- 
tion — and there are many millions of such men and women. 

Shepherd. And, thank Heaven ! the number's increasin' in Britain 
every year. 

Narth. Among them there are, it is true, degrees rather than 
distinction of rank, and every person of common sense knows his^ 
proper place on one or other of the levels of the social system, to 
which, by birth or profession, he more peculiarly belongs ; and there 
lies " the haunt and main region" of his life. There — are his habit* 
nalities— his familiarities — his domesticities. 

Shepherd, I dinna dislike thae words, though rather oot o' the 
common usage. 

North, As long as he cherishes them, and prefers them to all else, 
be is true to his order. 

Shepherd, Gude, sir — ^vetra gude. 

North, Should he desert them, he is a traitor. 

Shepherd, A sowleless sumph. 

North, At least a heartless slave ; and on his neck erelong he 
will experience the tyrant's heel. Men of genius, James, lose all 
the glory it can confer on personal character, by separating them- 
selves from their natural connexions, when these happen to be com- 
paratively humble, to associate with the great in power, the high in 
rank, or the opulent in riches ; and for such distinction as " good 
society" can confer, or such enjoyment as " good society" can im- 
part, sacrifice that feeling of independence which accoynpauios 
ftopriety ; a comprehensive term, including many observances, 
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' wliich, though when tnkon singly, are but small, yet collectively are 
of mighty import for happiness and virtue. 

Shepherd, I wou'dna bo asleep the noo, like Tickler, for ten 
pounds. 

North, James, a man may degrade himself equally by leaving 
his own sphere, either for a higher or a humbler than that to which 
he properly and mainly belongs ; and if to him a kind Providence 
Las assigned the golden mean, by all that is most sacred to the 
human heart, let him adhere to his lot with unspeakable gratitude, 
best shown by fidelity without a flaw to the persons and the things 
(and for sake of persons, how holy things become !) that compose 
it, and constitute it a happy little world, circumscribed by lines of 
light that make it at once a prison and a paradise. 

Shepherd, No for twenty pounds. 

North, I shall not say another word, my dear James, on the effect 
on the whole character of the man inevitably produced — and that, 
too, in no long time — ^by an exclusive or undue association with 
coteries — and they deserve no better name — that absurdly assume 
to themselves the irrational title of " good society," though I have, 
in the little I have said, merely hinted it ; and I need not be more 
prolix on the 

Shepherd, Prolix ! You're at ance fluent and conceese. 

North, —on the evil as inevitably produced to the moral and 
intellectual frame, by stepping out of our own sphere into what, 
without offence, may be called an inferior one — a lower one — ^ia 
respect to the habits and mental cultivation, at least, of those who 
properly belong to it, and in it are respectable and worthy the 
respect of all men. Intimacies with our inferiors in station — and 
we have all our stations — are not iinfrequently even of an endearing 
kind, when they have originated in some of those pleasant circum 
^stances that in early life bring naturally together those whom in 
after-life here would have occurred nothing to imite, but whom, in- 
deed, all the ordinaiy usages of the world keep but too much asunder. 
O, sweet companionship is boyhood between the children of the 
poor and rich, the high and the humble I 

Shepherd, At schule ! 

North, A thousand thoughts, James, are crowding in upon- my 
mind-— ^ thousand feelings stealing in upon my heart — when I ^ 

Shepherd, They're no croodin* in and stealin' in, sir, but they're 
risin' up, linked tliegether, frae the inner recesses o' brain and 
briest. 

North, —when I think, James, of the character of our country- 
men, and the great changes, for good or for evil- 

Shepherd' Haply, sir, for baith — that are likely to tak place in't^ 
frae the gieat changes wrocht, and no yet owre, on the Constitution 
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by the Bill o' Reform, wLicli, to tell you tlie tnitli, I never Lae read. 
Pray, Mr. North, where can a body get a copy ? 

Tickler. Waur sheep ! Hector. 

Shepherd. Huts-tuts. Mayna we take a pick at politico \ 

Tickler. No, sir. Obey the law. 

North, r trust we shall for ever love our country, hap what may 
— an i that shaken as they are, we Consei'vatives 

S^ *q}herd. A michty band. 

North. shall be able to support our InstitutionH 

Shepherd. Secular and religious — o' Church and State. I've 
seen a spire, though built o' granite, tnimmle in the tempest, like a 
fishin'-rod — yet there was nae mair danger — wliatever micht be the 
fear— o' its bein* blawn owre than Tintock. There's the Eddystane 
lichthouse, that I never saw, but I hae read Smea ton's account o't 
— him that was the arkitect — and it's construckit after the bole o* a 
tree. They say it is felt by the folk high up in tlie licht-room to 
shake as if it swayed, when ae great sea after anither rides owre the 
tap o't, and the foam cries hurraw as it thinks it droons the Star. 
But there it stauns in spite o* a* the wildest wunters, and will stan' 
for centuries, shinin' in its steady smiles on gratefu* ships. Sae wull 
it be wi' the religious institutions o* our sea-beat isle. Oh, sir! if 
they were tappled doon in ruins, the laun' .wou'd be waur than the 
sea — and darker and stormier — and then the veiTa state itsell, sir, 
would suffer — shipwrack — though that may be an Eerish bull — and 
no a single life-boat — though that may be another — wou'd put aff to 
save us a* frae sink in' into perdition. 

North. I cannot yet think that our countrymen are irreligious — 
but 1 trust that they are still united more closely and firmly than 
they know, by many sacred sympathies that will yet survive all 
this hubbub, and stabilitate the stracture of social life, by preserving 
in extremity that of our political and pious institutions, that for ages 
have breathed back on the natural character the spirit out of which 
they arose. 

Shepherd. What is Love o' Kintra but an amalgamated multitude 
o' sympathies in brethren's hearts ! 

North. Yes, James, you speak well. The love of our country is 
not so much an attachment to any assignable object, as it is our 
participation in that whole Spirit which has breathed in the breast 
of that whole race of which we are sprung. 

Shepherd. Yes, Christopher, you speak well. It is the Sympathy 
of Race. 

Tickler. Philosophers! 

North. All patriotism roots itself round those objects by which we 
are most essentially bound to our race — of our own and of past 
generations. How sacred the ties by which we are bound to our 
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Mother Country ! Tliink of a party of poor Indians, forced to quit 
their homes, beanng witli them the dear bones which, reburied in 
their new place of settlement, would mnke it, by that mighty magic, 
holy to them, even as their Natale Solum ! Think of the People, 
who, when upbraided with continually flying before Alexander, said, 
" Let him pursue us to the Tombs of our Fathers, and he will then 
know whether we always fly !" 

Shepherd. The Sceethans, said ye ? Faith, there they wad hae 
Bhawn Sandy lioo till fecht. 

Tickler. Alexander the Great called Sandy by the Ettrick Shep- 
herd at a Noctes Ambrosiance ! 

Shepherd, I care nae mair for Alexander the Great than I do for 
Tappitourie. 

North, Hence the Arab with his roving tent has yet a country. 

Shepherd, And in his seal-skin breeks the Eskymaw; 

North, Hence with the Romans that feeling kept pace with their 
destinies — from their mud huts to their marble palaces — 

Tickler, Dum Domus ^Enese capitoli immobile saxum 
Accolet, imperiumque Pater Romanus habebit. 

NortJi, Ah ! Timothy ! why didst thou not recite the two preco- 
dmg lines, so beautiful — 

Tickler, Fortunati ambo ! si quid mea cannina possint 
Nulla dies unquam niemori vos eximet aevo ! 

North, Thank you, my friend. Ay — the desire and the fore- 
thought of the sympathy of others, in its own consciousness of 
itself, may be more easily conceived of those whose genius exer- 
cises itself in pacific arts, than of those whose glory begins in deso- 
lation. We can well imagine that the sculptor or the painter, while 
he looks himself with delight on the beautiful forms that are rising 
into life beneath his hand, feels rejoicingly that other spirits framed 
by Nature with souls like his own, will look with the same emotion 
on the same forms, and thank him to whose genius they owe their 
enjoyment. And most of all with the great poets ! AVl»j;t a divine 
emotion must have been the consciousness which Virgil lelt of the 
pleasure which his verse would inspire, when, having celebrated in 
one of the most beautiful passages of all his poetry, the perilous and 
fatal adventure of those two friends, and closed their eyes in death, 
his heart broke forth into that affecting and sublime ejaculation ! 
He prophesied falsely of the duration of the Roman greatness ; but 
he committed no error in prophesying his own fame ; and as the 
delight which he felt himself in the tender and heroic picture he had 
drawn, is felt as he believed it would be by numberless spirits, and 
will be felt till the end of time. He knew too that he should win 
from all ages, with love for his fallen heroes, some fond and grateful 
affection for him who had sung so well the story of their fortunes— 
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he saw the everlasting light of glory shining through his own tran- 
sient tears. 

Shepherd, Gucle. But are na ye wannerin* frae the soobject ? 

North, No. I am diverging circularly but to return. When 
warriors of Forest Germany, James, had met in some central spot 
in their annual assembly, they returned each to his own home, more 
bound to his country, because one and all had participated in an act 
of the people. 

Shepherd, Our Saxon progenitors ! 

North. If all the circumstances, James, are considered which mix 
in this passion — 

Shepherd. What'n passion, sir? 

North, Patriotism ! such as the attachment to old institutions, 
to manners, to national peculiarities of speech and dress, it will be 
found that they have all their power by means of sympathy. 

Shepherd, As I said. 

North, As you said, and with even more than your usual elo- 
quence. It is not simply that old recollections are gathered upon 
them — 

Shepherd. Though that's much — 

North. but that by them each man feels himself with vivid 

reality to belong to his people. On any other ground on which pat- 
riotism may be founded it may seem to have something unsubstan- 
tial and illusory ; but once shown to be founded thus, it is apparent 
that it can only decay when one of the most important principles of 
our nature is in decay. 

Shepherd, Sympathy, or the power o* feelin' alang wi' a' our 
brethren o' mankind, but mair especially them that hae flourished 
and faded awa* amang the flowers of our ain soil, in a* the best emo- 
tions o* natur' continuous in their characteristic current frae the cra- 
dle to the grave. 

North, Good. How else, my dear Shepherd, can we compre- 
hend that extraordinary passion of patriotism felt in old times ! You 
know — ^nobody better — what infinite causes concurred in such states 
to give immense power to that sympathy by which each man felt 
himself united to all his countrymen. We thus understand the im- 
portance attached by the Greeks to their national games, which 
otherwise would appear extravagant, or even absurd — the price to 
the first-fallen of the war— of their civic funeral, and their oration 
pronounced in the hearing of all the people of Athens. 

Shepherd, A* the nation lamentin* and exultin* for sake o' ae man ! 

North, We understand the value of pillars, on which their names 
were inscribed and read— of statues, in which their features were still 
looked upon by thousands of hving eyes — 

Shepherd. Glowerin* on the eemages o' the glorious dead, till they 
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too kindled wi' the lioup o' ae day bein' glowered at by heroes yet 
anbom ! Posthumous fame ! posthumous fame ! Oh, sirs ! but it's 
a mystery that uae patriot wou'd seek to analeeze, but rather alloo't 
to remain in its shooblime simplicity, conneckit wi' a feelin' shoobli- 
mer still, the immortality o' the soul. 

North, Think on the feelings a nation of heroes entertain for their 
greatest hero. 

Shepherd. Far, far ayont their individual part in the cause or the 
success, but no ayont the dilatation o* spirit and power ilka ane o* 
them feels frae his ain union wi* the power and the will o' a* thae 
couquenn' myriads whom he heads ! He, their leader, sir, is the 
centre roun* which a* their passions revolve, like planets roun' the 
sun. 

Ticker, Hollo, James ! 

Shepherd. Wliattt I Do you think, you coof, that their attachment 
is a* for himself alane ? Na. In him, sir, a* their ain micht and 
their ain majesty is bund up in ae veesable eemage. He is your 
only true, and, at the same time, ideal representative o' his kintra- 
men ; and at mention o' him, their hearts bum within them, and the 
licht o* patriotism illumines the land far and wide — and, in danger 
is concentrated intil fire, that rins alang the earth, devoorin' a' that 
wou'd resist it like stubble, till the rear-guard o' the invaders is ex. 
tinguished wi* a fizz in the sea. heavens ! at sic a time hoo the 
pressure o' common mortality is thrown aff ! hoo its bands hae fallen 
awa' ! The fears, the pains, the soitows, the anguish, that tak hold 
on weak natur, hae at once ceased, when all are sustained and 
strengthened by ae consentin' passion, fcarsomer to faes than thun- 
ner growlin' frae the sky it blackens — gladsomer to freens than the 
lauch 0* mom — 

Tickler, " Seeing anoihcr morn, 

Risen on mid-duy." 

Shepherd. Gude ! Milton. 

North. Yes, James, that is our countiy — not where we have 
breathed alone ; not that land which we have loved, because it has 
shown to our opening eyes the bnghtness of heaven, and the glad- 
ness of earth ; but the land for which we have hoped and feared— 
that is to say, for which our bosom has beat witli the consenting 
hopes and fears of many million hearts ; that land, of which we 
have loved the mighty living and the miglity dead ; that land, the 
Roman and the Greek would have said, where tlio boy had sung in 
the pomp that led the sacrifice to the altars of the ancient deities of 
the soil. . 

Shepherd. And therefore, when a man he wou'd guard them frae 
profanation, and had he a thousan' lives, would pour them a' oot for 
sake o' what some micht ca' superstition, but which you and me 
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and Soutliside, sittiii' there wi' his great gray een, wou'd fear na*, 
in the face o' heaven, to ca' religion. 

Tickler, Hurra ! 

Shepherd, I hut clench my nieves. 

North, James, the Campus Martius and the Palaestra 

Shepherd, Sir? 

North, where the youth exercised Heroic Games, were the 

Schools of their Virtue ; for there they were taking part in the pas- 
sions, the power, the life, the glory that flowed through all the spirit 
of the nation. 

Shepherd, 0' them, sir, the ggemms at St Ronan's are, hut on a 
snia' scale, an imperfect eemage. 

North, Old warriors and gowned statesmen, that frowned in 
marble or in brass, in public places, and in the porches of noble 
houses — trophied monuments, and towers riven with the scars of 
ancient battles — the temple raised where Jove had stayed the 
Flight— or the Victory whose expanded wings still seemed to hover 
over the conquering bands — ^what were all these to the eyes and 
the fancy of the young citizen, but characters speaking to him of 
the great secret of his Hopes and Desires — in which he read the 
union of his own heart to the heart of the heroic nation of which he 
was One ] 

Shepherd, My bluid's tinglin' and my skin creeps. Dinna stap. 

North. And what, James, I ask you, what if less noble passions 
must hereafter take their place in his mind ? — what if he must learn 
to share in the feuds and hates of his liouse or of his order 1 Those 
far deeper and greater feelings had been sunk into his spirit in the 
years when it is must susceptible, unsullied, and pure, and after- 
wards in great contests, in peril of life and death, in those moments 
of agitation or profound emotion in which the higher soul again 
rises up, all those high and solemn aflfections of boyhood and youth 
would return upon him, and consecrate his warlike deeds with the 
noblest name of virtue that was known to those ancient states. 

Shepherd, What was't ] Eh ] 

North, Patriotism. 

Shepherd. Oo ay. Say on, sir. 

North, Therefore how was the Oaken Crown piized which was 
given to him who had saved the life of a citizen ! 

Shepherd, And amang a people too, sir, whare eveiy man was 
willin' at a word to die. 

North. Perhaps, James, he loved not the man whom ho had pre- 
served ; but he had remembered in the battle that it was a son of 
his country that had fallen, and over whom he had spread his 
shield. He knew that the breath he guarded was part of his 
country's being. 
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ShepJierd. Mr. Tickler saw ye ever sic een ? 

North, Look at the simple incitements to valor in the songs of 
(hat poet who is said to have roused the Lacedemonians, disheart- 
ened in unsuccessful war, and to have animated them to victory. 
«* He who fights well among the foremost, if he fall shall be sung 
among his people; or if he live, shall be in reverence in their 
council ; an old man shall give place to him ; his tomb shall be in 
honor, and the children of his children." 

ShepJicrd, Simple incitement, indeed, sir, but, as you said richtly, 
shooblime. 

North, Why, James, the love of its own military glory in a war- 
like people is indeed, of itself, an imperfect patriotism. 

Shepherd, Sir ? Wull ye say that again, for I dinna just tak 
it up. 

North, Believe me, my dear Shepherd, that in every country 
there is cause for patriotism, or the want of such a cause argues 
defects in the character and condition of the country of the grossest 
kind. It shows that the people are vicious, or servile, or eflfemi- 
nate 

Shepherd, Which only a confounded leear will ever say o' Scots- 
men. 

North, The want of this feeling is always a gi-eat vice in the 
individual character ; for it will hardly ever be found to arise from 
the only justifiable or half-justifiable cause, namely, when a very 
high mind, in impatient disdain of the baseness of all round it, 
seems to shake off its communion with them. I call that but half- 
justifiable. 

Shepherd. And I, sir, with your leave, ca*t athegither unjustifi- 
able, as you can better explain than the simple Shepherd. 

North, You are right, James. For the noblest minds do not thus 
break themselves loose from their country ; but they mourn over 
it, and commiserate its sad estate, and would die to recover it. 
They acknowledge the great tie of nature — of that house they are 
— and its shame is their own. 

Shepherd, O, sir ! but you're a generous noble-heai-ted cretur ! 

North, JxL all cases, then, the want of patriotism is sheer want 
of feeling ; such a man labors under an incapacity of sympathizing 
with his kind in their noblest interests. Try him, and you shall 
find that on many lower and un worthier occasions he feels with 
others — ^that his heart is not simply too noble for this passion — ^but 
that it is capable of being animated and wanned with many much 
inferior desires. 

ShepJierd, A greedy dowg an* a lewd and — ^in the ae case, snarlin* 
for a bane— an* in the ither, growlin' for the flesh. I scunner at 
the sinner. 
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North, Wo to the citizen of tlie world. 

Shepherd, Shame — shame — shame! 

North, The man who feels himself not bound to his country can 
have no gratitude. 

Shepherd, Hoo selfish and cauld-hearted maun hae been his verra 
childhood ! 

North. I confess that, except in cases of extreme distress, I havo 
never been able to sympathize with^^-emigrants. 

Shepherd, I dinna weel ken, sir, what to say to that — ^but mayna 
a man love, and yet leave his country ? 

North, M.J dear James, I see many mournful meanings in tho 
dimness of your eyes — so shall not pursue that subject— but you 
will at least allow me to say, that there is something shocking in 
the mind of the man who can bear, without reluctance or regret, 
to be severed from the whole world of his early years — who can 
transfer himself from the place which is his own to any region 
of the globe, where he can advance his fortune — who, in this 
sense of the word, can say, in carrying himself, " omnia mea mecum 
porto." 

Shepherd, That's na in my book o* Latin or Greek quottations. 

North, Exiles carry with them from their mother-country all its 
dearest names. 

Shepherd, And a wee bit name — canna it carry in it a wecht o' 
love ! 

North, Ay, James, the fugitives from Troy had formed a little 
Ilium, and they had, too, their little Xanthus. 

Tickler. " Et avertem Xantlii cognomine rivum." 

Shepherd. You're twa classical scholars, and wull aye be quottin' 
Greek. But for my pairt, — after a' those eloquent diatribes o' vours 
on the pawtriotism o* the auncients, I wud na desire to stray for il- 
lustrations ae step oot o' the Forest. 

Tickler, Aren't ye all Whigs 1 

Shepherd. Some o' a' sorts. But it's an epitome o' the pastoral 
warld at large — and the great majority o* shepherds are Conserva- 
tives. They're a thinkin' people, sir, as ye ken ; and though far 
frae bein' inspeculative, or unwillin' to adopt new contiivances as 
sune's they hae got an insicht intil the principle on which they 
wark, yet a newf angle in their een's but a newfangle ; and as in 
the case o* its bein' applied to a draw-well, they wait no only to see 
how it pumps up, but hae patience to put its durability to the proof 
o* a pretty lang experience, sae in the political affairs o* the State 
— they're no to be ta'en in by the nostrums o' every reformer that 
has a plan o* a new, cheap constitution to shaw, but they fasten 
their een on't as dourly as on a dambrodd ; and then begin cross- 
questionin' the I'.hiel- -quack or else no — on the vawrious bearings 
Vol. V —29 
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o' tbe main-spnngs, wheels, and drags ; and as sune's they perceive 
a hitch, they cry ha ! ha ! ma lad ! I*m thinkin' she'll no rin np 
hill — and if ye let her lowse at the top o* ane, she'll rattle to thle 
deevil. 

North. And such too, my dear sir, don't you think, is the way of 
thinking among the great body of the agriculturists ? 

Shepherd, I could illustrate it, sir, by the smearin' o* sheep. 

Tickler, And eke the shearing. 

Shepherd. Say clippin*. The Whugs and Radicals assert tonn- 
folks are superior in mind to kintra folks. They'll be say in* neist 
that they're superior to them likewise in body — and speak o' the 
rabble o' the Forest as ither people speak o' the rabble o' the Grass- 
market. But the rural riff-raff are in spiinklings' in sma* families, 
and only seen lousin* ane anither on spats formin' an angle on the 
road-sides. Findlay o' Selkirk has weel nigh cleaned the coonty o' 
a* sic — but in great toons, and especially manufacturing anes, there 
are hale divisions hotchin* wi* urban riff-raff, and it's them ye hear 
at hustins routin' in a way that the stots and stirks o' the Forest 
would be ashamed o' theirsells for doin' in a bare field on a wunter 
day, when something had hindered the hind frae carryin' them some 
fodder to warm their wames in the snaw. The salvation o* the 
country, sir, depends on the 

Tickler. This will never do. North — this is too. bad. See, 'tis six ! 

North {risingt and giving his guests each his candle). We shall 
hear you another time, my dear Shepherd — but now— 

Shepherd. The salvation o' the kintra, sir, depends on the — 

North {fomhing first one spring and then another, while fly cpen 
two panels in the oak wainscotting). You know your rooms, gents. 
The alarm bell will ring at twelve — and at one, lunch will be on 
tJie table in the Topaz. I wish you both the nightmare — {toticha 
a spring, and vanishes.) 

Shepherd. Mr. Tickler ! I say the salvation of the country — 
baith gane ! I'm no sleepy — ^but I'll rather sleep than soliloqueeze. 
( Vanishes, while Gumey comes out like a motise, and begins 
to nibble cheese.) 
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IJrowii, Dr. Thonias, luetaphysictan and poet, 
ii. 57 ; ibid. v. 5S. 

Brummell, Beau, iii. 330. 

Brunei, Sir liambert, engineer of Thames Tun- 
nel, ii. 898. 

Brun!?»-:ck Clubs, iii. 8*1 ; defensive in their 
nature, iii. 15 J ; were shori-lived, 151. 

Brute happiness, v, 225. 

Bry.lges, ti.r Eg^rion, ii. 89. 

Buccleugi!, Dulve of, Hogg dines with, i. 370 ; 
notice of, ii. 15S; Hogg's praise of, 169; his 
uiarr.agj, iii. 87c3. 

Buclian, Earl of, his silliness, i. 167. 

Buchaa, Peter, his Ancient Ballads, i'.i. 193. 

Buchanan, George, ine<lallion of, i. 76 ; his 
learning, 159 ; etlig.es of, ii. 22. >. 

Buchanai) LoJge (North's residence) described, 
ii. 73; in the spring, 2v 8; hiuglary in, iii. 8; 
th e Virgin's Bower arbor, 260. 

Buoicng.iain, spendthrift Duke of, ill. 80. 

Buckingham, Jiunes S Ik, iii. 67. 

Bugle, Hogg's performance on the, iv. 102. 

" Ball, John," success of, i. 141. 

" Bu ier, of Brasjuose," in the Tent, i. 18 ; at 
the Noctes, 155 ; ibid. iv. 98. 

Builer, Sir Francis, and the Stafford ladies, ii. 23. 

Bulwer, Edward Lytton, his opinion of John 
Martin's genius, »ii. 169; his early novels, 
249; North's criticism on, iv. 373; dramatic 
monopoly broken down by, v. 181 ; edits 
" New Monthly Magazine," v. 104. 

Bunn, Mrs., "protected" by Col. Berkeley, II. 
59. 

Burdett, Sir Francis, i. 91 ; ibid. il. 885 ; apos- 
tatizes, i v. 848 ; at Ox ford, 344. 

Burgoyne, General, i. 141. 

Biu*ke, Edmund, as a critic, iii. 276. 

Burke, William, the murderer, iii. 230; details 
of the tragedy, 281 ; his personal appearance, 
2^52 ; his den, 284 ; his execution, 286 ; popu- 
lar iud gnation, 286. 

Burns, characterized by Odoherty and Byron, 
i. 2J8; a great and bold man, 144; monu- 
ment at Alloa, 424 ; Lockhart's Life of, iii. 64 ; 
his aberrations, 270 ; Opium-Eater on, ^3. 

Burton's Anatomy of Melancholy, v. 19 ; char- 
acter of, 326. 

Burton, John Hill, editor of Hume's Correspond- 
ence, i. 156. 

Busts, opinion of, ii. 861 ; Byron*s, 862 ; in the 
Snuggery, iv. 259. 

Butchers, More and Southey on, iii. 464. 

Butler, Charles, " Reminiscences " of, i. 818. 

Butler, S., quotat'on from, iv. 21. 

Buxton, Sir T. F., brewer and philanthropist, 
ii. 2:33. 

Buzz-wig, Parr's, lost and found, I. 111. 

Byron, Lady, separates from her husband, ii. 
12 ; defends her parents, iv. 29 ; ought not to 
have printed it, 81 ; her portrait, v. 117. 

Byron, Lord, in the Scottish Highlands, i. 3; 
charged with obscenity, 187; letter to Murray, 
versified by Maginn, 139; personalities of, 
184 ; retorts on the satire of " Edinburgh Re- 
view," 186 ; at the Noctes, 198 ; inhabits Casa 
Lafranch!, at Pisa, 199; his villeggiatura at 
l^tont Nero, ib'd. ; his inqu'res after Ebony, 
2o1 ; satire upon Rogers, ibid. ; letter to cd tor 



of "Blackwood," I. 211; Ibid. 11. 9; is com- 
pared with Barry Cornwall, i. 2i>l; Hogg's 
eulogy upon, 261 ; his " Island " noticed, -S-'W ; 
departure for Greece, .89J ; his autobiography 
not destroyed, 486 ; description of his " Dic- 
tionary," 4i37 ; his letters to Hogg and Mur- 
ray, 488 ; which of his works will live? 489 ; 
his original energy, 440 ; superiority of his 
prose, <4U; his bm*ial-place, -^ ; his descrip- 
tion of Newstead, ib. ; Hogg on his dt^atlu 
447 ; his " Wedding-Night," 474 ; Medwin's 
Conversations with, ii. 8; his personal ap- 
pearance, 9; Hogg's description of, 10; 
meeting with Wordsworth, ib. ; domestic 
strife, 12; incremation of his "Memoirs, 18; 
noble conduct in Greece, 14; his character, 
IS; anecdotes of, 19; reaction in his favor 
when dead, 66 ; is defended by North, 66 ; his 
tragedies no failures, 126 ; he defehds his wife, 
iv. 85; an indifferent public speaker, 383; 
" Last Days of," 429 ; who reviewed him in 
the "Edinburgh," v. 88; Murray's collective 
edition of, 114; epigram by, v. 116. 

Byng, Adjuiral, execution of, Iv. 451. 

Byrne, Simon, fights and kills Sandy Mackay, 
iv. 155. 

Caddies, Edinburgh, i. 6. 

Cagliostro, the clairvoyant, iv. 870. 

"Cain," Byron's, not protected by law, i. 188; 
defended, 2o4. 

Calf-hunt, the, ii. 879. 

Cairo, magician of, iv. 868. 

Calton Hill, North nonplussed on, iii. ISO. 

Campbell, Lord, his jobbery, v. 3U5. 

Campbell, T., as magazine-editor, i. 130 ; ib. 146, 
epigram on, 130; his magazine. 169; satire 
on, 219 ; as editor, 265 ; inimitable lyrics, 386; 
compared with Hogg, ii. 35; falling off of his 
later poetry, 67; his pension, 68; revisita 
Scotland, 418. 

Canada a Scotch colony, ill. 363. 

Canine madness, iv. 165. 

Canning, George, appointed Foreign Minister, 
i. 242 ; Parliamentary quarrel with Brougham, 
810; his sarcastic levity, ii. 26; his political 
career, 69; 'fracas with Brougham, 84; op- 
posed to Parliamentary Reform, 172; keen- 
ness of his wit, 2a6 ; his eloquence, 809 ; hoff 
made Premier, 367; piqued by Metternich, 
iii. 48 ; his vanity, 366 ; his expression, 430. 

Cant, prevalence of, i. 137. 

Canterbury, Lady, made copy of Byron's auto- 
biography, i. 486. 

Capercailzie, the, Ii. 218. 

" Captain Paton's Lament," i. 126. 

" Captain Rock Delected," i. 467. . 

Card-playing, is it harmless? ii. 180: defence 
of, 181. 

Carleton, William, Irish novelist, iv. 9. 

Carlton Club, v. 80. 

Carlyle, Thomas, affected phraseology of, i. 148 ; 
wrote good English once, 474 ; his German- 
ized dialect, iv. 5. 

Carlylean language, v. 43. 

Caroline, Queen, ii. 87. 

Carlton House, i. 82. 

Cary, Rev. H. F., continues Johnson's " Livef 
of the Poets," i. IH. 

Castlereagh, Lord, Byron's epigram on, i. 265; 
ludicrous exhibition as a public ppeaker, Ii. 84 ; 
his ambition. Hi. 305. 
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Catalan!, Madamci I. 48. 
Cut-battle on the tiks, a, iv. 817. 
Catholic AssoclatioD, Hi. 143. 

Hill, what Wellington and Peel ought 

to have done respecting, v. 91. 

Emancipation, in December, 1S2S, ap- 



parently remote, iii. 2i>4. 

- question, Hogg's opinion of, ii. 161 ; 



Canning committed to, 884 ; reasons against, 

ill. 8«» ; proposals for settling, iii. 254. 
Catn-street conspiracy, i. 188. 
Caulker, cooling effects of a, iii. 426. 
Cusiquer, title to be assumed by North, i. 291. 
Celts, inroad of on The Tent, i. 20. 
Chabert, Mo»s., the Fire King, ii. 416. 
Chair-race, the, Iv. 42S. 
Chaldce Chamber, at Ambrose's, I. 295 ; to be 

preserved, 427. 
Chaldee MS., i. xvill ; Us authorship, 187. 
Chalmers, Dr., i. 88 ; personal in his sermons, 

184 ; his Astronomical Discourses, iv. 17. 
Cliampagne, Mugg's taste for, i. 8<)4. 
Chancellors«irip of England, multifarious duties 

of, iv. 897. 
Channing, Dr., not quite equal to Napoleon, 
' 111.821). 

Chautrey's statue of George IV., v. 24. 
Charity, little possessed by Political Economists, 

Ii. 181 ; should be a home-bird, 280 ; natural 

direction of, Hi. 25. 
Charles X., an exile, Iv. 167 ; Scott's appeal in 

aid of, 171. 
Charlton, Mrs., and Lady Byron, ii. 12. 
ChcHp literature, v. 171. 
Chess-playing, iv. 40. 
Chesterfield, Ix)rd, anecdote of, 11. 187. 
Chevalier, the Young, i. 160. 
Chevy Chase, ballad of. III. 142. 
I'hiefUin, Highland, at the Noctes, i. 226. 
*' Childe Harold," success of, I. 186. 
Children, death of, iii. 293 ; love of, iv. 4. 
♦' Choice, The," North's lecture on, I. 847-857. 
Chorus at York Festival, II. 184. 
Christianity, the highest mental philosophy, lU. 

186. 
Ohristison, Professor, 1. 111. 

CHRIdTOPUBR IN THE TeMT, 1. 1-102. 

on Colonsay, v. 258 ; on horse- 
back, 818. 

Chuny, the elephant, death of, II. 187. 

Church of England, her existence in jeopardy, 
iii. 896 ; her great riches, 409 ; Cobbett on 
the, v. 158. 

Church of Ireland, its wealth, v. 864. 

Church-property, grants of, v. 185. 

Civilation, state of, i. 202. 

Clairvoyance, marvels of, iv. 870. 

Clans, the Highland, royal letter to, i. 280. 

felare, John, English peasant-poet, i. 148; com- 
pared with Hogg, 218. 

Clarence, Duke of, private instructions to Sir 
Ed. Codrlngton, ill. 46. 

*• Clarissa Harlowe," a tedious tale, iv. 376. 

Clarkson, Tliomas, v. 29^4. 

Clerke, Mary Ann, Duke of York's mistress, i. 
89. 

aimate of Italy, v. 882 ; of Scotland, Iv. 71 ; lb. 
V. 882. 

Close-fisted man, a, Hi. 445. 

Clubs of London, Tickler at the, iv. 868. 

Cobbett, North's opinion of, i. 457 ; in Parlia- 
ment, ii. 258; superior to Chateaubriand, lil. 



120; brings Palne's bones to England, 
405 ; his criticism on Milton, iv. 3(»1 ; Intla 
ence, v. 147 ; why he became a Radical, 149 , 
his view of rent and tithes, 152. 
Cochrane, Lord, (Earl of Dundonald,) his career, 

I. 470. 

Cockburn, Lord, at the Brougham dinner, Ii. 

86 ; writes the Life of Jeffrey, ii. 97. 
Cockneyism, disliked by the Iribh, i. 865. 
Colburn, Henry, his Magazine, i. 180 ; a puffing 

publisher, ii, 28.8. 
Coleridge, Dr., Bishop of Barbadoes, i. 407 ; ib. 

II. 86. 

Coleri<lge, Hartley, iv. 222. 

Coleridge, Sir John T., i. 180 ; edits " The Quar. 

terly," ii. 36. 
Coleridge, Samuel Taylor, imputed plagiarisms 

from Kant, i. 51 ; his autobiography, 184 ; on 

essnyjj in periodicals, 150 ; the mystical Lacou, 

219 ; epitaph on, 846 ; De Quincey's abuse of, 

8^3 ; his conversation, Ii. 106 . wasted his 

powers in talk, 866 ; notice of, Iv. 57. 
Cohnan, George, Examiner of Plays, i. 895; ib. 

V. 191. 
Colman, Jane, American poet, Iv. 254. 
Colonization, necessity for, iii. 872 ; North's 

own prqjtct of, 874. 
Colquhoun, Dr., on crime in London, I. 146. 
Colton, C. C., author of " Lacon," notice of, ii. 

54. 
Combe, George, the Phrenologist, ii. 822; ib. 

iii. 884. 
Commons, House of, difficulties of succeeding 

In the, Iv. 8S4. 
Composition, North's modfi of, Iii. 169 ; a day's 

work, 200 ; dinner, 201 ; a whole numbe» in 

five days, 202. 
Conde, death of the Prince of, v. 10. 
Constable, Archibald, his magazine, i. 68 his 

" aiiscellany," Hi. 819. 
ConsUintine, of Russia, his abdication. Hi. 6 
Conversation, various styles of, ii. 175-7. 
Conviviality, advantages of, v. 98. 
Cooke, T. P., actor, II. 424. 
Copley, Sir John, (Lord Lyndhurst,) II. 108; M 

Lord Chancellor, Hi. 888 ; a political weaU-.er- 

cock, 856. 
Corn-Laws, Hi. 78. 
Coronation-Day, North's, v. 286. 
Cornwall, Barry, notice of, ii. 54. 
Coulanges, chanson by, ii. 118. 
Country, love of, v. 68 ; ib. 486. 
Court-dresses at the Noctes on All Fools' Day, 

Hi. 424. 
Covenanters on the hills. Hi. 895. 
Coverly, Sir Roger de, iii. 272. 
Cowper, William, his knowledge of country life, 

Iv. 810. 
Cox, Mrs. Alderman, intrigues with Edmund 

Kean, ii. 60. 
Crabbe, visits Sir Walter Scott, i. 286. 
" Crambambulee," by North, i. 146. 
Crevecoeur, defiance of, i. 822. 
Cricket, game of. Miss Mitford on, Iii. 170. 
" Cringic, Tom," (Michael Scott,) v. 122 ; crit- 

Icism on, v. 288. 
Critic, Is North a? 1.875. 
Croker, Thomas Crofton, Introduction to 

Moore's Suppressed Letters, I. 392 ; his " Re- 
searches in the South of Ireland," I. 894; 

notice of, iii. 171 ; his Fairy Legends, 172. 
Croker, John Wilson, anecdote of, I. 1.'12 ; no. 



INDS^t. 



445 



tice of, no ; letter to Bany 0*lfeara, M6 ; hl8 
early pamphlets, 286 ; works edited Inr, 898 ; 
hb "* Suffolk Papers" reriewed by Mackin- 
tosh, defended by Tickler, 468; a good de- 
bater, il. 26; a poor poet, 142; very ably 
opposes the Reform Bill, iv. 868. 

Oroly, Rev. George, notice of, i. 221 ; promoted 
by Brougham, 809; his comedy, IL 266; ib. 
896; on the Apocalypse, 480. 

Cruikshank, George, North's opinion of, 1. 186 ; 
as a caricaturist, 468 ; his career, ii. 278 ; 0- 
lustrations of Phrenology, 288; his genius, 
290; illustrates Life of Napoleon, iii. 821. 

Crutch, Christopher North's, ii. 217 ; why neces- 
sary, 8S7; in use, 888; nsed at Dnddingstone, 
iii. 87; like Aaron's serpent, 148. 

Culprits, eminent, soon forgotten, iL 109. 

Cumberland, Duke of, iii. 866. 

Cunningham, Allan, his "Farewdl, beggarly 
ScoUand," U. 20; Latin version of, 22; an- 
swer to, 88; his career in London, 84; his 
«' Songs of Scodand," 246; "My ain Coun- 
tree," 247; poetry by, ilL 168; his "Lives 
of the Painters," 461. 

Curran, John Philpot, i. 221; quotation from, 
iv. 245. 

Currency question, ill. 78. 

Curtis, Sh- William, wears the Ult, i. 280: his 
yacht, 288. 

" CyrU Thornton," (HamiltonO IL 868. 

"Daft Jamie," murder of; UL 281. 

Dalhousie, Lord, anecdote of, iii. 481. 

Damascus blade, North compared to, liL 421. 

Darley, George, his poetry, ill. 167. 

D'Ariincourt, Yiscount, pedantry In his novel, 
L277. 

Davy, Sir Humphry, notice of; iL 21 ; how ad- 
dressed, iii. 209. 

Dawes, Sophy, and the Prince de Cond6, v. 1. 

Day-dreams, by the Shepherd, iL 60 ; by Nortfi, 
ill. 18. 

Death, natural Usar oi; iL 825; of firienda, Iv. 1. 

" Death's Doings," U. 28a 

Deists, conscientious, iii. 408 ; not dangerous to 
revealed religion, 404. 

Defiance of Odoherty, L 828. 

DcUcaey, of The Noctes, UL 160; fUse, 16L 

"]>elta," (D. M. Mobr,) iL 21; ib. UL 9: at the 
Noctes, iv. 89. 

Deluge, Martin's painting oi; iU. 229. 

Denman, Lord, examines Moore's poemi for 
Ubels, i. 886. 

Demetrius, (North's peaeoek,) U. 419. 

De^onology, Scott's criticism on, iv. 227. 

De Quincey, Thomas, dUTuse as a writer, I. 862 ; 
depreciates Wordsworth, 868; attacked as 
one of the " Humbugs of the Age," 474; has 
wasted his powers, ii. 128; his wordiness, iv. 
6; at the Noctes, 144. 

Desdemona's chUd, would have been a midatto, 
HL 267. 

Desire and aversion, v. 67. 

Dessert, the, iv. 86. 

DevU, Hogg's belief in the, UL 887; described 
by Scott, 889. 

Devonshire, Duke of, v. 127. 

Dibdin, ballad-writer. Whig ffl-treatment of, L 

, Dr., the bibliographer, 1. 214. 

Dictatorship, WeUington's, ilL 826; ib. t. 896. 
"Dictionary," Byron's, description of; 1. 487. 



Dtaihif, true theory of, H. 268; metaphTBlcs oi; 
iv.46. 

Dinner In "The Tent," L 47; Hogg's idea of a 
luxurious, 806; how to eqjoy, U. 860. 

Dinnerkgiadiatorship, v. 261. 

Dionysius, Ears of, iii. 86. 

DisraeU, BoAJamin, notice of, ii. 284. 

, Isaac, L 276; his "Quarrds of Au- 
thors," 190; death of, 818. 

"Doblado's Letters," i. 266. 

Dogs, as described by Homer and Scott, Iv. 106. 

Domestic animals, happiness of, U. 192. 

D<m Juan, when published, 1. 2 ; inmiorallty oi; 
202 ; Byron's defence of, 208. 

DonneUy, Sir Daniel, the pugOlst, i. 28. 

D'Orsay, Count, v. 246. 

Douglas, Sir Howard, v. 140. 

"Douglas," Home's tragedy of, L 167. 

" Double-first " at Oxford, L 18. 

Double numbers, ol&pring of Necessity, UL 

Dowgs at Altrive, v. 278. 

Dowton, WUUam, actor, v. 186. 

Doyle, John, artist of H. B. Sketches, v. 111. 

Drake, Rev. G. J. A., his Latin translation from 
Mrs. Hemans, v. 80. 

Drama, superseded by novels, L 161 ; what la 
the regular ? v. 181 ; decline of the, 191. 

Dramatle poetry, U. 108. 

Dramatist, anecdote of a would-be, i. 221. 

Dreams of behig executed, iU. 89 ; the worid 
of, 291. 

Drinks of divers countries, Ui. 812. 

" Drunkenness, Anatomy of," iv. 97. 

Dryden, defence of, L 166. 

Duck-shooting, U. 818. 

Ducrow, Andreas, Ui. 80 ; his poetical Imper- 
sonations, iv. 284. 

Dudley and Ward, Earl, a reviewer, Ui. 886; 
anecdote of, Iv. 124. 

Dulness, deUg^ts of, Ui. 111. 

Dumferline, Lord, (see " Abercomby Job,") v. 

Dundonald, Sari of, 1. 470. 
Dunlop, Dr., " The Tiger," v. 76. 
Dunnle-wassal, a Highland, i. 229. 
Durham, Lord, at M. A. Taylor's, L 408 ; holsli 

tlie tricolor, v. 872. 

Durward, Quentin," character of; L 297. 
Dntoh dike, story of, v. 78. 
Dying speech, a, v. 891. 

Eagle, death of the Loch-Erlcht, U. 117 ; Hogg'f 
flight of the, iii. 410 ; non-gluttony of the, T. 
828; Hogg in the nest of an, ib. 

Early life, era of, UL 166. 

EasUake, Sir Oharies, P. R. A., L 895. 
Ebony," Mbriquei of W. Blackwood, L 8: 
ib. 171. 

Eddystone Lighthouse, v. 488. 

Edinburgh, autumn desolation of, i. 86 ; thin- 
skinned Whigs of, 169 ; as seen by moonlight 
287 ; Udies, tiresome singing of, U. 186 ; they 
are bold street-starers, 186 ; a rhapsody on, 
280; sea-view of, 896; derivation of the 
name, iiL 26; deserted in summer, 177; 
Theatre at, v. 187. 

*- Edinburgh Review," broad writing in, 187 { 
its lowering effect on the Scottish characttf, 
L156; tricks of, 806. 

Editorial larder, UL 146. 

Editorship, North's pains of, U. 292 
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BdnoatiMi, la Soolluid, U. 178; diieofMdbgr 

I>« Quincey, iv. 11 ; of the people, v. 9»(^ 
Eldon, Lord, reAiaes to protect ** Gain ** from 

piracy, L. 906 ; txclttded from ofBce, iii. 47. 

Tory admiration of, 268 ; dinner witbf iv. 843. 
Blephant's-feet, how to cook, U. 187. 
E!f-weU, the, v. 216. 
^ nia," by C. Lamb, signature how aatomedt 

lit. 279. 
Dlenborooffh, Lord, M Oabinet Mlnigter, It. 

128 ; hla divorce ease, UL 882. 
laietmere, Karl of, iU. 168. 
Blliott, Bbeneier, the Poet of the Poor, U. 102. 
Energy, sources of, Iv. 60. 
English aocent, iU. 426. 

Bards and Scotch Reviewers, L 186. 

, personality of, ib. 

beauty, V. 247. 



- gluttony, iU. 466. 

- government, rationale of, U. 72. 



'Opium-Eater,*' (De Quincey,) ohar- 

acier of his writings, 170. 

Peers, mostly AonUnes noH^ UL 870. 

Enthusiasm, V. 6& 

Epicureanism, iv. 417. 

BpUogue to Noctes, No. UL, 1. 1916. 

Episcopacy in Sootland, Ui. 866. 

Erskine, Lord, kv. 40& 

Euphrates, running through Eden, how crossed 

by Adam aiid Eve? iv. 86. 
IbrtK^K Shwhsbd, Life of; by Dr. Maekenaie, 

iv. lil to xxU. 
Ettrick Forest, scenes in, v. 842. 
** Examiner,The,** attacks Maga's eontrilrators, 

i. 867; character of, UL 461; abUity of, iv. 

147. 
** Excursion, The," not a great poem, Iv. 806; 

criticism on, 809; compared with **The 

Task," 8ia 
Execution, modes of, iii. 818. 
Extempore speaking in Britain, UL 147. 

Faces, varieties ot^ ii. 177-d. 

Fairy's Cleugh, Tent in the, y. 19». 

Fairy's Funeral, the, V. 208. 

Falconer's "Shipwreck," V. 81. 

Fallen Angel, Song of a, over a bowl of Bom 

Punch, i. 886. 
Ftune, posthumous, ill. 249. 
Fancy and imagination, defined by Ambrose, 

v. 6. 
** Fanny of Timmol " and Thomas Moore, i. 406. 
Fannys, the three, (S«lly, Kemble, and Jarmin,) 

Fashionable novels, Hogg's rationale of, tiL 260 ; 

character of, iv. 879. 
Fauntleroy, Henry, execution of, iv. 461. 
«*Fau8tu8," by €k>ethe, character of; i. 162; 

North on, v. 285. 
Felix, Mtgor Orlando, iv. 868. 
Female Poets, (BailUe, Hemans, Landon, and 

Tighe,) ii. 102. 
Ferguson, Dr. Adam, at Fontenoy, i. 166. 
Fergusson, Samuel, Irish poei, v. 88. 
Feucheres, Madame de la, (Sophy Dawes,) v. 1. 
Field sports not cruel, ii. 189. 
Fife, Earl of, i. 2 ; his peerage, U. 898. 
Fifteen, The, iii. 859. 

FiUal duties, weU discharged by Hogg, iv. 216. 
Finden's Illustrations of Byron, v. 117. 
First meeting of Hogg and Wilson, ii. 274. 



?lshl8glnthe¥artow:,U. 864; Hogg chaUenges 
No7a»'s,^^iv.6. . »e -* 

Fishing'' esitraordlnary, v. 817. 

Sj*?-W4cn, Hpgg'8, ii. 187. 

Fifhwo^en of ^inburgh, ii. 286. 

Fisl, nationality of the, v. 856. 

Fits-Adam, Ismail, (John Macken,) poems fay, 
1.216. 

Fitsclarences, the, iv. 118. 

Fiti^erald. Lady Edward, iv. 888. 

Flattery, dilferent from flummery *". 16; the 
charm of; 101. 

«« FUnts and Dungs," battle of the, v. 26... 

Flounces, six tier of, ii. 816. 

Flower of the West, iU. 248. 

Flying Tailor of Ettrick, 1. 406; carries off the 
LUy of the Lea, Ui. 98; beats North at leap- 
ing, v. 268. 

Fonblanque, Albany, Iv. 147. 

foote, Maria, (now Dowager-Countess of Har- 
rington,) IL M. 

Forest gathering, the, v. 285; Uvery, ill. 106. 

Forrest, Edwin, American actor, 11. 82. 

Foscolo, poet and exile, i. 145 ; his Essay on Pe- 
trarch. 281. , . ; 

Fox-hunting, it 191. 

Foy, General, iii. 121. 

'♦fosie Tarn':' dfssoribed by Hogg, U. 217. 

Francis, Dr. J. W., see Lives of Wilson and 
Lockhact, ii. and lU^ 

Francis, Sir l»bilip, and Junius, Ii. 84. 

Free admissions to theatres, iv. 110. 

French Revolution, the first, IL 254 ; the second, 
causes of, iv. 167. 

Frere, John Hookham, author of " The Monks 
and the Glints," 1. 228; his versification) 
441 ; trianslailon of the Frogs, 44& ; his career, 

: lv,417. 

*» Friend, The," edited by Cbleridge, i. 407. 

Friendship, female, IL 407. 

Fry, Mrs., the philanthropist, ii. 74. 

" Fudge J'anaiiy," personality of, i. 190. 

J^tifre, .present action tends to the, v. 68. 

Gs^iel's ^oad, <vide Ohaldee MS., voL i., and) 
i. ^7.' 

Gaelic songs in Caifiada, ilu 872. 

Gallery, the reporters', iii. 884. 

I^ali, Joj^n, his novels, i. 141 ; notice of, iv. 175; 
his Life of Byron, 176; his tragedies, 17S; 
Moore's satire on, 179 ; misdirection of his 

^ powers, 8T4.. 

^am, Sir David, iii. 106. 

Game, present^ qfj to North, iii. 144 ; at dinner, 
▼• 274.; ^ ^ 

Game-Billing axtraordinary, v. 822. 

Gander of Glasgow, ii. 418 ; ghost of the, iv. 882. 

Ganderiana, iv. 291 . 

Garrick,: Payid, v. 187. 

" (iawpus. The," i: 868. 

Geese-plucking, iv. 881. 

General Assembly of Church of Scotland, ii. 129L 

Genlls, Madame de,.ii. 297. 

**Gem, the," Chaldee MS. name for a snuff- 
box, L 241. 

Genius, not to be exhausted, i. 158 ; ever retains 
its novelty, iii. 151 ; every-day humanities of, 
412; difficult birth of, iv. 187; men of, in 
wedded life, 197. 

Gentle, Mrs., at Buchanan Lodge, iL 868; 
North's kindness to, 874; his wooing of, ill. 
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lib; li]s1oT^^r,MS; popptof the qoealkm, 
806; their nuurriage day Axed, 8di) ; a eenao- 
rioos world against, v. 164. 

** Gtentlemen, a nation of," the Scotch, L S27. 

Gentlemen of the Press, fsrorable opinion of; 
iiL897. 

George IIL. repoted son of Lord Bate, L 184. 

George lY , abUity as a raconteur^ L l<tt; Tisits 
Scotland, 226; at Edinburgh Theatre, 2S7; 
his health proposed by North, 258 ; persecutes 
his wife, iL 8S; North's ophiion o^ 8M; an> 
willingly concedes Catholic Emancipation, iiL 
823; privately risiU Ambrose's, It. 178; on 
evils of non-conviviality, v. 98. 

George-street, Edinburgh, Noctes In saloon of 
No. 45, iv. 85. 

German critics, mostJtr in ft iB^Ui-S72; Liter- 
ature, Sfaga's articles on, v. ^ 

Germany, detcient in great writers, v. 48; In 
critics, 46. 

Ghosts, fear oi; iL 244. 

Gibb, Robert, Scottish artist, iL 154. 

Gibbon, Edward, his sneers at Christianity, ir. 
4M. 

Giflord, William, a poor critic, L 157; his ea- 
ergy, 285; notice of, iv. 268. 

Gillies, R. P^ original of ** Kempterhaosen,** 
L4. 

Gilray*s caricatures, L 467. 

Glascock, Captain, a sea Smollett, v. 24a 

Girnaway, farm-house of; Noctes at, L 245. 

Glasgow, ** Oriental Club** at, i. 172 ; Universi- 
ty, North for Lord Rector of, iL 419; punch, 
how to make, iiL 11 ; it may be drank at din- 
ner, 829; Smeute, iv. 407; Theatre in 1882, 
peculiarities of; v. 187. 

Glasgow Gander, The, iv. 289; its foumartish 
smell, 294 ; is vented, 295 ; is rotten, 296 ; poi- 
sons the air, and is removed, 296; song on, 
by North, 297. 

Glengarry, Highland chieftain, L 2S0 ; hisdiar- 
acter, v. 98. 

Glenlivet, eloquence of Its whisky, ii. 182 ; how 
to make it into toddy, 804. 

Gluttony, what is? Ui. 258. 

^ Go it, Ned r* a royal missive, IL 46. 

Goderich, Lord, his want of ability, iU. 42; his 
ministiy breaks up, 48. 

Goethe, his "• Wilhehn Meister," L 158 ; Tickler's 
low opinion of, v. 42; hia vanity, 48; his 
" Paust," 284. 

Goldsmith, Oliver, iv. 455. 

Golf, game of, i. 175. 

Gong, thunder of the, v. 278. 

Good eating, married ladles fond of, iL 124. 

Good fellowship, use of, in politics, v. 91. 

€K>o8e, the great Prise, ilL 418; a roasted, Iv. 
188. 

GK>oseberry champagne, v. 888. 

Gordon, Sir J. Watson, his portraits, ii. 886 ; his 
health drank, iv. 154. 

Gormandising School of Oratory, 1. 878. 

Goulbum, Henry, ez-Irish Secretaiy, iiL 148. 

Gout and rheumatism, 1. 401. 

Gower, Lord Prancis, (Eari of EUesmere,) II 
168. 

Graham, Sir James, iv. 845. 

Grant, Charles, (Lord Glenelg,) 11. 126 ; prise 
poem by, 127. 

'* Graiulniother's Review," (The British,) I. 214. 

Grant, Mr?., ofliagf^an, v. 879. 

Grant, Sir WlUlain, I v. 843. 



Gnttan, Henry, artlele on, hf Broiighain,'k 

808. 

Grattan, Thomas GoDey, novelist, ii. 6& 

Gray, Thomas, a coUege poet, iv. 488. 

Orayfriars Kirk-yard, iv. 1. 

Great Britain, when wiU she decline? iv. 6L 

Greece, political unimportance of, iiL 74. 

Greek, North's knowledge of, L 159. 

Loan, swindUng about the, iL 267. 

Tragedy, the, iu. 467. 

Greeks, Hogg's idea of the, iL 268 ; poetry of 
the, iiL 138. 

Green Man and Still, iiL 22. 

Greenshields the sculptor, iL 46& 

Grey, Lord, attacks Canning, iL 884; his no- 
potasm, iiL 841; anticipated coaliUon with 
Wellington, iv. 126 ; is made Premier, 21:! ; 
fiOlure of physicaUy, 882 ; his hauteur, 9H. 

Grey dinner, the, v. 865; incidents at, 868. 

"* Grey Li8^ the," iv. 892. 

Griefandjoy, iiL95. 

Griffin, Gerald, Irish noveUst, IH. 461. 

" Cirippy, Leddy," heroine of Gait's " EntaU," 
L 825; rumored death of, 826; visits Am- 
brose's, 828; her "^fama dftmosa," 829; 
claims heavy damages, 88L 

Griswold, Dr. R. W., his " Poets and Poetry of 
America," iv. 258; Editor of Praed's Poems, 
V. 100. 

Grouse-soiqs **thc sublime and beautify,* IL 

12a 

Guclph, Order of the, v. 181. 

Guiccioli, Countess of; i. 198; her liaison with 
Byron, L 218; portrait of, iv. 180. 

GuiUotin, Dr., survived the French Revolution, 
L296. 

Gulley, John, ex-pugilist and M. P., ill. 29. 

Gumey, stenographer, first appearance of, it. 
852; iUness of, ilL 84; his insanity, 85; in- 
vents a new Short Hand, ib. ; in the Arbor, 
295 ; fshing at Altrive, v. 848. 

Guse-dubs o' Glasgow, ii. 256. 

Gymnastics in BdUiburgh, ii. 911 ; North at, IIL 
258. . 

Giqmn, Nell, Iv. 462. 

Hackney-eoaeh, misery of riding in, ii. 221. 

Haggis, the, Scotch naUonal dish, U. 180 ; Feaii 
of, 220 ; inundaUon of the, iU. 189 ; rising of 
the spate, 190; its subsiding, 191; Tickler 
stranded on the mantel-piece, ib. ; his song, 
192 ; subsiding of the spate, 198. 

** Half-and-half,** IiL 185. 

Hall, Basil, his work on South America, i. 470; 
at the Noctes, v. 75 ; his article in the Quar- 
terly, 84. 

HaU, Mr. and Mrs. S. C, Hi. 167. 

HaUow-Fair, dreamt of, ii. 144. 

Hamilton, Archbishop, described by Gait, 1. 816. 

Hamilton, Captain, reviewer in *^ Blackwood,** 
i. 141 ; his novel of '' CyrU Thornton," 872. 

Hamilton, Duke of, i. 257. 

Hamilton, Lord A., 1. 62. 

Hamaton, Scottish architect, iv. 89. 

Hamiltonian system of teaching languages, H. 
299 ; assaUed by North, 800. 

Hamlet, Ulustrated by Retnch, ill. 162. 

Hampstead Heath, iiL 884. 

Hanging, as a spectacle, i. 295. 

Happiness, ei\)oyment of, v. 67. 

ILirdinge, Sir Henry, in Pariiaraent, Iv. 411; 
[ as Viscount, v. 264. 
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Bare, WnUam, mvrderer, turns King's ert- 
denee agaiost Burke, iii. 889 : desertion of, 
S88 ; his #lfe, 884 ; bis house, 985. 

Hare-hunting, ▼. 879. 

Uarrey, Daniel Whittle, ▼. 157. 

Hastings, Lady Flora, slandered at Queen Vic- 
toria's court, i. 148. 

Hastings, Marquis of, i. 148. 

Uatherton, Lord, his compact with 0*OonneU, 
y. 808. 

HaTana cigars, U. 881. 

•" Havel all over !>* ii. 884. 

Haunted WeU, Tale of the, U. 889. 

Hawker, OoloneL on WUd^nok Shooting, U. 818. 

Hawkstone, the hermit of, Ui. 468. 

Haj, William, translation from Anacreon by, 
T. 888. 

Haydon, Beq|amin Robert, hit true rocation, 
i.84«. 

Hayne, Mr. " Pea-Green,** proposes for Miss 
Foote, ii. 08; probable original of *'Blr. 
Toots,'* 60. 

Hayward's translation of "* Faust,** y. 988. 

Uaslitt, WiUiam, i. 66 ; reviews Byron in '' the 
Bdinburgh,*' 868; a retired student, 866; 
first critic who appreciated Edmund Kean, 
ii. 1; his "Liber Amoris,'* 185; noticed, 
847 ; his Oonversations with Northcote, 896 ; 
notice of, 896. 

Healths, a round of, ii. 160. 

Hearing and memory, iii. 184. 

Heame, S., the traveller, iv. 886. 

Heather-burning, 11. 908. 

Heber, Reginald, his prise poem, iL 197 ; me- 
moir of, 866. 

Hector, (Hogg's dog,) death of, i. 106; Greek 
epitaph on, 107. 

I* Hell," (a gambUng-house,) Hogg's dream of, 
ii. 188. 

Helvellyn, death of a Quaker on, ii. 808. 

Hemans, Mrs., her priie poem, i. 76 ; her ** Yes- 
pers of Palermo " acted at Edinburgh Thea- 
tre, 410 ; mannerism, iii. 171. 

•* Heraldic Anomalies," i. 819. 

Heraud, John Abraham, BngUdi Terse-maker, 
iii. 459. 

Herbert, Dr., Dean of Mandiester, 1. 896. 

Herbert, Henry William, '* Frank Forester,** i. 
385. 

Hcriot's Hospital, ii. 879. 

Heroes, occa8i<Hial littleness of, iy. 180. 

Hertford, Marquis of, iii. 851. 

Hibbert, Dr., on Apparitions, Ii. 66. 

High Jinks, iv. 870. 

Hierarchy, the English, iii. 17. 

Highland Chieftain, at the Noctes, 1. 886. 

Highland poverty, il. 119. 

HiU, Lord, at the Horse Guards, iii. 864. 

Hill, Rev. Rowland, i. 86. 

Hill, Tom, iv. 848; Memoir of, y. 117. 

" Hints for the Holidays,'* iL 871. 

H. B, Sketches, iv. 865. 

Uobhouse, John Cam, (Lord Brougfaton,) i. 91 ; 
his vindication of Byron, ii. 66. 

Hogarth, George, author of *' History of Music,** 
ii. 216. 

Huoo, Jamks, (Ettrick Shepherd,) Life of, by Dr. 
Mackenzie, iv. ill to xxii. 

-, in the Tent, 1.8; death of his dog 

Hector, 105 ; progress as a farmer, 148 ; ^- 
ron's opinion of, 201 ; in Celtic costume, 274 ; 
knighthood of, by North, 294 ; victimised by 



. tourists, !i. 78, compared with Caniptiell, 85 
his daily Ufe, 84S ; his speech at Blackwood's, 
iv. 142. ^ 

HoUand, British Ill-treatment of, iv. 401. 

Holyrood Palace, Charles X. at, iv. 167. 

Holmes, William, Tory whipper-in, iv. 119. 

Home, John, described by North, i. 155; rank 
as a poet, 157. 

Home, the Shepherd's, iv. 216. 

Homer's life, iv. 828. 

Homme Bom6, Un, i. 284 

Hood, Thomas, pun by, i. 894; his ** Whims 
and Oddities," ii. 868; his ''Eugene Aram's 
Dream," iii. 178. 

Hook, Theodore, his defalcations, i. 271 ; com- 
pared with Moore's, 848; an English im- 
provisatore, Ii. 76; his healtii drank, iii. 847; 
his improvisation, 848; misdirected powers, 
iy.874. 

Hope, North's hints for a disquisition on, v. 48. 

Hope, Thomas, author of '' Anastasius," y. 184. 

Hopetown, Lord, statue of, iv. 812. 

Hone PatibulansB, i. 296. 

Hot suppers, De Quincey argues against, i. 870. 

" Hours of Idleness," by Byron, feeble produc- 
tions, V. 88. 

Houses of Parliament, Hogg predicts their burn- 
ing, V. 844. 

Hou-toudies, gigantic species of, at Budianan 
Lodge, ii. 818. 

Howard, John, y. 894. 

Howick, Lord, (now Earl Grey,) Iy. 869L 

Howie, Robert, at the Noctes, iy. 91. 

Howison, William, Scottish lyrist, i. 818. 

Howitts, the, as poets, iii. 171 ; Hogg's admh^- 
tion of, iy. 815 : their " Book of the Seasons," 
816. 

Howley, Archbishop, iy. 101. 

Hughes, John, orlgiiial of "BuUer of Braienose," 
i. 18, et seq. 

M Humbugs of the Age," De Quincey declared 
to be one, 1. 47. 

Hume, David, the historian. North's eulogy on, 
i. 156 ; Wordsworth's censure upon, iii. 278. 

Hume, Joseph, description of, i. 161 ; and *' Tbo 
Ghost of Miltiades," U. 16 : his translation of 
Tasso Into English verse, 206 ; his Jobbing in 
the Greek Loan, 810 ; Brougham's satire on, 
811 ; described by Tickler, iy. 848 ; his public 
utility, y. 140. 

Humphreys, Mr., how he claims Earldom of 
Stirling, i. 454. 

Hunger and thirst, ill. 18. 

Hunt, Henry, i. 119; Radical leader, ii. 408; 
In ParUament, I-*. 847. 

Hunt, Henry, yoca (st, 1. 418. 

Hunt, JosejAi, accessory to Weare's murder, {. 
412 ; his opinion of Thurtell, 422. 

Hunt, Leigh, his connection with Bsrron and 
Shelley, 1.145; visits Italy, 146; dedicates 
to " My dear Byron,'* 201 ; translates Ariosto. 
262 ; stansas on, flrom *' Knight's Quarterly,** 
866; his relations with SheUey, y. 290. 

Huntiey, Marquis of, i. 116. 

Husbands, Moore's homily on, iy. 197. 

Httskisson, William, check-mated by "The 
Duke," ii. 71 ; sathiaed as " The Complete 
Letter Writer," iii. 49 ; ejected from office, 
79 ; was a " patriot,*' and a pension-Jobber, 
898 ; his death, iv. 128 ; properly dismissed, 
V. 87. 

Ilydorttes, heretical sect of, v. 90. 
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latfo, character of lii. 26S, 

Ibrahim Pasha at Navarino, iii. 46. 

Idealisuif definition of, ii. 5. 

Iliad, The, a poem military but not exciting, ii. 

144. 
Imaginary Magazine, yision of an, ii. 144. 
Imagination, iv. 74; pleasures of, 445. 
bnmortality of thought, iii. 299. 
Improvising by Odoherty and Hoolc, iii. 815. 
Impulses, Hogg moved by, ii. 408. 
Inchbald, Mrs., her novels, iv. 876. 
Indians, North American, their knowtodge, iv. 

824. 
" Indicator, The," by Leigh Hunt, L 866. 
Infancy, first impulses of, iv. 12. 
Infernal Magazine, North says that ** Black- 
wood's '* is an, V. 9. 
Infidelity, causes of, iii. 407. 
Inglis, Sir Robert Harry, v. 85. 
Ingratitude, frequency of, ii. 426. 
luishowen, Irish whisky* *• 199. 
Inspiration of poets, iii. 141. 
InteUect, iv. 76. 
Invasion of England, Napoleon's yiews on, L 

243. 
Ireland, state of, 1. 185; wants of, iii. 206; not 

yet properly conquered, v. 80. 
Irish affairs, iii. 147. 

Avatar, by Byron, i. 182. 

-^— , character of, I. 52. 

Melodies, by Dr. Maginn, L 184. 

murders, v. 868. 

Irving, Rev. Edward, his prose story, iii. 168; 

Memoir of, iv. 87. 
Irving, Washington, i. 217; in Germany, 818. 
"Island, The," noticed, i. 886; extracts from, 

837. 
Iturbide, Augustus, Emperor of Mexico, 1. 472. 

Jackson, Dr. Cyril, iv. 101. 

Jacksou, English painter, iii. 170. 

" Jacobite Relics," by Hogg, ii. 297. 

James, auUior of " Naval Biography," i. 420. 

James, G. P. R., novelist, iii. 460. 

Jameson, Mrs., author, iU. 172 ; t6 be a guest 
at the Noctes, 415; her King Charles's 
Beauties, iv. 462; her Characteristics of Wo- 
men, V. 179. 

Jameson, Professor, ii. 878. 

" Jaundice," described by Hogg, iii. 20. 

Jarmin, Fanny, (Mrs. Ternan,) actress, iv. 10. 

'' Jarvie, Mr.," of the Salt-market, i. 2, et seq. 

Jaundice, dread of the, v. 8. 

Jealousy, the passion of, iii. 267. 

Jeffrey, Francis, I. 58; Tickler's opinion of, 
164 ; not an Oxonian, 169 ; his personalities, 
184; Byron's satire on, 185; challenged by 
Odoherty, 824 ; his grobs personalities, 884 ; 
why he attacked Southey,451 ; as a critic often 
unjust, never dishonest, ii. 67 ; "squabashcd" 
by Hogg, 297 ; a loveable Whig, iii. 68 ; on the 
decline and fall of poetry, 198 ; his portrait, 
429 ; his expressive features, 480 ; his failure 
in Parliament, iv. 8M; at the Noctes, v. 122; 
solicits North's vote, 124 ; says he is a Conser- 
vative, ib. ; his bust in North's library, 178. 

Jerdan, William, iii. 67. 

Jerrokl, Douglas, anecdote of, iii. 459. 

Jews in Parliament, iv. 9. 

Jewsbury, Maria Jane, iii. 414. 

•*■ John Bull," (London newspaper,) dissatisfied 
with Blackwood, i. 172 ; compares it with the 



great Reviews, 178 ; Is a chariot armed witb 

scythes, 174. 
John BuU Magashie," publishes ** My Wedding 

Night," as from Byrou's Autobiography,!. 

474 ; satirises De Quineey as one of the great 

" Humbugs of the Age," 475. 
Johnson, Dr. Samuel, his strong intellect, i. 156 ; 

his *' Lives of the Poets " conthiued, 171 ; as 

a critic, iii. 275. 
Johnstone, J. H., (Irish Johnston » actor, iL 

264. • ' ^ ./ » 

Johnstone, Mrs., Scottish novelist, ii. 288. 
Jones, Bit William, translates Alcseus, iv. 67. 
Jones, Richard, the actor, i. 12 ; ib. 288. 
Jordan, Mrs., English actress, iv. 118. 
** Joyeuse, Vivian," at the Noctes, i. 861. 
Judith and Holofemes, painted by Etty, Hi. 228b 

Kames, his ** Elements of Criticism," iii. 274. 

Kant, Inmanuel, notice of, iv. 45. 

Kean, Edmund, review of his Life, 11. 1 ; Kern- 

ble's opinion of, 2 ; his intrigue with Mrs. 

Cox, 60; broke down in Grattan's drama 

of ** Ben Nasir," 55; on dramatic perform- 
ances, T. 185. 
Keats, John, English poet, i. 145; stansaSd in 

Don Joan, 867 ; tardily praised by Jefflrey, 

iU.197. 
Keepsakes, and their associations, iii. 299. 
Kelly, Miss, English actress, v. 180. 
Kemblc, Chicles, iv. 110; evidence on the 

drama, v. 184. 
Kemble, Fanny, criticism on, by BalIantyne,iT. 

108 ; was overpressed by the Press, 109 ; 

North's opinion of, 110; her voice. 111: 

Scott's opinion of, 118. 
Kemble, John, opinion of Kean, 11. 2 ; notice ot, 

8 ; Matthews' imitation of, v. 188. 
"&empferhausen, Mr.," in the Tent, i. 4. 
Kemperfelt, Admiral, loss of, v. 77. 
Kennedy, WiUiam, poet, Iv. 174. 
Kidneys, Society for the Suppression of, iv. 94. 
''Kihneny," Hogg's baUad of, U. 44; dictated 

by the Fay-Queen, iv. 216. 
Kilt, George IV. in the, i. 280. 
King, Archbishop, i. 204. 
King of the Vultmes, ii. 166. 
King's visit, good effects of, ilL 868. 
Kirk, sleeping in the, ii. 40. 
Kh-k of Shotts, pilgrimage tolhe, i. 57. 
Kirks in Scotland, ill. 158. 
'' Kiss-yonr-siBter," (cold veal,) Insipidity of, IU. 

27. 
Kitchen, row In the, 1. 208. 
Kitchener, Dr., author of ** The Cook's Oracle,** 

1.888; his dinners, 452. 
Kite-flying, v. 888. 

Knight, Charles, edits »The Album,** i. IH. 
** Knight's Quarterly Magazine," 1. 861; rarity 

of a complete set, 864 ; death of, 11. 56 ; revival 

of, 127; sued for libd by Sir John Soane, 11. 

489. 
Knout, the, as used by North, 111. 882. 
Knowles, James Sheridan, i. 222 ; his Lectures, 

lii. 469. 
Knox, Dr., of Edinburgh, purchased dead bodies 

firom Burke and Hare, iii. 288 : supposed \^, 

knowledge of the murders, 2^8 ; notice of, ^^^ 

his person described, 289. 
Knox, John, and the Reformation, \v. Wi. 
Knox, Rev. John at the Noctes, \v g5. 
** Kubla Khan." by Ck>lcridge, u^ ^^ 
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•" La BeUe HamUton," Iv. 402. 

»• Lucon," by 0. C. Colton, il. M. 

Lacrymn Christi, two sorts of, i. 199. 

Lady, a would-be, iii. SIO. 

La Fontaine, his personal good-nature, 1. 144. 

Laidlaw, William, author of *' Lucy's FliUlng," 

iii. 50. 

Lake PoeU, the, il. 85 ; In private society, 105. 
Liikes, the, Hogg'd visit to, iii. 99. 
Lauib, Charles, (filia,) character of his writings, 
1. 170; his ample pecuniary means, 2^; an- 
endot« of, ii. 106. 
Lamb, Lady Caroline, (wife of Lord Melbourne,) 

her novels, I. 817. 
Lambton, Mr., (Earl of Durham,) iv. 851. 
Landdn, L. E., recollections of, i. 466; her Im- 
pajisioned poetry, ii. 113 ; North's opUiion of, 
V. 2S. 
Lansdowne, Blarquis of, friendly to Moore, 1. 

342. 
*' Lardner'a Cyclopa>dia," iv. 8. 
Last Day i:< tub Teiit, i. 102. 
Latin translations, v. 80. 
Law Reform, Brougham on, iv. 826. 
Lawerwinkel, Baron, (an imaginary contribu- 
tor,) i. »66. 
Liiwiess, John, at Glasgow, i. 878; at Paisley, 

8Sl. 
Lawrence, anatomist and materialist, I. 906. 
Lawrence, Sir Thomas, P. R. A., 1. 806; notice 

of, iii. 170. 
^•Lawrie Todd," by ftalt, Iv. 874. 
*' l^y Sermons," by Hogg and Scott, v. 226. 
Land^eer, Sir Edwin, English painter, 11.890. 
Leach, Sir Julin, Master of the Rolls, 111. 88& 
Leadiig journal of Europe, "The Times'* Is 

tlie, .ii. 2i»4. 
' Leap-froi^, North plays at, 111. 419. 
Ijeather breeches. Sir Thomas, (Lethbrldge^) 

his ivttempts at oratory, iii. 895. 
Lecture by North on ** The Choice," by Hunt, 

I. .m. 
lie Droit du Seigneur, v. 128. 
Leech-gathering, iv. 63. 
Leigh, Hon. Mrs., (Byron's sister,) iv. 88. 
Leopold, Prince, i. 114; visits North in the 

Tent, 115. 
Leslie, C. R., American artist, his portrait of 

Scott, iii. 202. 
Leslie, Sir John, at the Brougham dinner, IL 86. 
Lethbridge, Sir Thomas, Ii. 408 ; Byron's epi- 
gram on, V. 116. 
Lewis, Monk, iv. 835. 

Libel-actions, how Maga escapes them, 11. 429. 
•' Liber Amoris," by Haalitt, i. 816. 
" Lil)eral, The," Byron and Hunt's periodical, 

i. 315; written at Pisa, 199. 
Jiiberty of the Press, iii. 892. 
Library, Hogg's, catalogue of, IL 96. 
Lieven, Princess, iii. 48. 
Life, Hogg's weariness of. III. 445 ; a nursery, 

iv. 77 ; the end of, 79 ; the Lesson of, 185. 
Ufe Statues, by Ducrow,lv. 286; by Tickler, 

238 ; by Hogg, 239 ; by North, 240. 
Lillo, George, dramatist, v. 197. 
Lily of the Lea, Hi. 93. 
Linton, W., English painter, lU. 229. 
Lion, Hogg's transmigration into a, v. 417. 
Lion-fight at Warwick, iL 98. 
Lister, Mr., novelist, iii. 56. 
Llston, Robert, eminent surgeon, l. 409 ; ib. iii. 
284; noUce of, v. 189. 



Literature, Royal Society of, iv. 2T2; Hogg re- 
commended to by Scott, 273. 
Literary Lad.es, ii. 802 ; their thick ankles, IL 
815. 

men, iii. 33 ; their manners, v. 428. 
speculation, ii. 161. 



" Little, Thomas," his imaginary a-Moore's, L 

406. 
" Lives of the Poets," by Dr. Johnson, contin- 
uation of, i. 171. 
Living Skeleton, the, ii. 129. 
Lloyd,Bishop, iii. 288. 
Lloyd, Charles, translator of Alfieri, i. 224. 
Loch-na-gar, Byron's favorite mountain, i. 8. 
Lock of hair, part of the object beloved, iii. 302. 
LocKHART, John Gibson, Life of, by Dr. Macken- 

sie, iii. iii to xvi. 
, as Editor of the Quarterly, iii. 291 ; 

his Life of Napoleon, iii. 820 ; as a critic, iv. 

264. 
" Logopandecteison," by Sir T. Urquhart, v. 79. 
London, vast increase of, iii. 871. 

and the country, 1. 405. 

and Paris compared, i. 81. 

, Hogg's visit to, V. 245. 

■ ■ ■, Magaslne, the, Its contributors, 1. 170; 

in 1826, 11. 296 ; under Charles Knight, ilL 

114 ; contributors to, 451. 

Magasines, i. 188. 

Newspapers, HI. 208. 

• oddities and outlines, by Maginn, i. 888. 
-, provinciality of, i. 172. 
University, Hogg's defence of, il. 171. 



LondondeiTy, the Marquis of, (Castlereagh,« 
North's eulogy on, i. 160 ; his death, ib. ; his 
grandfather a Scotch pedlar, iii. 863. 

Londonderry, Marquis, duel with Cornet Bat- 
tier, i. 419. 

Loo-choo Islanders, Napoleon and Vansittart 
on, i. 478. 

Louis PhUippe, the citizen King, Iv. 168. 

Love, protective power of, iv. 14; origin of, 
442. 

Love's silent martyrs, Iv. 88. 

Lowe, Sir Hudson, and Barry O'Meara, I. 267. 

Lower Orders, the, Ii. 861. 

Lowly Life, Worth in, v. 169. 

Lowther, Lord, iii. 49. 

Luddites, the, Byron's defence of, ii. 128. 

Lushington, Dr., his opinion on Byron's case, 

LuttrelC "Letters to Julia," 1. 196; lb. 224 ; his 

" Crockford House," U. 868. 
Lyndhurst, Lord, as Chancellor, Hi. 47. (See 

Copley.) 
Ljndsay, David, his ** Dramas of the Ancient 

World," i. 162. 
Lysaght, Ned, Irish song-writer, II. 88. 
Lyte, H. T., poet, Ui. 467. 

>[acaulay, T. B., notice of, ill. 448; attacks 
Sonthey, 449 ; denounced by De Qulncey as 
" a most obscure man,'* 450 ; his attack on 
Southey answered, 458; In Parliament, iv. 
856. 

Macaulay, Zachary, merchant and philanthro- 
pist, I. 417 ; his motives, v. 89. 

Macdonald, Lawrence, Scottish sculptor, il. 
888; his Grecian groups, Ui. 467; at the 
Noctes, iv. 106 ; his speech, 158. 

MacChregor, Sir Gregor, Casique of Poyais, L 
290. 
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If sckny, Charles, Scottish aotor, iii. 81. 

Muckayf John, the caddy, i. 6. 

Hacken, John, (Ismail Fits-Adam,) Iriah poet, 

i. 215. 
Mackenzie Clan, the, iii. 117. 

, Alex. Slidell, iv. 89^ > , 

-, Charles, his '' Notes on Hayti»" UL 



448. 



-, Henry, author of " The Man of Feel- 



ing," i. 66 ; his "• Life of Home," 141^, ib. 166 ; 
high character of his writings, 16S. 

, Lord, Scottish Judge, v. 16T. 

-, R. Shelton, History of Blackwood's 



Magasine by, i. y ; Life of Professor Wilson, 
ii. iii; of John Gibson Lockhart, iii. iii; of 
the Ettrick Shepherd, i?. iii ; of Dr. Maglnn, 
V. iii. 



, his Recollections of By- 
ron's Autobiography, i. 486 and 475 ; of ^- 
ron's Dictionary, 487; of L. E. Landon, 466; 
of Colonel Leicester Stanhope, now Earl of 
Harrington, ii. 14 ; of Theodore Hook, 76 ; 
of Wordsworth, 105; of Maginn, 112; of 
George Cruikshank, 27S; of Lord Holland, 
848; of Whisky Punch, iii. 11; of Cobbett, 
120; of Sottthey, 120; of Coleridge, 186; of 
Scott, 202; of SheU and O'ConneU, 208; of 
Scotch cookery, 829 ; of the Duke of Cumber- 
land, 356; of Uuskisson, 898; of Miss Jews- 
bury, 415 ; of Mary Ann Brown, (Mrs. James 
Gray,) 416 ; of Jeffrey, 429 ; of George Can- 
ning, 430 ; of Fanny AyUmn, 461 ; of Aber- 
deen dialect, ir. 8 ; of Mrs. Leigh, (Byron's 
sister,) 38 ; of Coleridge, 67 ; of Rev, B. Irr- 
ing, 87 ; of Thomas Hood, 210 ; of Lord Dca- 
raan, 315; of Lord Althorp, 846; of Sir 
James Graham, 846 ; of Lord John Russell, 
846; of Henry Hunt, 848; of Lord Durham, 

851; of Tom HUl, v. 117; of Charles Ma^ 

thews, 183; of Charles Young, 186; of Sir 

Daniel Kyte Sandford, 205; of Count D'Or- 

eay, 246 ; of Lord Brougham, 261 ; of B. 

Simmons, Irish poet, 282 ; of Lord Althorp, 

299 ; of Lord Campbell, 306. 
Mackey, Sandy, killed in a boxing-match, ir. 

155 ; his mother well-treated by the Fancy, 

157. 
Mackintosh, Sir James, reviewed by Tickler, 1. 

468 ; portrait of, in " Percy Anecdotes," 180 ; 

writing for " The New Monthly," iii. 62. 
Macnish, Dr., notice of, iv. 96. 
M<icrabin (Allan (Xmnin^am) at tho Noctee, 

iii. 88 and 858. 
Mad dogs, Hogg on, iv. 181. 
Bladam Public, v. 165. 
Maeder, J. G., musical witticism by, i. 892. 
Maoa, (Blackwood's Magasine,) character of, 

i. 206; unbought praise of; iii. 16; balefid 

character of, 108; Hogg's <^inion of, 104; 

edits herself, 290; HasUtt's attack on, 198; 

is a five hundred elephant power engine, 199 \ 

in itself a library, 290; compared with " The 

Quarterly," 898. 
•* Maga at No. 45," by Hogg, iv. 140. 
Maga, buoyancy of, iv. 196. 
Magasine, the Devil's opinion of Blackwood's, 

iii. 390. 

Literature, effects of, iv. 178. 

writing, examples of, il. 6. 

Magazines, battles o^ the, i. 171. 
Magee, Archbishop, 1 204. 
Magician of (^iro, iv. 868. 



MAOiHir, Dju Wiluax, Life of, by Dr. Macken- 

sie, V. iiitoxii. 

was the "Morgan Odoherty" of the Noc- 

te8,i.8; hii*' Irish Melodies," 184; versified 
Byron's Letter to Murray, 188; facility in 
learning languages, 210 ; intended authur of 
Life of ^yI'on, 486; his account of Byron*s 
Autobiography, 487; his ** Maxims of Odo- 
herty," 452; assists Ainsworth in writing 
*'Rookwood," ii. 864; his *'Max!lis," when 
first published, iii. 845. 

Mahon, Lord, iv. 844. 

Maida, Scott's dog, iv. 106. 

Majesty of the People, v. 86. 

Mahichi Bftdagrowther (Sir Walter Scott) suc- 
cessfully defends the Scottish banking system, 
Ii.196. 

Malan, Rev. Caesar, Swiss divhae, ii. 229. 

Malcohn, John, poetUng, Hi. 288^ 

, Sir John, ii. 865; his works, ill. 71. 

Sir Pulteney, Admiral at St. Helena, 



iii. 71. 



-,.Sar4fa, the murderess, I. 416. 



Malebranche's Theory, iv. 77. 

MaQi first state of, ii. 817. 

Man's common lot, v. 61. 

Manchester, a bit of a dust at, iv. 861. 

M8a-<»ting by lions, iii. 818. 

Manners, Hogg on, iii. 91 ; of literary men, v. 

428. , 
Mansel, Dr., Bishop of Bristol, i. 84. 
'' Mansie Wauch," by D. M. Moir, 1. 199. 
Marble and moonlight, ii. 889. 
Marlborough, Duke of, iv. 19. 
Maria, Donna, of Portugal, iii^ 77. 
Man*, Earldom of, restored, i. 456. 
Marriage, ahn of woman's life, iii. 247. 
andmisei7,iii.97. 



Married Life, Moore on, iv. 806. 
Marryt^t, Captain; v. 889 ; a sea Fielding, 840. 
Martin, John, an imaginative painter, ii. 818 ; 
master of vaatitiess, iii. 169 ; Khig of the Vast, 
Y. 177. 
^ Richard, legislating against cruelty to 

animals, 11. 100. 
Masquerade, Tickler in, v. 81. 
Mathews, Charles, his imitations, v. 188. 
MatrimOby, rationale of, i. 84; North's dream 

of, ii. 217. ♦ 

Martyrdom, iii. 896. 
Matter and Spirit, North on, v. 408. 
MaturU), R. C. drattiitist.and noveUst, i. 198. 
Mavis^ the, in North's arbor, iv. 42. 
Maxima of Odoherty, by Maglnn,-i. 468. 
Maxwell, W. H., V. 178. 
May, the merry month of, 111^ 286. 
*' Miiy Fair,'^ a ptoem, nottced, ii. 418. 
Maseppa, De Quinceyion, lit 488. 
McCSuiloch, Dr. '* Tbur in Scottish Highlands,** 

Ii. 119. . 

McCuUoch, J. R., Political Economist, i. 8 ; as 

a lecturer^ 418; defends absenteeism, lU. 

206. 
McDiarmid, John; oY th« " Domfiries Courier," 

▼.7:. 
McKinnon, Lucky, execution of, i. 29€. 
McWhirter, Mrs., in the Teril, 1. 89 ; her song, 

98; departure, 101; amour widi Odoherty, 

187 ; never attended the Noctes, 176. 
Meadowbank, Lord, Scottish Judge, v. 167. 
Meadows, The, in Edinburgh, 1. 176. 
Meams Muir, a Ikiry-haunt, iv. 91. 
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McfMMWt Ak. iii, 7C 

tt^9M>9f9t^ tjM^A, f9. 4tA f M RmricFf ▼• SOP y 
Wfh ■» •# Mb UtaiaUj,9lL 

yUir.n0r. Lmd, gr rat— t •« «i ■ntifc ■irttiia, 

Meirfle, TtacMirt, (Ike ncwQ 8L M, 

Memmrf •TKit 3(ortlk, HL dL 

M««i«nr, ▼, MP ; i« * bcaatlAcr, MBt 

*• lfe» Mi McaMTCs," r, llf . 

MeraMid, H4>f)[r's rMoa •# a, fL 4llL 

W iU plw w ., MM al^ to poctrjr, fit UT. 

*» MgnWCgM fiTMfWHM i MMIW !■■■,* >y Oi»- 

fcerty, I. *W. 
M «rtt«nrielk, RHMt, HL 47. 
lfe«>e«, Ifrteti4«« Brftaah altMkM, ia UW, OL 

M:<lg»'refi, for Mortli, fi, S70. 

MuUammer woUtUe •rUinbarifc, fr. 89. 

M ftMl, mm, tai PortugBl, ttl. TC 

Mitbmok, MiM. married Lord ^fra^ fr. !•. 

Mtlbaak, Sir Katoh, •ifiia a paptr ■ c < |nlH l ng 

llf roo o# maral d«HiiqiaeiieT, if. 11. 
Miliiarj ezeeuOoa^ dcKrtbed 1^ Hofv, H. MT. 
Milmaa, Bcir. H. H., L IS; nwoioir oC, 19; 

warath o# tmna of hit poetrjr, 198 ; hia rank 

a4 a poatf 190. 
Mttum, Jobs, attack on Salmaafai, L 18t; bia 

TreatlM on ChrMlao I>oetrtiie, IL 101: In 

wedded life, tT.nS; iMnr aatfnaatod bf Oob- 

bett, 801; erllielam ao, bf Nortb, 801; bf 

Tickler, 807. 
Mind, the Ckmnan, r. 47. 
Mfnlstrj, iroew ai a nev, It. 117. 
MiMioname, ir. 18. 
MHchell, Tboinaa, traofiator of Artotophanca, 

notice oC, 1. 118. 
M itford, MlM, Ebgllah aathor, her genliiB, ft 187 ; 

memoir of, Hi. 109; ooght to be married, 128. 
** Modem Atbena, Tie," a title applied to Edin- 

borfh, I. IM; ita abrardity, 107; lb. it 188; 

the name misapplied, ir. 88. 
Modero P^Mts, H. lOA. 
** Modem ^hafforean. The,** (Dr. Maenlah,) 

Ir. 90. 
Modem poetrjr, Jtttrtj^B poor optnloii of; lit. 

190. 
Modem •onff-writlof, L881. 
Modern wotia, which will rarriTe, 1. 148. 
Mof gridft, Mj^oTi perfonatad bj Hogg, iL 189. 
Moir, Darid Macbeth, the Delta of Maga, U. 11 ; 

his poetry, It. 184. 
Moira, Earl of. (Marqnls of HaiAlngi,) dUUked 

the Scotch Whin, 1. 141. 
Monogamy. North's, lit 104. 
Monerieff, Sir Henrr, il. 89. 
Money, influence or, III. 871. 
Monlcey, Hogg's, ii. 189; his aoeompUshments, 

140. 
Mons Meg, account of; r. 414 
Mont fienger, literary men at, iii. 88 : Hogg at, 

It. 161. 
Montepolclano, Redt*s ^ King of Wines,** L 199. 
Montgomery, James, English poet, i. 184 ; his 

farewell to newspapers, 11. 140 ; his merits as 

an author, 141. 
Montgomery, Rct. Bobtrt, English Terse-maker, 




kpoec,iT.»L 

; a ■in aiiHiv L 9m ; Serfli'^ 
t la, ilT; a paailrr of Teas, 99; 
,171; Cute as a 

y,8«;« 




> of 

^^__ . .... lettcfs U 

iwHMM Vewcr, ft. ; Lirca af ^proa and 8bct«> 
daa,B.08; fsairelB with Gaapbcfl rapect- 
iBf Lofd Blfrm, It. 9; Xortb*s opinioa of, 
88; rrc en cM e l io n with Oaaqibcfl, 88. 

Mera,«rTliw»,ffi.4B8L 

Mora, risaaih, aoCice of, a. ST. 

Morbus, La4y, her penaioB, L 191 ; her age, BH 

Mericr, Jaaaea, aotfaor of '^Bajix Baba," L 8B8L 

**Maradaff ChroBide,'' sale of; L 88L 

Merria, Capla iB , aoor -writer, fi. 88. 

Marria, Dr. PMer, L 1, et aeq. 

Moaea Edrehi, Sabbi, at the Soetea, ffi. 808L 

MiitbtrweE, Wfliam, Seotdah poet, iiL 198L 

Hatha, raragea of, iiL 148. 

Moud, Hogg's day at tbcH. S4L 

Madic, Bobcrt, author of -Modem AOens," 
iLUO. 

Madferd, WBBam, Bfitor of "Tbe Obarier,** 
L418. 

MaB, a Scotch, i. 11. 

MoUioo, Hugh, letter IhMn, L 5<l 

Mollion, Mordecai, L 11, et teti. 

Monster, Eari of. It. 118. 

Murder, often not to be aeeoonted for, L 419l 

Murder-Dreams, i. 415. 

Murderers, legal defence of; I. 418. 

MurUlo, hU •* Flower Giri,** uL 170. 

Murray, Sir Cteorge, iii. 78; in Parliament, 
It. Ill; his personal appearance, 410. 

Murray, John, (publi^er,) Byron's letter to, 
L 188 ; <iuarrel with Blackwood, 178 ; Byron's 
opinion of, 100; money-tranaactions with 
Byron, it 8. 

Murray, John A., (now a Scottish Judge,) Clerk 
of the Pipe, t. 106. 

Mnrray,W. H., actor, his personation of ClaTcr- 
house, L 817 ; his fine performances, 188. 

Music, tradiUonal origin of, UL 180; of the 
poets, 184. 

Musician, the trae, t. 480. 

Mutineer, execution of a, 11. 827. 

**My dear Duck,** (commencement of Lady 
Byron's last letter to her hnstMind,) It. 19. 

•* My Wedding Night,** from Byron's antobiog 
raphyf 1.474. 

Napier, MacTcy, Professor, L 7; edits the Ed 
inburgh Reriew, iii. ^47. 

Napier, Lord, Hogg's notice of, I. 274; his im- 
portant mission to China, t. 845. 

Napoleon, promise to contribute to Maga, i. 50 ; 
kept his word, 281 ; on invasion of England 
and battle of Waterloo, 248 ; his table-talk 
at St. Helena, iii. 890 ; cause of his death, 
iv. 44 : a great orator and writer, 410. 

Nares, Dr., author of ** Thinks I to Myself,** 
i. 819. 

Nasmyths, the Scottish artists, 1. 470; notleef 
of, Hi. 420. 

National Debt of England, iU. 118. 
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Katlonal education, ir. 988. 

" Library," iv. 180. 

" Monument," at Edinborgti, i, 1 ; lb. 

167. 

Nations, the youth of, ill. 185. 

Natural depravity, ii. 425. 

History, ili. 289. 

Nature versus Art, ii. 121. 

personified and described, iil. 24S. 

, the face of, iv. 78. 

, inspiration of, v. 19. 

Naval contributors, ii. 294. 

Navarino, battle of, *^au untoward erent,** 
iii. 45. 

Neal, John, American contributor to Maga, It. 
244. 

Nelson, Lord, his Life by Sonthey, i. 420 ; his 
heroism, ii. 142. 

Nelson's Monument, in Edinburgh, i. 166. 

Nestor, in the Iliad, character of, v. 15. 

»* New Edinburgh Review," i. 411. 

Newdigate Prize Poems, i. 74. 

Newport, Sir John, Irish placeman, ill. 80. 

New St. Kit's, North's colony of, iii. 876. 

Newspaper press of Edinburgh, i. 272. 

reading, iii. 280. 

Newspapers in Edinburgh, i. 485. 

, infallibility of, i. 826. 

In London, circulation of, not as- 
certainable, i. 461. 

, modern, great ability of, iii. 899. 



Newstead Abbey, Byron's description of, i. 4441. 

'* New Times," edited by Stoddart, ii. 81. 

Newton, Rev. John, it. 86. 

Nicholas, the Czar, notice of, iii. 6 ; his early 
character, 72. 

Nicholson's portraits, ii. 840. 

»' Nigel, Fortunes of," i. 146. 

Nightingales in Italy, iv. 46. 

Noblesse, the British, v. 181. 

NooTRS Ambrosiana, character of, ii. 8; taken 
down in short-hand, 852. 

Noel, Miss, vocalist, ii. 217. 

Non-drinking politicians, v. 98. 

Non-intervention, ili. 77. 

" No Popery," cry of the English Tories, Ui. 79. 

Norbury, Lord, i. 52 ; and Saurln*8 letter, 842. 

" Norman Abbey," described by Byron, 1. 444. 

Normanby, Lord, Hi. 460. 

North Bridge, scene on, i. ^4.' 

North, Christophbr, (vide Life of Wilson,) 
1. 11 ; his popularity, II. 826 ; his early life, 827; 
his health proposed, ili. 40 and 44; his 
speeches, 42 and 44; mock genealogy of, 
57 ; his features described, 87 ; his exact age 
and his youthful marriage. III. 806; elope- 
ment of his wife, 807 ; dreams of Mrs. Gentle, 
411. 

North, John, Irish barrister, 111. 57 

North, Lord, v. 98. 

Northcote, James, painter. It. 296. 

North Pole, Hogg's dream of the, i. 429. 

Norton, Mrs., English poet, ili. 457. 

Novels, modern, superiorly of, over dramas, L 
151 ; of Fashionable Life, II. 282. 

Novel-writing, difficultlef of, iv. 877. 

Nugent, Lord, v. 264. 

Oakf n Crown, how prised, v. 487. 

0*B)-onte, his Introductio*, iv. 55; swallows 

opium, 56; its effects, 51 ; his recovery, 60 ; 

Introduced to stranger guests, 104 ; takes the 



chair at the Noctes, 116 ; is helped to bran- 
dy, 117. 

" Observer, The," London Journal, breaks th« 
law, i. 460. 

O'ConneU, Daniel, elected for Clare, iii. 80; 
described by luckier, iv. 850; his compact 
with the Whigs, v. 808. 

O'Connor, Arthur, and his friends, i. 162. 

OooBBRTT, Sir Moboah, (see Life of Dr. Ma- 
ginn,) 1. 8, si passim f has a '* Noctes" with 
Byron, at Pisa, 198 ; what he contributes to, 
2S4; assumes the rank of baronet, 45B; 
his Maxims, iL 29 ; his third wedding, iU. 

** Odontist, The," 1. 18. et seq. 
Oehlenschlaeger, the Danish poet, dinner with, 

i. 180. 
Oglethorpe, Dr. Magnus, I. 88, et seq. 
., Mrs., 1. r 



Old age, when to be reverenced, ii. 298. 

" Old Boys," (Lord Eldon,) iv. 842. 

Old sinner. North confesses himself to be an, 

iil. 184. 
Olive Serres, Mrs., claims to be Princess Oiive 

of Cumberland, 1. 403. 
O'Meara, Barry, his " Voice from St Helena," 

I. 248 ; Croker's letter of dismissal to, i. 266 ; 

gpreat success of his work, 263 ; attacked in 

the Quarterly, 287. 
O'NeiU, Miss, (Lady Becher,) Irish actress, r. 

187. 
Ophelia, madness of, 111. 166. 
Ople, Amelia, i. 224. 
Optical delusions, il. 66. 
Opium and kidneys, I. 871. 
1 used by the working classes, iv. 96 ; less 

hurtful than spirits, 97. 
Opium-Eater, see De Qulncey. 

— , Imitators of the, it 128. 

Opium-taking by Hogg, I. 862. 

Orioff, Count Alexis, his personal strength, ir. 

891. 
Ornithology, Audubon's American, II. 819. 
Orrery, Hogg's opinion of an. III. 422. 
Osslan, Scott denounces his poems as forgeries, 

I. 281 ; Napoleon's admiration of, ib. 
O'Sullivan, Mortimer, author of ** Captain Rock 

Detected," I. 467. 
Othello and his wife, iil. 267. 
Our best society, iv. 275. 
" Owen, Pen," novel of, i. 176. 
Oxford University, celibacy in, 1. 165. 
Oysters, Irish, how to roast, II. 80. 

, peculiarity of, ill. 26. 

and the R months, lU. 92. 

Paine, Thomas, his works in Scotland, ill. 406 

their popularity, 406. 
Painters, the old, II. 186. 

, Scottish criticism on, iU. 428. 

Paley, Dr., iv. 29. 

Palmerston, Lord, great ability of. III. 856; his 

career, iv. 124; in 1881, described, 839; Can- 

ning's opinion of, 890 ; an el^ve of S^nrer 

Percival, 402. 
"Pamela," wife of Lord Edward Fltsgcrald, 

lv.888. 
Panopticon system, invented by Bentham, 

ii. 26. 
" Paphian Bower, The," by Martin, II. 884. 
" Paragiiny, a Tale of, by Soutliey, reviewed* 

ii. 1.9-11. 
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Purls, Dr., oa Dtai, U. tSl. 

Park in London, Hogg in th«, ▼. S45. 

Parliamentary Reform, Ineritabte after Iman- 
Gipation, iii. 887 ; indifpensable, ir. 188 ; 
WeUinfton*s oppofttlon to, il». 

Parliamentary reporters, i. 144. 

Parliaments, ambulatory, iiL 868. 

Parr, Dr. Samael, In the Tent, 1. 104, et seq. ; 
characterised by North and Odoherty, 475 ; 
death of; iL 869; character of, 861. 

Parr, Thomas, longevity of, li. 858. 

Parrot, North's, Hi. 888. 

Parry, lU)or, his **• Last I>»ys of Lord Hyron," 
U.489. 

Parsonality, The, by Odoherty, 1. 188. 

Parthenon, at Kdinborght i. 888. 

Partington, Mrs., created by Sydney Smith, 
T. 78. 

Passion in poetry and prose, iii. 188. 

Past, sad memories of the, t. 18. 

Pastorlnl, prophecies of, 1. 185. 

Patchwork Ministry, U. 885. 

Paton, Miss, (Mrs. Wood, the singer,) U. 886. 

Patriotism, v. 885; In old Umes, 485. 

Patronage, miseries of haWng, r. 157. 

•* Pats.and-Paas,** merlU of, Ul. 89. 

** Paul Jones," Allan Cunningham's norel of, 
11.818. 

Paxton, Sir Joseph, ▼. 188. 

Pedro, Don, In Portugal, liU 76. 

Peel, Sir Robert, charged with political ajpos- 
tacy, ii. 854: praise of, ill. 46; his first Cur- 
rency BiU, 78 ; as Irish Secretary, 148 ; de- 
clined a peerage, 887 ; his ratting, 866 ; op- 
poses the Reform BUI, Iw, 889 ; as Premier, 
▼. 879 ; address to Tamworth Electors, 899. 

"Peelers, the," police force established by 
Sir Robert Peel, Ui. 840. 

Peers, threatened swamping of, ir. 866. 

, Anti-Reform, It. 868. 

Peerage, EkigUsh, Pitt's extension of, ill. 870; 
ib. Ir. 408. 

Peers and Pears, It. 419. 

** Pendragon, Dr. BeieUus," i. 75. 

Penenden Heath Meeting, SheU at, UL 814. 

Penny Shows, 11. 841. 

•* Pen Owen," at the Noctes, 1. 176. 

" Percy MaUory," i. 818. 

People not populace, y. 125. 

Pepin, King, at Ambrose's, Ui. 148. 

" Percy Anecdotes," i. 180. 

PerfectibUlty of man, an empty dream, ▼. 61. 

*' Perils of Man," North's opinion of, 1. 880. 

Periodical criticism, iU. 877 ; teems with thought 
and feeling, 878. 

Press, present state of the, i. 457. 

Periodicals, defunct, 1. 814. 

, permanent influence of, i. 282. 

of 1829, who wrote in them, iii. 278. 

* their eflbct on literature, iii. 271. 

Perkins, Mrs., letter from, i. 84. 

Personal vanity. North's besetting sin, iU. 218. 

Personality in reviewing, defence of, 1 144; 
defended by Pen Owen, 165.; of great writers, 
183, of Maga, 834. 

Personalities of Byron and Jeffrey, i. 184. 

Perry, James, of ^*The Morning Chronicle,' 
1. 861. 

" Peter Pindar," (Dr. Wolcot,) U. 85. 

** Petre, Dr. Olinthus," (Maginn,) his attack on 
Profesbor Uslie, 1. 835. 



Phillips, Charles, anilior of Tlrarten*s defenoik 

i. 418 ; Irish orator, UL 809. 
PhUUps, Sir Richard, (London publisher and 

editor,) L 188 ; low character oi; as a writer, 

L 866; his character, U. 4^ 
PhUlpott, Bishop, his career, U. 851 ; Ul-treated 

by the Whigs, UL 884. 
PhUosophers at leapfrog, 1. 79. 
Philosophical criticism, where is it? UL 271. 
Philosophy, principles of, iv. 17. 
Phln's flies, L 408 ; one swaUowed by Hogg, 409. 
Phrenological Society, hoax on, L ^. 
Phrenology ridiculed by Jeffrey, iL 828 ; affected 

by strong-minded women, 410 ; insolence ot 

tt# foUowers, 411 ; their want of genius, 412. 
Physical knowledge, nse of, iv. 321. 

PhUosophy, Tickler on, iv. 880. 



Physiognomists, ii. 881. 

Picardy Place, Ambrose's Hotel at, U. 149 ; ib. 

874. 
Picken, Andrew, Scotch noveUst, UL 461. 
Pindar, his first Pythian ode, IU. 188. 
»* Pindar, Peter," U. 85. 
Pine-apf^es and champagne, Hogg's opinion of; 

Pisa', Holy AUiance of, L 145. 

, Noctes transferred to, i. 198. 

nstrucci, the Improvisatore, U. 76. 

Pitt and Foj(, a Brown Stoat vision of, U. 808. 

dinners, v. 85. 

, WiUlam, post-prandlal honors to, v. 91. 

Place. Francis, taUor and poUtical economist, 

L896; notice of, U. 4. 
Plaid, the, V. 834. 

Playf air. Professor, at Craig-crook, L T9. 
Pledges of love, iU. 808. 
Plotty, description of, i. 5. 
Plunket, Lord, on the Reform BUI, iv. 896. 
Poem, what constitutes a ? iU. 187. 
Poetesses, fond of good eating, iU. 418. 
Poe^caL cowardice, Wordsworth on, iv. 59. 
inspiration, UL 181. 



licenses are not poetic diction, Ui. 189. 

PoetUngs, vast number of, Ui. 888. 
Poetry, Barry CornwaU on, ii. 98. 
'" . becoming extinct, IL 285. 

contains the writer's inner self; iU. 296^ 

, origin of, UL 127. 

-, rationale of, IU. 897. 

of the Greeks, ilL 188. 

———, punishment for writing, Ui. 881. 

»whatisrUL416. 

Poets, UL 249. 
■ ■■ " are sketchers of Nature, IL 886. 

and women, iv. 207. 

Poggio Bracclolini, editlo princeps of, L ISS. 

Pole, Wellesley, UL 882. 

Poles, patriotism of the, v. 281. 

Polidori, Dr., author of " The Vampire," L 218 

Political Economy, De Quincey on, UL 4M. 

predictions, ii. 16 ; ib. v. 110. 

Unions, v. 15. 



Politics at sea, U. 402 ; in the Forest, v. 439. 
Pollock, Robert, Scottish poet, neglected by the 

Edinburgh Review, iii. 197 ; North's praise 

of, Ul. 446 ; ibid. v. 284. 
Polygamist, duties of a, ii. 101. 
Pond, Astronomer Royal, ill. 114. 
Poor country, a, v. 4 ; Law, principle of the, 

V. 887 ; proper education for the, iii. 93 ; man's 

fireaide as it was and is, v. 166. 
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Pop<!, Is he a Poet ? i. 160 ; the passion in his 
poetry, 165 ; Controversy described by Hogg, 
il. 68 • Byron's opinion of, 64. 

Porch of Buchanan Lodge, ii. 224. 

Porchester, Lord, iv. 846. 

Port Wine, a liquor to be honored, iil. 76. 

driniung statesmen : Lord North, 

Pitt. Dundas, Sidmouth, and Brougham, 
V. 98-100. 

Portobello, Hogg and Ticlder in the sea at, 
ii. 395. 

Portsmouth, Earl of, v. 266. 

Portraits, defects of even the best, Hi. 808. 

Portugal, invasion of, threatened in 1826,ii.809. 

Portuguese, why meddle with their civil wars? 
iii. 75. 

Pouldoodies of Burran, i. 188. 

Power, James, Moore's music publisher, their 
dealings, i. 892; suppressed letters to, 
ii. 23. 

Power, Tyrone, (a Welshman,) his brogue artifl> 
cial and assumed, ii. 264. 

Praed, W. M., v. 100. 

Preaching, Ticlcler on, ii. 209; wordiness of 
popular, ii. 423. 

Press, the prosecution of, by the Whigs, i. 169 ; 
gentlemen of, 298 ; the London, ii. 421 ; Well- 
ington prosecutions of, iii. 890 ; Its mission, 
iv. 278. 

** Pretender, the Young," i. 160. 

Prettyman, assumes Nova Scotia baronetcy, 
r454. 

Price, Mr., in the Tent, i. 14, et seq. 

** Pride shall have a Fall," Croly's comedy of, 
i. 395. 

Primrose-wine, ii. 871. 

Prince Regent, the, i. 9. 

Princes-street, Edinburgh, iil. 16. 

Pringle, Thomas, notice of, iii. 888. 

Printers' devils, v. 11. 

Printing office, humors of a, i. 83. 

Prison Reform, by Mrs* Pry, Ii. 74. 

Prise Bull, the, iii. 27. 

cattle, obesity of, iii. 28. 

poems, by Grant, Heber, Wrangham, 

< Chinnery, Milman, Macaulay, Praed, and 
Bulwor, ii. 127. 

Probert, William, becomes King's evidence 
against Thurtell, i. 423. 

Procter, B. W., (" Barry ComwaU,") 1 180 ; fee- 
ble character of, 144. 

Prodigality, delights of, iii. 260. 

Professional Concert, described by Hogg, ii. 216. 

Pronunciation of English at Aberdeen, iv. 3. 

Property, conservatism of, v. 138. 

Prophesyings, North's rarely fulfilled. Hi. 866 ; 
about Reform Bill, iv. 860. 

Prose, increase of, ii. 235. 

Proverbs, proposal to revive, 1. 289. 

'* Proud Preston," borough of, ii. 255 

Prudhoe, Lord (Duke of Northumberland,) at 
Cairo, iv. 368. 

Prussia, late king of, I. 477 ; his policy defend- 
ed, 478 ; military force of, 4S5. 

Punch, Glasgow, i. 22. 

, a pacificator, i. 27. 

, insinuating nature of, ii. 225. 

, Father Maguire's receipt for making, 

iii. 11. 

royal, in the King's yacht, i. 242. 

Punchery, the, at Ambrose's, ii. 32. 

Paokler Muskau, Prince, his Tour, v. 45. 

Vol. V.-30 



Puffing of books, iii. 66. 

Pugilism, Defence of, i. 62; formerly encou- 
raged by the London press, ii. 98 ; preferaU* 
to the knife, iv. 155. 

Pugilists, Irish, 1. 55. 

" Pulpit, The," its reporters, II. 426. 

Puma, anecdote of the, ii. 878. 

Pusey, Dr., of Oxford, v, 100. 

Pusey, Philip, v. 100. 

Pye, Henry James, Poet-Laureate, 1. 292. 

Pyne's Royal Residences, i. 77. 

Pyramid, the game of, iv. 41. 

Quackery, universality of, U. 218, 

Quaighs, varieties of, described, iii. 88. 

Quakers, Literary, iv. 816. 

** Quarterly Review," broad writing in, 1 187; 
edited by Sir J. T. Coleridge, ii. 86 ; succeed- 
ed by Lockhart, ib. ; its treatment of Hogg, 
iv. 268. 

Quaternal marriage. Hi. 217. 

Quarto, Hogg's story of a, iv. 196. 

Queen Caroline^ her trial, " The Thnes' " action 
on, i. 469. 

" Queen Hynde," Hogg's, extracts from, IL 88. 

" Queen's Wake, The," by Hogg, ii. 879. 

Queen-Thought, the, iii. 800. 

Quentin Durward, North's high opinion of^ 
i. 322. 

Querno, Camillo, the Italian Arch-Poei, I 209. 

Quillinan, Edward, i. 141. 

Quinthi, Colonel, i. 60. 

Rabelais, character of his work, 1. 168 ; Maginn'f 
familiarity with, and theory respecting, 
ii. 112; his merits, ill. 71. . 

Race, the sympathy of, v. 438. . 

Race-course, Hogg at a, v. 858. 

RadcUife, Mrs., ii. 242 ; her ghosts, S44. 

Radical Reform in 1819, i. 117. 
leaders, i. 118. 



Raeburn, Sir Henry, Scottish painter, i. 819. 

*' Ragamuffins," the Irish a nation of, i. 227. 

Raglan, Lord, iii. 869. 

Railroad travelling, i. 81. 

Rainbow, the, iv. 162. 

" Ramblers' Magasine," H. 6. 

Ramsay, Allan, his play of " The Gtentle Shep- 
herd," ii. 61. 

Ram's Horn Kirk, i. 18. 

Raven, North's, iii. 222. 

Rawdon, Lord, (Marquis of Hastings,) i. 143. 

Raymond, Henry J., (of New-Tork,) his criti- 
cism on the Noctes, vide Life of Wilson, ii. 

Reason and Instinct, Hogg on, v. 228. 

" Rebellion of 1846, History of," 1. 160. 

Reconciliation, the, v. 217. 

Redding, Cyrus, his poetry, iii. 458. 

" Redgauntlet," character of, 1. 448. 

Reform Bill, when brought in, iv. 827 ; whea 
passed, v. 78 ; how carried, fl^. 

Reform Bill riots, iv. 861 ; ib. v. 86. 

Regimen, Hogg on a, ii. 804. 

Registrar, the, v. 199. 

Reid, Dr. Thomas, iv. 69. 

R(^ected contributor, a. North is one, v. 9. 

Religion out of Poetry, iii. 266. 

better than Philosophy, Hi. 96. 

, philosophy of, iii. 237 ; a ctmtoler. 



V. 258. 

Religious world, the character of, ir. 49. 
Rent, Cobbett's theorjr of, v. 158. 
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EeCnMpect of the Noctes, by W ortb, Ir. MS. 
BerlewlDff for coontry-readen, U. Ma. 

. ^ r«maneration for, lit. 888. 

Ret»ch*s Ulttsiratioiu of Hamlet, Ui. lO. 
ReyaolUs, John Hamilton, I. M. 
ilejnoia«. Sir JoiOiaa, P. R. A., i. 895 ; as a wri- 
ter, iii. %U. 
Slieumatiam, care for. It. 11. 
Rhjming proM, L 889. 
Ricardo, I>aTi<l, and the Chneek Loan, IL 987; 

notice of, ir. 45, 
Bice, Thomas Spring, (Lord Monteagle,) lit. 80. 
Richardson, D. L., **the diamond poet,*' re- 
newed bj WilMHi, m. 19d. 
Richardson, John, lawyer and rerae-writer, L 

818. 
BIchelieQ, Doe de, L 187. 
Richmond, Duke of, It. 113. 
RIddell, Henry, song by, *' When the glen Is all 

sUIl," ii. 77. 
Riddle, a, in verse, 1. 814. 
Ridgeway, London publisher, L 181. 
•* Rimini,*^ dedication of, i. iOL 
Ring, Law« of the, r. 858. 
•* Ringan Gilhaiae,** norel by CMt, I. 816. 
Rintoul, Mr., Editor of '* The Spectator,** IIL 878. 
Ritchie, Leitch, noTcUst, lU. Idd. 
Ritchie, Walter, the angler, I. 8, et seq. 
Ritchie, W., co-editor of "The " * 

11.188. 
Roberts, Mr., and *«My Chrandmother's Re- 

Tiew, The British," i7876. 
Robertson, Lord, Scott's " Peter of the Paonch,** 

ii. 88. 
Robinson, Frederick, (Vlscoont Goderich and 

Eari of Ripon,) Minister of Finance, i. 458 ; 

his incapacity It 88. 
Robson, G. F., artist, r. 177. 
'* Rock, Memoirs of Captain,'* by Moore, 1. 888. 
Rodxers, Sandy, Scottish poet, It. 98. 
Rogers, Samuel, poet, i. »0. 
Romance and reality, iii. 94. 
Roseoe, Thomas, Ui. 178. 
Rodcoe, WilUam, edits Pope, i. 817. 
Round, the, at Ambrose's, ii. 418. 
Round Table, at Ambrose's, ii. 89. 
Royal Visit to ScoUand, L 888. 
Rale of Three, at dinner, U. 850. 
Ruling Passion, the, v. 991. 
RumMedethumps, Hogg's recipe for, IL 185. 
Rural funeral, a, iy. 8. 

Ufe, Hogg on pleasares of, II. 919. 

Russell, Lord John , described by Tickler, It. 851 ; 

how educated. It. 845. 
Russell's " Tour in Germany," L 478. 
Russia, the Emperor of, iii. 6; attacks Turkey, 

48 ; ib. 78 ; his designs on India, Tl ; North's 

view of his power, 79. 
Rydal Woods, solemni^ of, U. 415. 

Sabbath ob8erTance,'y. 951 ; overdone In Scot- 
land, 958. 

Sadler, Michael Thomas, Tory orator, iii. 989 ; 
notice of, 898 ; Jeflirey's opinion of, v. 153. 

Sailor, Hogg on the life of a, ii. 899. 

St. John, J. A., editor of " London Weekly Re- 
view," lil. 198. 

St. Leger, Barry, author of " Gilbert Earte," 

^ 1. 451. 

St. Jjeger, the, at Doncaster Races, iii. 99. 

St. Stephen's, stupid speaking in, iii. 891. 

Salmon-fishing, iv. 486; ik^. v. ^\h. 



Saloon, the, at Blackwood's, It. 88. 

Sandford, Sir D. K., v. 905. 

Sandford, Miss Helen, ill. 916. 

** Sardanapalus," the best of Byron's drama>| 

1. 151 ; scones in, 152. 
Satire, a placid virtue, {.19a 
Saarin, W., letter to Lord Norfoury, i. SI2. 
Savoyard Minstrels, family of, ii. 296. 
Savage, John, Irish poet and artist, his char- 
acter of Wilson, see Life of, ii. 121. 
Scarlett, Sir James, (Lord Abinger,) iv. 119. 
Schedule A., iv. 409. 
SchiUer, his WaUenstein, IL 1^; best of aU 

Ckrman poets, v. 46. 
Schools In the Scottish Highlands, ii. 497. 
Schuyler, Ann Eiiza, American poet, Iv. 256. 
Science, what is it ? iii. 410. 
Scotch cookery, iii. 829. 
QrejB, at Waterloo, It. 63; tithes, I, 

807. 
Scotland deserted by her nobility, iii. 864. 
Scots tities, how to assume, i. 458 ; Earldom 

of Stirling, how claimed, 454. 
** Scotsman, The," Edinburgh newspaper, L 8. 
Scott, Dr., •' The Odontist," in the tent, i. 18, 

et seq ; imaginary adventures of, 148 ; at 

the Noctes, 177 ; his burial-place, Iv. 407. 
Scott, John, of Amweii, iv. 315. 
Scott, John, Editor of London Maga^dne, i. 188 ; 

shot in a duel, ib. 
Scott, Lord John, v. 101. 
Scott, Michael, the wisard, Iv. 392. 
Scott, Michael, author of "Tom Cringle's 

Log," T. 122. 
Scott, Sir Walter, warmth of some of his scenes 

1.188. 

, as a novelist, L 806. 

, the Northern Homer, I. 219. 

on optical d^usions, ii. 56. 

, martial character of his poetry, ii. 104 

-, defence of Scottish banking systun, 



ii. 198. 
avows authorship of Wayeriey Novels 

ii.956. 
his Life of Napoleon ?nrltten In twelTB 

months, ii. 819. 

, his poetry, Jeffrey on. Hi. 196. 

on the Catholic question, iii. 810. 

, his false Latinity, Iv. 105. 

as a conversationist, iv. 188 ; popularity 

in his own life-time greater than Shak- 

speare's was, 189; his Demonology puffed, 

1 his Demonology criticised, It. 997. 

, death of, v. 17.^ 

Scottish loyalty in 1S22, i. 948. 

banking system defended by Sir Wal- 
ter Scott, ii. 194. 

clergy, how paid, III. 859 ; small amount 

of income, 860. 

countenance, the, Iii. 461. 

critics of a former age, Hi. 974. 

exiles, song of, iii. 879. 

gentry, ruin of, iii. 



- music monotonous, iii. 991. 

- poets, the seven, v. 988. 

- Reform Bill, iii. 993. 

- sculpture, iii 467. 

- song, purity of, i. 378. 

- ubiquity in office, iii. 868. 



Schoolmaster abroar!. iii. 45. 
8cioppius, QaT^r '. 184. 
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%rope, William, aothor of **Art of Deer-Stalk- 
ing,'* ii. 196. 
8ea-fiih, naturalized in firesh water lochs, U. 67. 
Sea-serpent, the, ii. 893; Jamea Wilson and 

the, iv. 90. 
Sea-shore, tarmoil on the, !▼. 11. 
Sea-voyage, described by TiClder, iv. 841. 
Sea-writers, v. 82. 
Seaforth, Lord, death of, lU. 117. 
Second marriages, i. 174. 
Seir-admiration, happiness of, iii. 220. 
Sermons, proper length of, U. 209; getting 

drowsy at, 210. 
Set-to with the gloves, by North and Hogg, 

iii. 2S2. 
Seven Ages, fflialcspeare*8, iv. 489. 
•* Seven Young Men," on their pilgrhnage, 1. 61 ; 

at Ambrose's, 233. 
Seward, of Christ Church, in the Tent, i. 18 ; at 

the Noctes, iv. 93. 
Shadwell, Sir L., Vice Chancellor, y. 185. 
ShalMpeare, if a living author, how reviewed 

now? 1.159. 

full of personalities, 1. 189, 

in wedded life, iv. 228. 

more read than acted, W. 844. 

Shakspearean era, v. 48. 

Shaving, horrors of, iii. 808. 

Shee, Sir Martin Archer, painter, writea "Alas- 

CO," a tragedy, I. 895. 
Sheep, Hogg's Prise Essay on, ii. 198. 
Sheep's head broth, iii. 829. 
Shell, Richard Laior, his "> Sketches of the Irish 

Bar,'»i. 52; ib. 842. 

, his dramas, i. 221 ; ib. Iii. 210. 

charged with personality, ii. 6. 

, his attack on Lord Manners, iii. 51. 

, his small stature, iiL 147. 

— ^ declared to be no orator by Ho^, 207 ; 

his eloquence compared with O'Conneil's, 208. 

, his Duke of Tork speech, 211. 

at Penenden Heath meeting, iii. 214. 

*' Sheilinagig," Irish air, i. 892. 

Shelley, Percy B., alliance with Byron and 

Hunt, 1. 143 ; house at Lerici, 199 ; notice of. 

820 ; his May-day night scene from " Faust,*' 

262: never noticed in Edinburgh Kevlew, 

lU. 197 ; a true poet, v. 239. 
** Shepherd's Calendar," by Hogg, ii. 68; ib. 

879. , • 

Sherbet, how'to make, iii. 11. 
Sheridan, Richard Brinsley, his table-talk, 

Ii. 189 ; Moore's Life of, 286 ; how estimated 

by Byron and Hogg, ill. 12. 

— « , Tom, iii. 467. 

family, the, iii. 457. 



Shooting, trial of skiU in, i. T; North's shot 
sitting, 10. 

*• Shopkeepers," the English a nation of, i. 227. 

Shopocracy, the, v. 427. 

Short speeches, iii. 46. 

Siddons, Mrs., biographies of, ii. 866 ; her act- 
ing, 856. 

Siddons, Mrs. Henry, iii. 82. 

Silk gowns at the British bar, i. 402. 

Siiver-rork School, iv. 418. 

Silver Frog, the, Iii. 420. 

Simmons, Bartiiulomew, Irish poet, v. 282. 

Siraonides, theOreelc ]>oet, iii. lu. 

Simpiion, James, his " Visit to Waterloo,' 

Sinclair, Sir John, i. 1. 

feiuclair, John. Uie vocaUst, ii. 82. 
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Singing of the Edinburgh ladies, II. 185. 

SkatUtg on Duddingston Loch, performed by 
Hogg, ii. l&i ; extraordinary, performed by 
Hogg, ill. 221. 

Sketchy, John, surgeon and artist, i. 41. 

Skulls, bequests of, iii. 9 ; respectful treatment 
of, 10. 

Sicy, John of, i. 6. 

Sky-Blue Parlor, at Ambrose's, i. 401 ; North's 
new world of, iii. 291 ; Macnish on, iv. 232. 

** Small Known, The," (Mr. JeflTrey,) i. 132. 

Smith, Adam, and Wordsworth, UL 272 ; on 
Sympathy, iv. 47. 

■ — , Baron, case of, v. 805. 

■ , Sydney, a grotesque punster, IL 206; 
as prebendary, iv. 404. 

Smiths, Horace and James, ii. 295. 

Smithson, Harriet, (Madame Berllos,) actresa, 
iv. 10. 

Snipe-shooting, v. 825. 

Snoring, varieties of, L 7 ; matrimonial, iniquity 
of, ii. 805. 

Snow-storm, described by Hogg, ii. 806. 

Soane, Sir John, notice of, ii. 429. 

Soap-bubbles, v. 886. 

Sober people, tipsiness of; ii. 225. 

Society, classes in, v. 481. 

Socrates, Defence of, pahited by North, iv. 245 ; 
doctrines of, 246. 

Soligny, the Vicomte, reviewed in Maga, 1. 822 ; 
identified with Tims, ii. 260. 

Soliloquy, the Shepherd's, iii. 1. 

Somervilie's safety gun-lock, ii. 854. 

Song-writing, Hogg's mode of, ii. 229. 

Sortes Yirgilians, v. 838. 

Sotheby's translation of Homer, iii. 456. 

South American Republics recognised by Can- 
ning, Ui. 124. 

revolutions, i. 472. 

South, Samuel, at the Noctes, iv. 95. 

South-east drawing-room, at Ambrose's, in Pi- 
cardy Place, iii. 1 ; luxury of, 4. 

Southey, Robert, as a military historian, 1. 141 : 
is the Bard of the Bay, 220; his change of 
politics defended, 166; portrait of, in " Percy 
Anecdotes," 180 ; literary arrogance of, 259 : 
"Tale of Paraguay," by, ii. 109; elected 
member of Parliament, 265; notice. of, ;}6.'i, 
his poetry of a high order, iii. 196 ; reviewed 
by Macaulay, 448; attacks magasines, 4.51. 

Southside, Tickler's ch&Uau en JS^pngne, ii. 75; 
the smaller dining-room at, ii. 248. 

" Southside Papers," by Tickler, announcement 
of, ii. 482. 

Spate, Hogg's description of a, iii. 14. 

Speculative Society of Edinburgh, ii. 106. 

Spence, Miss, and the Bagman, i. 76. 

Spencer, W. R., a poet, i. 225 ; notice of, ii 368. 

" Sphynx, The," Ul. 67. 

Spiers, Jonathan, at the Noctes, i. 482. 

Spirit and Matter, North on, v. 406. 

Splttal sermon. Dr. Parr's, i. 118. 

Sporting literature, v. 178. 

Spring, beauty of the, ii. 875 ; ib. 876. 

Spring-shower, a, iv. 162. 

StaSl, Madame de. ii. 301. 

Stage indecency, Hogg on, v. 249. 

Stair, Lord, politeness of, v. 7. 

** Standard, Tlie," Nortii's favoritt Journal, 
iii. 861. 

Staniiope, Colonel Leicester, (Karl of llarring^ 
ton,) account of Byron in Greece, ii. 14 ; tlm 
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tool of Domrlng and Bentham, 15; in tlie 

wttnefls-box, 8U. 
iUoIey, Mr., (Karl of DerbyJ ir. 858; hii offi- 
cial career, t. 99S. 
Starling, North's, iiL 8S8. 
8ur«, the, v. 407. 

Stephens, Katharine, (Coanteu of luex,) an- 
ecdotes of, ii. 157. 
BtephensoD, Rowland, Ui. 888. 
Sterne, Lawrence, sketch of, ir. 814. 
Steoart, Sir U., his project of transplanting, 

ir. 7. 
Stewart, Dugald, philosopher and patent sine- 

curist, lil. 58; a first class criUc, 877; his 

pupils, ir. 59. 
Stewart of Garth, his *« Historj of Highland 

Regiments," i. 188 ; anecdote by, 156 ; dinner 

to, iii. 116. 
fltUI, Bishop, his ** Back and side go bare,** 

satirised by Odoherty, 1. 806. 
Sticking in a speech, iv. 842. 
Stinkomaiee, iii. 818. 
Stirrup-cup, the, iii. 68. 
Stoddart, Sir John, and '* The Times,** i. 884 ; 

was the '' Dr. Slop" of Hone and Crulkshank, 
Ji 81. 
Storm in Yarrow, ii. 807. 
f torers, the, r. 161. 
Street, Mr., of the " Courier,** il. 422. 
Stuart, James, shoou Sir A. Boswell in a duel, 

i.485. 
Stulta, Baron, the taUor, y. 264. 
** Subscription Jamie,** 9obriqtiei of Sir James 

Mackintosh, i. 178. 
Suffering and endurance, T. 65. 
BaiTering virtue, iv. 51. 

Bugden, Sir Edward (Lord St. Leonards,) r. 111. 
Bammer's coming, iii. 241. 
Sumph, what i« a ? iv. 421. 
Sun, prodigality of the, iii. 260. 

, in a thunder storm, v. 405. 

Sunburst, the, v. 268. 

Sunrise in the Forest, ii. 221. 

Supper^ humanising effects of, Hi. 108. 

Suppers, speculations on, ii. 81. 

Suppressed Letters, Moore's to Power, i. 892. 

bussex, Duke of, spoils a Joke of Uook*8, i. 848. 

Swans and geese, ill. 459. 

Swift, Dean, his personal ill nature, 1. 144; 

Jeffrey's character of, i. 188. 
Sycamore, the, North's apostrophe to, t. 200. 
Sydenham, Lord, v. 188. 
Sym, Robert, original of ** Timothy Tickler,** 

1.8. 
Sympathy, theory of, iv. 47. 

" Tail'* of Highland Chief, 1. 245. 

Tailors' strike, the, in Ettrick, r. 268. 

Talent and Genius, v. 821. 

Talfourd, Sir T. N., dramatic critic of ** New 

Monthly Maga«lne,** II. 67. 
Talkers, great, poets are, iv. 210. 
Talleyrand, Prince de, iv. 887 ; as the Abb6 de 

Perlgord, 888 ; as ambassador, lb. 
Tapitoaiy, at Ambrose's, lil. 148. 
Tappit-hen, the, ill. 47. 
Tarred and feathered, ▼. 287. 
Taxes on knowledge, v. 804; on newspapers, 

piirpoiiuil reduction of, I. 458; how levied, 

Taylor, John, author of " The Identity of Ju- 
niuV* ii- 84. 



Taylor, Miehad Ansclo, bb parUamentaiy boa 
pltality, i. 408. 

Taylor, WUllam, of Norwtoh, iv. 248. 

Tkxt, CHRiSTOPuaa ix nu, i. 1-102. 

Teht, Last Dit nr thb, i. 108-128 

Temperance on compulsion, v. 839 ; by Act of 
Parliament, 841. 

Temperance Societies, Mullion's opinion of. 
iv. 94. 

Tennant, William, poet and Orientalist, hia 
" Thane of Fife," i. 142 ; his «' Anster Fair," 
244; notice of, il. 162. 

Tennyson, Alfred, poet, v. 27. 

Terry, Daniel, actor, 1. 288 ; manager in Lon- 
don, 888 ; lb. 11. 19. 

** T6te-a-t«te with the Public,** 1. 135. 

Tham, Mr., of Govan, anecdote of, i. 179. 

Thames Tunnel, Ii. 8$K3. 

Theatre, behind the scenes at the, H. 812. 

"The Boyne Water," Irish air, I. 892. 

** The Broadswords of old Scotland," by Lock- 
hart, iv. 108. 

« The Master," Ck>ethe, so caQed, ▼. 42. 

" The Queen has done it all," v. 876. 

The Ring and Its writers, I. 241. 

" The sclate," Iv. 142. 

" The Tailors," drama of, v. 265. 

The Tenth, ill. 880. 

The Terrible Tawney o* Timl>uctoo, v. 422. 

" The West Country," Odoherty 's novel, ex- 
tracts from, I. 827. 

Theocritus, a pastoral poet, iii. 105. 

Thlllon, Madame, singer, her parentage, 1. 412. 

Thirst, the curse of, iv. 21. 

Thistlewood, Arthur, executed for high treason, 
i. 188. 

Thorn, the sculptor, Hi. 468. 

Thompson, C. Poulett, (Lord Sydenham,) v, 188. 

Thompson, George, pretended patron of Bums, 
ii. 226. 

Thompson, Rev. John, of Duddingston, Scottish 
amateur artist, i. 428; Scott's estimate of, 
H. 185 ; paintings by, in the Exhibition, 887: 
a great landscape painter, lil. 428. 

Thorbum, Grant, head of the illiterate literati 
iv. 175. 

Thrale, Mrs., iv. 448. 

»' Three Glorious Days of July,** iv. 169. 

" Three Perils of Man," by Hogg, dramatiiei*. 
in America, i. 817. 

" Three Tailors of Tooley street, the,** v. 266. 

Thunder, dread of, ill. 2(15. 

Thurlow, Lord, poet, i. 'H\ 

Thurtell, John, murden r of William Weare. 
1.892; Tims on the tr.al of, 411 ; the Phre- 
nologists on, 417. 

Tlbble*8, interior of, v. 818. 

Tlcmey, George, Opposition leader, 1. 88 ; ib. 
161. 

Tigers, North's Indian tales of, ii. 188. 

" Tick Dolloreuse," Hogg has the, lil. 19. 

" Ticklar, Timothy," i. 2; in puris nataraU^ 
hua, ii. 118 ; at Glasgow, 880 ; dream that 
Hogg was dissected, ill. 9; his person de- 
scribed, 880; vision of his death, Iv. 190; 
visits London, 842. 

Tlcknor, Mr., of Boston, possesses Leslie's por- 
trait of Scott, ill. 202. 

Tlghe, Mrs., Irish poetess, I. 75; Lines on, hj 
Moore, lb. ; l>eauty of her " Pysche," il. 108. 

" Times, The,** circulation and prospects of. » 
459. 
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Tims, Mr., in th« Tent, L H, etaeq.; paaaes off 
as a Wicoant, ii. 8. 

Tithes, Gobbett's view of, r, 164. 

Tithes in Scotland, 1. 807. 

Toasted cheese, Hogg's praise of, ii. 829. 

Tobacco, Byron in praise of, i. 887. 

Toddy, how to make It, IL 804. 

Tomes, Dr. Robert, his description of Dr. Knox 
of Edinbargh, iii. 288. 

lomline's Life of Pit^ L 183. 

Tongs and Polcer accompaniment, ill. 187. 

Tongue, shape of, indicates genius, ill. 267. 

Toothache, iii. 198. 

** Tornhippson, Professor," his phrenological 
organisation, L 29d. 

Torrens, CoL, editor of "The Globe," Iii. 204. 

Tory Lords, a pack: of slumberers, iii. 49. 

party brolcen up, iii. 264. 

Toryism, iii. 868 ; downfall o^ r. 87 ; of English 
women, 101. 

Tower Menagerie, the, ir. 814. 

Town and country, iiL 888. 

Trafalgar, anniversary of; Ii. 142. 

Tragedy, modern writers of, ii. 844. 

Translation from the German, ludicrous mis- 
prints in, i. 288. 

Transplanting, Hogg on, iv. 7. 

TraTelling, cheap, Odoherty on, i. 289. 

Treaty of London, history of, iii. 48. 

** Treinaine," criticism on, ii. 282. 

TroUing, a Glasgow practice, L 12; also at 
Bolton, ib. 

Trout-fishing, Iv. 116. 

** True Sun,'* Whig prosecution of, T. 804. 

Truth and Fiction, iU. 181. 

Twelfth of August, 1. 1. 

*' Two-penny Post-bag," personality of, L 190. 

Ude, the French coolc, iii. 61. 

Ugly women, iii. 220 : anonuUles of creation, 

iii. 416. 
« Undine," story of, v. 45. 
Unicom, reality of the, v. ^8. 
Union, the, did it serve Scotland? UL 882. 
" United Service Journal," v. 86. « 
University of London, ii. 100. 
Universities of Oxford and Cambridge, iL 100. 
Unlcnown Tongues, the, v. 10. 
** Up, Guards, and at them,** not spoken at 

Waterloo, iii. 122. 
Urquhart, Sir Thomas, his death, v. 97. 
Useful Knowledge, Society for the DiAision of; 

iii. 289. 
UUlity, deflniUon of, iv. 18. 

" Vampire, The,** attributed to Byron, I. 212. 
VandenhoS; John, actor, L 288; his popularity, 

400. 
" Vathek," its originality, L 818. 
Vegetarians, the, iL 419. 
Velasqnes's portrait of Charles L, 1. 2. 
Venus de Medlcis, the, iii. 167. 
** Vespers of Palermo,** tragedy by Mrs. 

Hemans, 1. 410. 
Vestris, Madame, v. 194. 
Victoria, Queen, ascends Loch-na-gar, 1. 8; 

Tory match-making for, when a child, v. 80. 
Vidocq*s Memoirs, flash song in, iii. 842. 
Vnilers Stuart, iii. SO. 
Violinists, V. 28. 
'* Vision of Judgment,** inferior to Bei>po and 

Don Juan, i. 269. 



Visitors, plague of. III. &. 

" Vivian Grey,'* by Disraeli, IL 284. 

" Vivian Joyeuse," at the Noctes, L 881. 

Vocal music, beauty of, ii. 217. 

Voices, various kinds of, ii. 175-7. 

Voltaire, brilliancy of his genius, 1. 168. 

Vyvyan, Sir Richard, v. 86. 

Waltham, Alderman Robert, ex-Lord Mayor of 
London, L 404. 

Wales, ground untouched by Maga, ill. 107. 

Wall, C. Baring, iv. 846. 

Wailack, James, actor, Irish Johnstone's son 
In-law, Ii. 264. 

Wallace and Bruce, meeting of, Mrs. Hemans* 
Prise Poem, i. 74. 

Walmesley, Bishop, (" Pastorini,") his pro* 
phecy, i. 186. 

Walpole, Horace, his letters, I. 182; Informa* 
tion supplied by, 160. 

Walsh, Sir. John, v. 100. 

"Wanderings of Cain," by Coleridge, I. 407. 

War, the business of man's power, ii. 143 ; ex- 
penses of, IiL 128 ; the game of, iv. 4(»9. 

Warburton, Bishop, noticed by North, 1. 167 ; 
his defence of Pope, i. 204. 

Ward, Richard numer, author of " Tremalne," 
Iii. 66. 

Warrender, Sir George, v. 274. 

Washington, North's description of, 11. 169. 

Wasp-waists, female deformities, iL 816. 

Wasps, denunciation of, Ii. 248; dream oi; 
249. 

« WasUe, WilUam, of that ilk,** in the Tent, I. 2. 

" Wat Tyler," by Southey, i. 206. 

Water-drinking, recommended by Wordsworth, 
ii. 847. 

Waterloo, Napoleon on, I. 248; ib. ilL 122. 

"Waters of KUe," song in " Glenarvon," writ- 
ten by Byron, ill. 69. 

Waterton, Charles, v. 22. 

Watkins, Dr., writes Memoirs of Byron, i. 210. 

Watson, Bishop, his reply to Paine, iii. 405. 

Watts, Alarlc A., i. 225; lb. II. 21 ; ib. 812. 

Waverley Novels, authorship of, avowed, iL 
856. 

Wayside Well, The, v. 228. 

Weather, Hogg on the, iv. 168. 

Webbe, CorneUus, i. 264. 

Weeping, use of, iv. 1. 

IVellesley, Marquis, his Irish Tlceroyalty, L 
806. 

Wellington, Duke of, his Corn-bill, I. 146; 
prosecutes London newspapers, 1. 457; un- 
popular, ii. 481 ; North proposes his health, 
ill. 40; becomes Premier, 42; Napoleon's 
opinion of, 122; did not rat on the Catholic 
question, 809 ; autocracy, of, 855 ; his ambi- 
tion, 866; unpopular as Premier, iv. 120; his 
Cabinet chiefly military, 122; his want of ge- 
nius, 125 ; loved office, 128 ; in opposHion, 
410 : compared with the Duke of Newcastle, 
V. 89. 

Welsh-rabbit, Hogg's criticism on, ii. 829. 

West, Bei\jamin, painter, P. R. A., 1. 895. 

West, Emperor of the, (John Murray,) 1. 181. 

" Westminster Review,^' 296. 

Wetherell, Sir C, and George IV., iii. 828. 

" What constitutes a State?'* iv. 67. 

Whately, Archbishop, iii. 447. 

Wliewell, Dr., of Cambridge, ii. 270. 

Wliig, North's character of a, i. 168. 
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Whiff GoTernment, fidiehood ttf, T. 801. 

Whiggerj, uprise of, t. 88. 

Whlgglim, leetare on, L 91. 

Whig*, visit the Noctes, L S88 ; the politici of, 

8S7 ; in offlce, It. 868. 
Wliiilcy punch, how to make^U^ 11^* 
Whiifp«rlng, offence of, It. 188. 
WhitbreaU, Bamuei, iiL 145. 
White, »«nco, ill. 446. 
White, Lulce, as sk.etched by Shell, U. 8. 
Whitehead, Charles, poet, t. 908. 
White*d Selborne, iT. 818. 
** Wiclced Wene," In Hogg*i ** Queen Hynde,** 

II. SliA9. 
Wtfe-advertlsinff, HI. 180. 
Wiffen, J. U., Qaalcer poet. It. S5. 
Wilberforee, William, Anti-slaTerr leader, I. 

407. 
•* Wild-cat** banking, lU. 78. 
Wilkle, Sir David, his picture of John Knox, 

1. 819; at the Scottish ExhlbiUon in 1834, 

428 ; North^s notice of, Ul. 898. 
Wilkinson, Sir Gardner, It. 869. 
Will, good and ctU in the, It. 79. 

and Intellect, It. 288. 

William the Fourth, It. 116; Nortb*i character 

of, T. 877. 
Williams, Archdeacon, UL lOTl 

" , Gentleman,** the murderer, 1. 416. 

, Helen Maria, I. 224. 

, Hugh, his Greek engraTinn, L 468-9; 

his water-color drawings, U. 887; death of, 

III. 427. 

. , R. F., song by, It. 251 ; •• Oh I fill the 

wine-cup high.'* 
WiU-making, ill. 260. 
WiLMM, Jomi, Life of, by Dr. ICackenile, U. 

U to xxU. 

, note of, I. 220 ; Hogg*tf opinion of his 

try, 1. 874; his facility of com]^siUon, 
[1. 202. 

, James, the naturalist, 11. 879. 

, Sir Robert, his Russia-phobia, lU. 70. 

Winchester, Bishop of, 1. 182. 

Wlnchelsea, Lord, his anU-CathoUc duel with 

Wellington, v. 92. 
•* Wind up the clock,*' HI. 146. 
Windsor Castle, grant for repairs of, 1. 428. 
Winston, ex-Manager, on the Drama, t. 182. 
Winter, deUgfats of;ii. 180 ; pleasures of, iU. ITS. 
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Winton, Mr., of Chelsea, 1. ISl. 

White, Henry Kirke, poet of promise, Hi. 197. 

Wodrow, ReT. Doctor, at the Noctes, i. 177 ; lb. 
Hi. 868. 

Wolcot, Dr., (Peter Pindar,) 11. 85. 

Wolfe, Dr., the Missionary, 11. 842. 

Wolfe, General, Southey's Intended Life ef, 
11.285. 

Wolseley, Sir Charles, 1. 118. 

Womanhood as it should be, ill. 24T. 

Womankind, described by Hogg, iU. 179. 

WombweU's Menagerie, H. 879. 

Women Folk, The, well drawn by the Lake 
Poets, 1. 874. 

Women of England, libel on, r. 886. 

Wood, Alderman, champion of Queen Caroline, 
1.468; notice of. It. 847. 

Woodcock, North's receipt for deriUing, U. 81. 

Wooden spoon, born with a, iv. 418. 

Wordswortli, William, mistaken for his name- 
sake, a horse dealer, 1. 48 ; his depreciating 
opinion of Dryden, 165 : his self-esteem, 166; 
dates of his poems, 219 ; ** ower wordy and 
ower windy," 868; his Guide to the Lakes 
and pamphlet on the Peninsular War, 864; 
and " the Poets," 11. 10 ; his abundant self- 
conceit, 11 ; inferior to Scott and Byron, 101 ; 
Crabbe his superior as the Poet of the Poor, 
102 ; his vanity, 104 ; Chantrey's bust of, 105; 
a prosing conversationist, lb. ; bust of, v. 178. 

Wrangham, Archdeacon, t. 82. 

Wrens' nests, ten years' vain quest of; iv. 45. 

Wright's champagne. Hi. 58. 

" Wylie, Sir Andrew,** by Gait, i. 142; at the 
Noctes, 177. 

Wynford, Lord, EngUsh Judge, t. 251. 

Tacht, the King's, visited by North, 1. 289. 

Yaniewici, Miss, pianiste, U. 886. 

Tankey-Iand, iv. 899. 

Yarrow, storm in, U. 207. 

Yeditorship, the, assumed by Hogg, U. 158. 

Yeomanry, national utility of, ly. 108. 

York, Duke of, solemn protest against Catholic 

Emanolpation, U. 90 ; a wine-cLinkei, 99. 
Young, Charles, actor, v. 185. 
Young's Tavern, Edinburgh, I 1. 
Youth, the Shepherd's Dream ^ ^<<. V 
Youth, renewal of, by memoi . . ft km- 
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H A Dirge," by D. M. Moir, li. S86. 

A new Song for loyal sulif ects, by North and 

Tickler, r. 88. 
** Abercrombie came down,** sung by MoUion, 

T. 104. 
** Again o*er the vine covered regions of 

France,'* read by North, ir. SSI. 
«* Aitcheson'8 Carbineers,** sung by Seward, 

iv. 100. 
AlcsBos, translation f^rom, ir, 87, and r. 284. 
" All Fools' Day,** stansas, by North, t. 402. 
•« An Hundred Years Hence,*' parody on, i. 260. 
Anacreon, translation from, v. 228. 
Another Bowl, by Hogg, iv. 116. 
Archias, translation from, r. 285. 
** As from Ken to Ken,** French flash song, 

translated by Maginn, i!1. 842. 
•* At my time of day,'* translation by Maginn, 

U. 114. 

« Bacic and side go b«re,** Bishop Still*s ballad, 

rendered into Latin by Magtam, i. 208. 
•« BatUe of the Bloclcheads,'* parody by Mnllion, 

ii. 241. 
**Be mine in Tankee-land,** translation, by 

Tickler, iv. 899. 
" Behave yoursell before folk,** sang by Robert 

Howie, written by Alexander Rodgers, iv. 92. 
Bentham and Willison Qlass, i. 148. 
B^ranger, his ** L'Ombre d' Anacreon,** 1. 800 ^ 

his " Monsieur Judas,** ill. 889, paraphrased 

by Maginn, 840 ; his Roger Montemps, v. 26. 
Bion, Third Idyl of, translated, v. 222. 
Bowl and Jug, ii. 883. 
Bucolical on Peel, written by Maginn, and 

chanted by Odoherty, iii. 816. 
" Byron to Murray," versified by Maginn, i. 189. 
Byron, epigram by, v. 116. 

**Gan I bear to part wi* tiiee?** sung by Hogg, 

ii.92. 
Canadian Boat Song, firom the Gaelic, by North, 

ill. 872. 
Captain Paton*s Lament, written by Lockhart, 

sung by Dr. Scott, i. 126. 
Carmen Diabolicum, a printing office song, 

1.88. 
**' Chalk ! Chaflc 1** a parody by Hogg, iii. 58. 
"Chief of Scribblers,'^ read by Mr. BuUer, 1. 286. 
" Christmas Carol," sung by Hogg, Ac, iv. 208. 
Christopher on Oolonsay, v. 268. 
** Clerk of the P^," sung by Tickler, v. 105. 
** Come, all ye Jolly shepherds,** written and 

sung by Hogg, i. 802. 
** Come draw me six magnums of claret," sung 

by Tickler, i. 480. 
*»Oomc fill your wine," chanted by North, i, 

34i 



Come forth, como forth," recited by North, 

V. 209. 

Come, Jolly boys," parody on ** Isabel," sung 

by Tickler, Ui.^ 

Come listen to my lay,** parody on Southey, 

byOdoherty,i.890. 
*' Come, thou best of punsters," from Anacreon, 

V. 228. 
**€omlng thro* the rye," sung by MuUlon, ii. 79. 
** Constantine Paleologus, the sword of," by B. 

Simmons, v. 288. 
" Cork is an Aiden for you, love, and me," sung 

and written by Maginn, Iii. 68. 
"' County Guy,*' set to music, i. 886. 
" Crabstick, The," sung by MuIIion, 11. 22. 
" Crambambulee," sung by North, ii. 146. 

** D«il tak the KUts," a poetical letter, read by 

Tickler, i. 229. 
**Del ciakar confounda lo corps," parody by 

Macrabin, iii. 69. 
" Demos," sung by Tickler, iv. 260. 
^ Der wind geht durcht," by Kempferhausen, 

1.805. 
Devonshire Lane, the, a ballad by Marriott, i. 

818. 
Dialogue between W. Glass and Jeremy Bent- 
ham, written by Maginn, i. 148. 
**Do you see our vessel riding?" sung by the 

Registrar, v. 214. 
** Draw water of the coldest," L*E!nvoy, by Hogg, 

1.44. 

Drink to me only from a Jug," parody by Tide- 

ler 1. 840. 
" D'ye ken' the big village,** written by Hogg, 

iU201. 

" Each leaf which we see," epigram on North's 

crest, i. 264. 
*' Emblem of innocence," by a girl, v. 224 
** En roulant de vergne en vergne," flash song 

from Tidocq, translated by Maginn, iii. 842. 
I^igrams on Colbum and Campbell, 1. 180 ; on 

North's crest, 264 ; on Coleridge, by himself, 

846; by Byron, V. 116. 
Epilogue, spoken by North and Sir A. Wylie, 

Epitaphs on the Odontist, iv. 408. 

" ExUe of Erin," Tickler's parody on, 11. 16T. 

" Fairy's Burial, The,** a dirge by North, v. 908. 
Farewell to Braemar, sung by Dr. Scott, i. 46. 
" Fallen Angel, Song of a," 1. 886. 
*• Farewell, farewell, beggarly Scotland," sung 

by Odoherty, and written by Cunningham, 

11.20. 
" Fill, fill to the brim,** nuptial song by Odoh«r- 

tr. L 181. 
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** Fill me a Sowl/* chant hj Dr. BeoU, i. 187. 

•♦ Five Champions of Maga," by Dr. Scott, It. 
242. 

*♦ Foln de ces gens," sang by North, r. 161. 

•» For cuttin* o' his hair," sung by Hogg, Iv. 116. 

** For^^ing of the Anchor, The," read by North, 
• V.88. 

^ For once In sentimental vein," recified by Am- 
brose, ii. 164. 

" Forty-five, fortar-flve," by Hogg, Ir. 140. 

*' F-ae Royal Wall," written and . song hy 
Hogg. 

Gander. Ghost of the, song by Tickler, It. 116. 

Ghost of the Gander, parody by North, iii. 386. 

**Go, g«:t thee gone," answer to "Farewell, 
beggarly Scotland,^ 11. 88. 

*' God iiave the King," song by North and cho- 
rus, iv. 109. 

«* Good night, and Joy be wl» you aU," written 
and rang hy Hogg, ill. 68. 

" Grand yeux blens noira," rang by North, t. 
180. . 

** Great Venus once appeared to me," transla- 
tion from Bion, r. 282. 

Grteic and Latin song by Odoherty, L 880. 

** Hail, glorious dawning," recited by North, 

1.402. 
» llnil, Robinson !" sung by Mullion, Ii. 98. 
** Hail to the Maiden," sung by Seward, i. 184. 
** llnil to thy waters I softly-flowing Dee," poem 

recited by Odoherty in the Tent, I. 88. 
•* Have they trod down the mighty?" 
'* Head of the Sage," parody recited by Hogg, 

1.298. 
" Heap on more coal there," song of a ftSltn 

Angei, i. 885. 
*' He spurred to the foot," by Tickler and North, 

iv. 409. 
" Here a foul hulk," a parody, sung by North, 

V. 859. ^ 

" Here Judas with a face where shame," para- 
phrased from Stranger, by Maginn, iii. 840. 
" Here let me dine," written by Biaginn, sung 

by Odoherty, i. 191. 
*' Here's a healtA to Aytoun," sung by Mullion, 

V. 107. 
"Hey, boys, up go we," song, 11. 17. 

, Latin version of, by Maginn, il. 8SJ 

" Hip, hip, hip, hurra I" ii. 888. 

Homer, translatidn ftom, v. 82. 

" Horatian version," sung by Tickler, r. 88. 

" How happy a state," lines of Odoherty, 1. 892. 

" How happy is the state," a chant by Seward, 

iv. 148. 
" Humors of Donnybrook Fair," sung by North, 

11.265. 
" Hvern morgen ser homa," Danish solo by 

Feldborg, Ii 194. 
•♦ Hymn to the DevH," by Hogg, 11. 51. 

" I care not a flg," written by Maginn, sung by 
Odoherty, I. 200. 

" I'd be a bottle-fly," parody on Haynes Bay- 
ley, by Maginn, sung by Odoherty, iii. 65. 

** I hope, Mrs. Muse," improvised by Theodore 
Hook, iii. 347. 

**I lookit east, I lookit west," written and sung 
by Hogg, ii. 252. 

* I sing of a land," written and sung by Hogg, 



" I sing of the Gander," by North, Iv. 297. 
" If e'er you would be a brave fellow," sung br 

Hogg, ii. 76. 
" I'll sing of yon glen," written and sung by 

Hogg, 11.188. 
Improvisation by North, r. 111. 
" In a Devonshire lane," ballad by Marriott, 

1.818. 
" In Embro town they made a law," sung by 

Hogg, Hi. 40. 
" In England rules King Arthur," by Maginn, 

sting by Odoherty, Ui. 826. 
" In the summer when flowers," sung by Tick* 

ler, iv. 869. 
Inconstoncy, sung by Mrs. McWhirter, 1. 96. 
" I pity you, ye stars so bright," song by Hogg, 

i. m. 
" Is Byron surprised," epigram by Odoherty, 

I. 811. 
"Iscariot's near," paraphrase from B^ranger, 

by Maginn, iii. 840. 

Jacobin Bill, the, a Radical song, iv. 826. 
Jacobite Relics, song from Hogg's, iv. 862. 
" Jam redl dUecta Avis," translation from Mrs. 

Hemans, by Mr. Drake, v. 80. 
**Je voudrais k men age," by M. Coulanges, 

stmg by North, 11. 118 ; translated by Magmn, 

" Jetfirey, darling of the Muses," parody by 
Tickler, i. 186. 

" Jehovah, King of Kings," by North and cho- 
rus, iv. 169. 

" Jeremy, throw yotnr pen aside,^* song by Ma- 
ginn, i. 148. 

" John Nicholson's Daughter," by Hogg, iii.188. 

" Jolly Tories, fill your glasses," chant by Dr. 
Scott, i. 194 

"King Willie," by Hogg, iv. 811. 

" Lament for Lord Byron," by Maginn, simg 

by Odoherty, i. 447. 
" Laudes Robinsonianse," sung by Mullion, IL 

98. 
Leather-breeches «er«u« Lanthom James, epi- 
gram by Byron, v. 116. 
Leddrie Green, sung by Baillie Jarvie, i. 95. 
" Let others talk of Elcho," stmg by Seward, 

iv. 100. 
" Let men caht about Adam and Eve," sung 

by Hogg, iii. 877. 
" Let us drink and be merry," parody, sung by 

tickler, 1. 260. 
" Let us laugh at the aasea," hj Maginn, sung 

by North, iii. 88. 
" Let wit and waggery," by Odoherty, I. 869. 
" Like prongs, like iHrongs," sung 1^ Mullion, 

U.7. 
Lines on a White Dove, r. 384. 
" Listen to me," Canadian boat-song, Ui. 878. 
" Look, oh I look f^om the bower," sung by Mr. 

Wastle, 1. 120. 
"L'Ombre d'Anacreon," by B^ranger, 1. 800. 
Love's Phantoms of Woe, sung by Dr. Scott, 

1.86. 

Maga at No. XLV., by Hogg, iv. 140. 

Maga, song in praise of, ii. 7. 

Marriott, Mr., " The Devonshire Lane,** hj 

i.818. 
" Meg o' Marley," sung by Hogg, 11. 288^ 
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llmucTM Symposium AMBROsiAauM, a chant 
written by Maginn, L 218. 

** Blong poets and novelists," parody song by 
Macrabin, iii. 68. 

• Monsieur Judas," by B^ranger, iii. 889 ; tra- 
vestied by Odoherty, 840. 

Music, stanzas to, sung by North, v. 85. 

*' My ain Countree," by Allan Gunningham, 
ii. 247. 

" My bonny Mary," song by Hogg, 11. 227. 

** My Harp of Gold," translaUon from Pindar, 
iii. 132. 

** My left is adorned," song l^ Theodore Hook, 
iii. .345. 

" My song is of Demos," song by Tickler, ir. 250. 

" Near to the shore," translation from Archias, 
V. 235. 

*' Now the reign of the tTr&nt," Radical song, 
by Tickler, iv. 826. 

"Now the year twenty-four," written by Ma- 
ginn, sung by Odoherty, ii. 82. 

" Now there's peace on the shore," by Lockhart, 
iv. 108. 

" O ! gone are the days," written by Maginn, 
sung by Odoherty, 1. 207. 

" O ken ye Meg o' Marley ?" written and sung 
by Hogg, Ii. 222. 

*' O little did my mother think," song by Tick- 
ler and North, iv. 890. 

" O, love's a bitter thing," writtm and sung by 
Hogg, iii. 847. 

" O mother, tell the lahrd o*t," written and sung 
hy Hogg. 

*♦ O ne'er such a race was," song by Hogg, 
1.291. 

" O sairly may I rue the day," written and sung 
by Hogg, i. 268. 

** O send Lewie Oordon hfuoie," sung by MuIUon, 
V. 94. 

*' O to be free, like the eagle in heaven," recit- 
ed by Hogg, ii. 166. 

** O Tories, dear Tories," by Maginn, sung by 
Odoherty, Ac, Ui. 816. 

" weel befa' the maiden gay," sung by Hogg, 
ii. 245. 

" O, weel befa* the maiden gay," written and 
sung by Hogg, iv. 278. 

Ode on a distant prospect of a good dinner, 
parody on Ghray, recited by Tickler, ill. 60. 

" O'er the golden-domed shrines," by B. Sim- 
mons, V. 238. 

*' Of all the asses in the town," sung by Odo- 
herty, i. 898. 

" Of Wastle, Hogg, and North," 

" Oh ! fill the wine-cup high," by Robert Folke- 
stone Williams, iv. 251. 

** Oh ! Learning's a very fine thing," sung by 
Ticlcler, ii. 147. 

'* Oh ! often on the mountain's side," sung by 
Tickler, ii. 156. 

»'0h ne'er such a race was," sung by Hogg, i. 291. 

'' Oh ! the gallant Sir John," sung by Mullion, 
v. 108. 

" Oh ! the grass it springs green," (Farewell to 
Fanny Forman,) by North, i. 87. 

" Oh to be free like the eagle," read by Hogg, 
ii. 166. 

" Oh I 'twas Dermot O'Bow and McVigg," sung 
by North, ii. 966. 



**OhI what is that figure?" sung by North, 
iii. 886. 

" Oh ! when I am departed," sung by Odoher- 
ty, 1. 120. 

♦* Oh 1 white is thy bosom," sung by Grace 
Girnaway, 1. 251. 

** Oh yes ! my soul the leaf resembles," sung 
by North, iii. 55. 

**0n the bright margin," by Mrs. RadclifTe, 
ii. 248. 

**Our troop contains the spoonies," sung by 
Tickler, It. 408. 

Pindar, translation of his first Pythian ode, 
recited by North, iii. 182. 

" Pleasures of Eating," parody recited by Tick- 
ler, iii. 68. 

" Pray for the soul," sung by Tickler, iv. 412. 

'* Pygmalion Is proud," a charade, ii. 125. 

** Rail no morej Tories," parody by Odoherty, 

1.889. 
" Registrar Sam," sung by Tickler, v. 215. 
" Rejoice, ye wan and wilder 'd glens," written 

and sung by Hogg, ii. 157. 
*' Return, return, my bird," by Mrs. Hemans, 

V. 29. 
" Roger €k>odfellow," from B^ranger, sung by 

Tickler, v. 26. 
" Roger Montempe," translated, r. 26. 
" Run, ladies, run," sung by Macrabin, iii. 57. 

^ Sam A9derson,my Joe, Sam," sung by North, 

V. 221. 
" Say, who is this," stanias to North, v. 258. 
'* Schedule A.," sung by Mullion, v. 96. 
"Shepherdess, the, and the Sailor," song by 

Grace lihd Mysie, i. 251. 
" Signer Le Hunto," by Maginn, i. 146. 
" Sing, Jovial Muse," improvised by Odoherty, 

iii. 60. 
'* Sint nuda dorsum," Maginn*8 Latin version 

of "Back and Ade go bare," chanted by 

Odoherty, i. 208. 
" Small shrs, so mdancfaoly," translation froih 

B^ranger*s Roger Montemps, v. 26. 
" So triumph to the Tories," chorus by Odoherty, 

1.882. 
" Some sing with devotion," sung and written 

hy Hogg, ii. 159. 
" Song of the JanUsary," 11. 268. 
Song to a brother sportsman, by Tickler, i. 25. 
Song to a Sahnon, by Hogg, i. 28. 
" Speed thee, speed thee," Hymn to the Devil, 

written and recited by Hogg, ii. 51. 
"Star of the brare," by B]rron, parody on, 

1. 5i98. 
"Stille, hersch, andacht," catch by Kempfer- 

hausen, i. 261. 
" Stuarts o* Appin," song by Hogg, iii. 116. * 

Tam Nelson," written and sung by Hogg, ii. 
268. 

That I love thee, charming maid," sung by 
Odoherty, i. 185. 
The Battle of the Blockheads, (parody on Gamp- 
beU,)ii.241. 

The birds have sung themselves to rest," sung 
by Odohertyt 1. 841. 

The Brakens wi' me," written and sung by 
Hogg, ii. 18& 
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«M BfMdMrardi of SoottMid, bj Loekhart, It. 

106. 
The Clerk of the Pipe, hj Tlekler, t. 105. 
The Golieeam, bj Seward of Christ Church, i. 2&, 
** The daisy is fair," written and song by Hogg, 

iii. 188. 
**The Free*d Bird,** tagr Mrs. Hemans, v. 89; 

Latin translation of, 80. 
The Frtar*s farewell to Oxford, snng by BoUer. 
** The great muckle Tillage of Balmaquhappel,** 

by Hogg, ii. 901. 
The Irishman, written by Maginn, song by 

Odoherty, i. 163. 
<• The Jacobin BtU," sang by Ttekler, It. 8M. 
•« The lady stonds,** sang by Tickler, iU. 19S. 
*«The Laird o* Lamington," song by Hogg, 

ii.9S. 
«« The lift looks caoM-rife i* the west,** written 

and recited by Hogg, It. 464. 
The Little Angler, sung by North, t. 161. 
•« The ICarch of Intenect,'* sang by Ttekler, ii. 

147. 
The Memory of Sandy Fergoson, song by Dr. 

Scott, i. Sf. 
** The Monitors,** by Hogg, It. 464. 
** The night is* wearing to the wane,** written 

and sung by Hogg, ill. 68. 
The Powkloodles of Barran, a chant, by Mrs. 

McWhirter. 
•* The Rhine I the Rhine !** transUtion, rang by 

Tickler, ii. 106. 
" The sllTer tones,** il. 270. 
The Shepherdess and the Sailor, sonf at Gim- 

away farm, i. 261. 
The Song of the Janissary, iU 268. 
** The Stoarts o' Appln,'* written and rang by 

Hogg, itl. 116. 
** The sun rises brlriit in France,** by Allan 

Cunningham, ii. 247. 
«* The Tories," a nattonal melody, by Odoherty, 

i.867. 
" The Tricolor,** read by North, It. 221. 
•* The Twa Magkdans,** sang by Tickler, liL 

192. 
•* The Whigs think they are grand and great,** 

a street ballad, T. 146. 
The Women Folk, written and rang by Hogg, 1. 

268. 
**The Tear Twenty-flTe,** a song, ii. 82. 
** Then hey, boys, up go we,** by Maginn, song 

by MuUlon, H. 17. 
** Then hey, boys, down go we,** by Bowring, 

ii.26. 
** There is no poet,** parody by Tickler, t. 484. 
** There once was an Irishman, " by the Odon- 

tist, song by Hogg, ill. 248. 
** There stood on the shore," recited by mckler, 

ii. 167. 
♦* There was a lady llTed at Leith,*' sang by 

Maginn, i. 168. 
*• There were times, my Lord Jeffrey,*' sung by 

North, T. 140. 
* There's a Spanish grandee,** sung by Odoher- 
ty, 1. 266, 
•* There's not a Joy that wine can giTe," parody 

on Byron, by Maginn, i. 216. 
** There's nought sae sweet," sung by Hogg, ii. 

116. 
** There's some souls," written and song by 

Hogg, ii. 263. 
** They may rail at the city," written bj Ma- 

ifinn, sung by Odoherty, ilL 68. 



«* This is the wine,** chanted by Odoh«rty, 1. 180. 

" Thou Shalt not rat !" parody by Tickler,ir.412. 

** Though 1 can't make a speech," song by 
Tickler, t. 216. 

** Though the place that once knew as," recited 
by Master Ambrose, ii. 161. 

Three Perils of Man, the song from, 1. 802. 

** Three goblets of wine," sung by the Registrar, 
T. 218. 

**Tbrougfa Britain*s isle," sang by MuUion, ii. 22. 

** Through Glasgow's fkir town,*' sung by Tick- 
ler, T. 206. 

** Thus speaks oat Christopher," song by Ma- 
ginn, i. 147. 

** Time and we should swiftly pass,** song by 
Odoherty, L 288. 

** *Tis not when a turtle," sang 1^ Odoher^, 
written by Maginn, 1. 191. 

^ *Tis in Tain to complain," sang by Odoho^, 
i. 846. 

** *Tis with Joy and exaltation," national melody 
written by Maginn, sang by Odoherty, i. 867. 

•» To Lucy," II. 270. 

>*To Odoherty," from the ** Dumfries Journal," 
U.88. 

" Un Jenne Grec c* 4crit," by B^ranger, i. 800. 

"Tain is cTery fond endeaTor,** chanted by 
Odoherty, 1. 185. 

''Taledico, Scotia, tibi," translation by Ma- 
ginn, sung l^ Odoher^, IL 22. 

Tidocq's Memoirs, French flash song In, trans- 
lated by Maginn, iii. 842. 

**Tision of the Head," improTised by North, 
T. IU. 

" Tixl regulis majorum,** a- chant, by Tickler, 
T.91. 

**Wat 0* Buccleagh,** written and sung by 

Hogg, il. 169. 
** Wayfaring man," translation flrom Alcssos, 

«« Weep not fbr her," by Moir, ii. 286. 

^Whar hae ye been a* day?" song Inr Mal- 

Ilon, T. 106. 
** What constitutes a State f* translation flrom 

Alessns, by Sir William Jones, iT. 6. 
"Whate'er thy creed may be,** parody, by 

Tickler, It. 412. 
"When Bawdrons," prophecy repeated by 

Hogg, It. 87. 
"When built on Law," by Bowring, chanted 

by Mtillion, 11. 25. 
"When I was a mere schoolboy,** sucg by 

North, T. 161. 
" When Kit North is dead," a Christmas CaroL 

iv. 208. 
"When lightning parts the thunder cloud," 

sung at Oirnaway farm, i. 261. 
" When Panurge and his fellows," sang by 

MuUIon, written by Maginn, 11. 112. 
^ When the Church and Crown," written by 

Maginn, sung by MuUion, ii. 17. 
" When the glen is all stUl," written by Henry 

Ridden, ii. 77. 
" When the heart of a rat," sang by Odoherty, 

iii. 826. 
"When the kye come hame," by Hogg in 

« Three Perils of Man," i. 802. 
"Where are thy fountains, Master* song by 

North, T 26. 
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"Where shall our sister restr* a dirge, bj 

North, T. 208. 
•* Where Yarrow roves,** written and song by 

Hogg, li. 287. 
" Whiuky," by Odohcrty, lii. 60. 
** Whither away, ye dirty deyils f** paraphrased 

from Horace, r. 8S. 
•• ^Vho dares to say," song by Tickler, It. 400. 
»• Would you know what a Whig UT'* by Hogg, 

Iv. 862. 
•* Would you woo a young yirgin ?** chant by 

Odoherty, i. 891. 
** Why does the sun shine on me ?** sung by 

North, iii. 85. 
• Write, write, toorlst and trareHer,** song by 

Hogg, lii. 82. 



" Tarrow and Ettrick,** parody sung by Macni- 

bin, iii. 59. 
** Ye distant dishes,** parody on Gray, recited 

by Tickler, iii. 60. 
** Ye good honest Englishmen,'* by North and 

Tickler, t. 89. 
•* Ye lawyers so Just,'* sung by Odoherty, 1. 278. 
^ Ye Pu^lists of Enriand,** (parody on Camp- 

beU,) i. 54. 
" Ye sons of the platter,** sung by Tickler, 1. 896, 
^ You ask me, kind Hunt,'* epigram on North*s 

crest, i. 264. 
** Young Geniuses about town,** L 144. 
M Young Roger came tapping,'* chanted by 

TieUer, a U Mathews, 1. ^ ' 
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